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VERSES TO DR. GARTH. 


To 
r 
UPON THE 


DISPENSARY, 


D R. 


II chat ſome genius, whoſe poetic vein 
Like Montagne's could a jutt piece ſuſtain, 
Vorld ſezrch the Grecian and the Latin tore, 
And thenee preſcnt thee with the pureſt ore: 
In laſting numbers praiſe thy whole deſign, 
And manly beauty of each nervous line : 
Show how your pointed ſatire's ſterling wit, 
Does only knaves or formal blockheads Lit ; 
Who're gravely dull, infipid!y ſerenc, 
And carry all their wiſdom in their mien; 
Whom thus expos'd, thus ſtripp'd of their diſ- 
uiſe, 

None wal again admire, mot will deſpiſe! 
Shew in what noble verſe Naſſau you ſing, 
How ſuch a poct's worthy ſuch a king ! 
When Somers' charming eloquence you praiſc, 
How loftily your tuncful voice you raiſc ! 
But my poor feeble muſe is as unfit 
To praiſe, as imitate what you have writ. 
Artiſts alone ſhould venture to commend 
What Dennis can't condemn, nor Dryden mend: 
Vhat muſt, writ with that fire and with that caſe, 
The beaux, the ladies, and the critics, pleaſe. 


C. Bovrr. 


— 


To 


' Critics and aged beaux of fency chaſte, 


Who ne*er had fire, or elſe whoſe fire is paſt, 


| Meſt judge ty rules what they want force to 
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taſte. 
I would a poer, like a miſtreſs. try, 
Not by her hair, her hand, her. noſe, her eye; 
But by ſome nameleſs power, to give me joy. 
The nymph has Graften's, Cecil's, Churchill 
charms, 
If with reſiſtleſs fires my ſoul ſhe warms, 
With ba!m upon her lips, and raptures in her 
arms. 
Such is thy genius, and ſuch art is thine, 
Some ſecret magic works in every line; 
We judge not, but we feel the power divine. 
Where all is juſt, is beauteovs, and is fair, 


þ 
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 DiſtinRions vaniſh of peculiar air. 
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MY FRIEND THE AUTHOR, | 


7 


DESIRING MY OPINION OF H1S POEM. 


4 me not, friend, what I approve or 
blame ; 

Perhaps I know not why 1 like, or damn; 

I can be pleas'd; and 1 dare own 1 am. 

I read thee over with a lover's eye ; 

Thou haſt no faults, or I no faults can ſpy ; 

Thou art all beauty, vr all blindneſs I, 


VOL. IV. 


+ Loſt in our pleaſure, we enjoy in you 


Lucretius, Horace, Sheffield, Montague. 

And yet tis thought, ſome critics in this town, 

By rules to all, but to themſelves, unknown, 7 

Will damn thy verſe, and juſtify their own. 

Why let them damn: were it not wondrous hard 

Facetious Mirmil “ and the City Bard, 

So near ally'd in learning, wit, and ſkill, 

Should not have leave to judge, as well as kill? 

Nay, let them write; let them their forces join, 

And hope the mdtley picce may rival thine. 

Safely deſpiſe their malice, and their toil, 

Which vulgar ears alone will rcack, and will defile, 

Be it thy generous pride to pleaſe the beſt, 

Whoſe judgment, and whoſe friendſtip, is a teſt, 

With learned Hans thy healing cares be join'd ; 

Search thoughtful Ratcliffe to his inmoſt mind; 

Unite, reſtore your arts, and ſave mankind : 

Whilſt all the buſy Mirmils of the town 

Envy our health, and pine away their own. 

Whene'er thou would'ſt a tempting Muſe engage, 

Judicious Walſh can beſt direct her rage. 

To Somers and to Dorſet too ſubmit, 

And let their tamp immortalize thy wit. 

Conſenting Phe:bus bows, if they approve, 

And ranks thee with the forerYolt bards above. 

Whilit theſe of right the deathleſs laurel ſend, 

Be it my humble buſineſs to commend 

The ſaithful, honeſt man, and the welk-natur'd 
„ friend. 


; 


Cur. CoDEINGTON. 
Gibbons, 
B 


Dr. 


- VERSES TO DR. 


TO MY FRIEND 
—— „ KT. 
THE AUTHOR OF THE DISPENSARY. 


"5 praiſe your healing art would be in vain; 
The health you give, prevents the poet's 
pen. 
Sufficiently confirm'd is your renown, 
And I but fill the chorus of the town. 
That let me waive, and only now admire 
The dazzling rays of your poetic fire : 
Which its diffuſive virtue does diſpenſe, 
In flowing verſe, and elevated ſenſe. 
I which long has ſwallow d fooliſh 
Which every where rehearſe, 
Will mend their judgment now, refine their taſte, 
And gather up th' applauſe they threw in waſte. 
The play-houſe ſhan't falſe ſublime, 
Abortive thoughts, with decorati ; 
The ſatire of vile ſcribblers ſhall appear 
On none, except upon themſelves ſevere : 
While yours contemns the of vulgar ſpite ; 
And when you ſeem to ſmile the you bite. 


Tuo. Currx. 


| And till, whatc'er their firſt efforts 


GART II. 


TO MY FRIEND, 
UPON THE DISPENSARY. 


S when the people of the northern zone 
Find the approach of the revolving ſun, 
Pleas'd and reviv'd, they ſee the ne „- born light, 
And dread no more etcrnity of night : 

Thus we, who lately, as of ſummer's heat, 
Have felt a dearth of poctry and wit, 

Once fear'd, Apollo would return no more 
From warmer climes to an ungrateful ſhorc. 
But you, the favourite of the tuneful Ninc, 
Have made the God in his full luſtre ſhine ; 
Our night have chang'd into a glorious day ; 
And reach'd perfe&Qion in your firſt eſſay. 

So the young eagle, that his force would try, 
Faces the ſun, and towers it to the ſky. 

Others proceed to art by ſlow degrees, 
Aukward at firſt, at length they faintly pleaſe ; 

* 
"Tis an abortive, or an infant Muſe : 
Whilſt yours, luke Pallas, from the head of Jove, 
Steps out full-grown, with nobleſt pace to move. 
What ancient poets to their ſubjects owe, 

Is here inverted, and this owes to you : 

You found it little, but have made it great, 
They could deſcribe, but you alone create. 

Now let your Muſe riſe with expanded wings, 
To ſing the fate of empires and of kings ; 
Great William's victories ſhe Il next 
And raiſe a trophy of immortal verſe : 
Thus to your art proportion the defign, 
And mighty things with mighty numbers join, 


* 


A ſecond Namur, or a future Boyne. 


It. Brovxrt. 


—— . CA. 


THE 


ENGLISH POETS. 


THE 


POEMS OF SAMUEL GARTH. 


THE 


O-23:97H:M-9 ART. 


CANnTOI9 1. 
PEAK, Goddeſs! ſince *tis thou that beſt 
k canſt tell, 


How ancient leagues to modern diſcord fell; 
And why Phyſicians were ſo cautious grown 
Of others” lives, and laviſh of their own ; 

How by a journey to th' Elyſian plai 

Peace triumph'd, and old Time return'd again. 

Not far from that moſt celebrated place, 
Where angry * Juſtice ſhews her awful face; 
Vhere little villains muſt ſubmit to fate, , 
That great ones may enjoy the world in ſtate ; 10 
There ſtands a + dome, majeſtic to the ſight, 
And ſumptuous arches bear its oval height ; 
A golden globe, plac'd high with artſul ſxill, 
Seems, to the diſtant ſight, a gilded pill: 
This pile was, by the pious patron's aim, 
Rais'd for a uſe as noble as its frame; 

Nor did the learn'd ſociety decline 

The propagation of that great deſign ; 

In all her mazes, Nature's face they view'd, 
And, as ſhe diſappear'd, their ſcarch purſucd. 20 
Wrapt in the ſhade of night the Goddeſs lies, 

Yet to the learn'd unveils her dark diſguiſe, : 
But ſhuns the grcſs acceſs of vulgar eyes. 

Now ſhe unfolds the ſalnt and dawning ſtrife 
Of infant atoms kindling into life ; 25 
How ductile matter new meanders takes, 

And flender trains of twiſting fibres makes; 


5 


15 


VARIAT1ON $. 
Ver. 19. they ſtill purſucd. 
hey find her dubious now, and then as plain, 
Here ſhe's too {paring ; there profuſcly vain. 


* Old Bailey, 


+ College of PhyC.cians: 


| 


And how the viſcous ſecks a cloſer tone, 
By juſt degrees to harden into bone; 
While the more looſe flow from the vita! urn, 30 
And in full tides of purple ſtreams return; 
How lambent flames ſrom life's bright lamps 
ariſe, 
And dart in emanations the eyes; 
How from each fluice a gentle torrent pours, 
To lake a feveriſh heat with ambient ſhowers; 35 
Whence their mechanic powers the ſpirits claim; 
How great their force, how delicate their frame ; 
How the ſame nerves are faſhion'd to ſuſtain 
The greateſt pleaſure and the | pray pain; 
Why bilious juice a golden light puts on, 


49 
And floods of chyle in filver currents run; 

How the dim ſpeck of entity be 

T' extend its recent form, and to man; 


To how minute an origin we owe 

Young Ammon, Cæſar, and the great Naſſau ; 45 

Why paler looks 1mpetuous rage proclaim, 

And why chill virgins redden into flame ; 

Why envy oft' transforms with wan diſguiſe, 

And why gay mirth fits ſmiling in the eyes; 

All ice why Lucrece ; or Sempronia, fire; $9 

Why Scarſdale rages to ſurvive deſire ; 

When Milo's vigour at th' Olympick's ſhown, 

When tropes to Finch, or impudence to Sloane; 

How matter, by the vary'd ſhape of pores, 

Or ideots frames, or ſolemn ſenators. 55 
Hence 'tis we wait the wondrous cauſe to ſin d, 

How body ads upon impaſſive mind; 

How fumes of wine the thinking part can fire, 

Paſt hopes revive, and preſent joys inſpire ; 

Why our complexions oft' our ſoul declare, 

And how the paſſions in the ſeature are; 

How touch and harmony ariſe between 

Corporcal figure, and a form unſcen ; 


* 


60 


VARIATIONS. 
Ve: «3 Why Atticus polite, Brutus ſevere. 
n Mcthvwin muddy Montague why 
e. . 


3 2 


And my diviuity's ader'd in Spain. 124 
# * 
* The building of che Diſpentary. 


With G<odh-au born, but curs'd, that cannot dis! 


4 


How quick their faculties the limbs fulfil, 
And act at every ſummons of the will; 
With mighty truths, myſterious to deſcry, 
Which in the womb of diſtant cauſes lie. 

But now nc grand enquiries are defcry'd, 

Mean f & ion reigns where krowledge ſhould 

preſide. 

Feuds sd, and learning laid aſide. 

Thus ſynods oft concern t5- faith conceal, 

And for important nothing new gen: 

The drœoping ſe ches negieRed pine, 

And Pzan's beams with lz ing luſtre ſhine, 

No reader herd with hectic looks e found, 75 

Nor cyes in rheum, through midnighi-watching, 

drown'd; 

The lonciy ediſee in ſweuts complains 

That rotltung there but ſullen ſilence reigns. 
This place. + fit for undiſturb'd repoſe, 

"The God of Sluth for kis aſylum choſe ; 

Upon a couch of down in theſe abodes, 

Supine with folded arms he thoughtleſs nods ; 

Indulging dreams his Godhead lull to eaſe, 

With murmurs of ſoft rills, and whiſpering trees : 

The poppy and each numbing plant diſpenie 85 

Their drowzy virtue, and dull indolence; 

No pzons interrupt his eaſy reign, 

No problems puzzle his lethargic brain ; 

But dark oblivion guards his peaccſul bed, 

And lazy fogs hang lingering o'er his h-ad. go 

As at full length the pamper'd monarch lay, 
Battening in eaſe, and lumbering life away; 

A ſpiteful noiſe his downy chains unties, 
Haſtes forward, and increaſes as it flies. 

Firſt, ſome to cleave the ſtubborn * flint engage, 
Till, urg'd by blows, it ſparkles into rage: 96 
Some temper lute, ſome ſpacious veſle!s move; 
Theſc furnaces eredt, and thoſe approve ; 
Here ph:als in nice diſcipline are ſer, 
There gallipots are rang'd in alphabet. 
In this placc, magazines of pills you ſpy ; 
In that, like forage, herbs in bundles lia; 
While lifcc1 peſtles, brandiſu d in the air, 

ſcend in pcals, and civil wars declare. 
Loud frrokes, with pounding ſpice, the fabric rend, 
And aromatic clouds in ſpires aſcend 106 

So when the Cyclops cer their anvils ſweat, 
And ſwelling ſinews echoing blows repeat; 

From the yolcanos groſs eruptions rite, | 
And curling ſheets of ſmolc obſcure the flci-s. 110 

The flumbcring God, amaz'd at this aw dia, 
Thrice ftrove to riſe, and thrice ſunk down again. 
Liſftleſs une i'd, and gaping runb'd his eyes, 
Ihen falt us betwirt haif words and hahe: 

How iin nt a deity am 1! 7: 


65 


717 


120 


Through my inaulgence, mortals bourly iharc | 
A grateful negligence, and caſe from care. 
Lull'd in my arms, how long have 1 vi 1:14 | 
The northern r.onarchs from the duſty feld! 120 
How 1 have kept the Britiſh flect at caic, | 
From tempting, the rcugh dangers of the ſees ! 
Hibernia ov-rs the milinets of my reign, 


G ART Hs 


| 


t 


POEMS, 


I ſwains to ſylvan ſolitudes convey, 
Where, ſtretch'd on moſſy beds, they waſte war 
in gentle joys the night, in vows the day. 
What marks of wondrous cl-mency I've ſhown, 
Some reverend worthics of the gown can own ! 
Triumphant plenty, with a cheerful grace, 139 
Paſks in their eyes, and ſparkles in their face. 
How Meek their looks, how goodly is their mien, 
When big they firut behind a double chin! 
Each faculty in blandiſkmer:ts they lull, 
uu to he venerably dull; 135 
No learn'd dchates moleſt their doweny trance, 
Or diſcompoſ- their pompors ignorance; 
But, undihurb'd, they Joiter life away, 
So wither green, and bloſſom in decay; 
Deep 1unk in down, they, by my gentle care, 
Avoid th' inclemencies of morniag air, 
And leave to tatter'd “ crape the drudgery of 
rayer. 
Urim + was civil, and not void of ſcnſc, 
Had humour, and a courteous confidence : 
a ſpruce he moves, ſo gracefully he cocks, 145 
The hallow'd roſe declares him orthodox : 
He paſs'd his caſy hours, inſtead of prayer, 
In madrigals, and phi!lyi:ng the fair; 
Conſtant at feaſts, and cach decorum knew, 
And, ſoon as the deflert appear d. withdrew ; 190 
Always obligirg, and v.ithout offence, 
And ſancy'd, for his gay impertinence. 
But ſce how ill-miſtaken parts ſucceed ; 
He threw off my dominion, and would read; 
Ergag'd in controverſy, wrangled well; 155 
In convocation language could excel; 
In volumes prov'd the church without defence, 
Ey nothing guzrded but by Providence; 
How grace and moderation diſagree; 
And vidlence advances charity. 169 
I hus writtill none would rcad, becoming ſocn 
A wretched ſcribbler, „f a rare buſſoon. 
Iiarkind my fond pt opiti-us power has try'd, 
Too oft' to own, teo much to be deny'd. 
And all I aſk are ſhades and filent bowers, 
To poſs in ſoft ſorgetſulneſs my hours, 
Oft' have my ſears fome diſtant villa choſe, 
Oer their grid where fot judges doſe, : 
Aud lull their couph and couſ-tence to repoſe : 
Or, if ſeme cloiſter's refuge I implore, 170 
Where holy drones ober dying topers more, 


129 


105 


VARIATION 5, 
Ver. 159. 
Sometime* araong the Caſni:n cliffs I creep, 
Wher:s fſcl:tary bats and ſwallows fleep; 
Cr, if ſome cioſter's reiuge 1 implore, 
V are holy drones o'er dying tapers ſnore, 
Sti Naſlau's arms à ſoft repoſe deny. 
Kerp me awalle, and follow where I fly. 
Lincc he has bleſs'd the weary world vitl, 
ace, 
id with a nod has did Pellona ceaſe ; 
I ſought the covert M joe peaceful cell, 
Where ſelent ſuades in harmleG raprures dwell; 
T hat reſt might palt tranquillity refiorc, 
And mortal never interrupt rac more. 


> See Dailtau - J. rin. + Dr. A:terdury. 


CARTS 


Ire p2i's vi * Neſſau's arms theſe eyes uncloſe, 
Mine he moleſts, to give the world repoſe. 
"That caſe 1 oz with contempt he flies, 
His :ouch a trench, his canopy the ſkies. 
1.or climes nor ſcaſons his reſolves control, 
Th' equator as no heat, no ice the pole. 
Vith arms reſiſtleſs o'er the globe he flies, 
And leaves to Jove the empire of the ſcies. 
But, as the flothful God to yawn begun, 180 


175 


He ſhook off the dull miſt, and thus went on: 
"T'was in this reverend dome I ſought repoſe, 
Theſe walls were that aiylvm I had choſe. 
H-rc have I rul'd long undiſturb'd with broils. 
And laugh d at heroes, and their glorious toils. 185 
My anzals are in mouldy mildews wrought, 
Wird eaſy infignificance of thought. 
But now ſome buſy, enterprizing brain 
In vcuts new ſancics to renew my pain, 
And lebours to diſfolve my eaſy reign. 

Wirhthat, the God his darling Phantom cal!s,191 
And from his faltcring lips this meſſage falls: 

Since mortals will diſpute my power, T'll try 
ho has the greateſt empire, they or 1. 
Find Envy out, ſome prince's court attend, 195 
Moſt likely there vou Il meet the ſamiſh'd fiend ; 
Or where dull critics authors ſate foretell; 
Ir where ſtale maids, or meagre cunuchs, dwell; 
Tell the bleak fury what new projects rain 
Among the homicides of Warwick-lan* ; 200 
And what th' event, unleſs ſhe ſtrait incliaes 
To blaſt their hopes, and bafile their deſigus. 
More he had ſpoke, but ſuddcn vapours riſc, 
And with their ſilken cords tie down his cyes. 


TUE 
DISPENSARY. 
CANTO Il. 


8 as tlie evenirg veil'dthe mountains Leads, 
And wind: lay Luſh'd in ſubterranean beds; 
Whit? hckeaing flowers drink up the filver de, 
Aud travx for ſome aſſembly dreſs anew; 

ihe city ſaints to prayers and play-hauſe haſte; 5 | 
"The rich to dinner, and the poor to reſt: 

THY oficions phautom then prepar d with care 
To fide on tender pinions through the vir. 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 123. 
Noupht imderneau this roo! bat dataps art 
feund, 
* ol t 22 " . . 8 b 
-\Cugit heard but drowif by: tzsbarzlng round, 
: pread cobwebs kide the wail, and duſt the 
floors, 
4-66 SUP" : 
Ard midnight il:ncr guards he :0itelefs doors. 
. 1 96, 
Or ia cavals, or camps, or at t22 ber, 
Or where ill ports pennyl2fe counter, 
Or in the ſcnete-houle at Welkminler, 


Seer Baica:'s Lucrin, . | 


TO EMS. 5 

Oft he attempts the ſummit of a rock, 

And oft' the hollow or ſome blaſted oak; 

At length approaching where bleak Envy lay; 

The hiffing of her ſnakes pro:laim'd the way. 
Reneaih the gloomy covert of an yew, 


10 


That teints the graſs with ſickly ſweats of dew ; 


No verdant beauty entertains the ſiglit, 

But baneful hemlock, and cold aconice x 

In a dark grot the baleful heggard lay, 

Breathing black vengeance, and infecting day. 

But bow deſorm'd, and worn with ſpiteſul woes, 

When Accius has applanſe, Dorſennus ſhews. 20 

Ihe che- rful blood ker meagre checks forſook, 

And baliliſks fate brooding in her look; 

A bald and bloated toad-ſtool rais'd her head; 

The plumes of boding 1avers were her bed: 

From her chapp'd noſtrils ſcalding torrents fall, 25 

And her ſunk eyes boil o'cr in floods of gall. 

Vol-ancs labour thus with inward pains, 

While ſeas of mclted orc lay waſte the plains, 
round the fiend in hideous order fate 

Foul bawling Infemy, and bold Debate; 

Gruff Diſcontent, through ignorance miſled, 

And clamorous Faction at her party's head; 

Reſtleſs dedition ſtill diſſembling fear, 

And Ty Hypozrily with pious leer. 

Glouting with ſadden ſpite the ſury ſhook 
Her clotted locks, and blaſted with each look; 
Ihen tore with canker'd tecth the pregnant ſcrolls, 
Where Fame the acts of demi-gods enrols ; 

And as the rent-records in pieces fell, 
Each ſcrap Cid ſome immortal action tell. 40 

Lis frow'd, how £x'd as fate 'Torquatus ſtood, 
That, the ſar.'d paſſage of the Granic flood; 
The Julian eagles, Eere, their wings diſplay, 
And th-re, like ſetting ſtars, the Decii lay; 
This docs Camilius as a God extol, 

That points at Manlius in the capitol ; 

How C515 did the Tiber's ſurges brave, 

How Currius plung'd into the gaping grave. 

Great Cyrus, here, the Medes and Perſians join, 

Ard, there, th' immortal battle of the Boyne. 50 
Ax the light meſſenger the fury ſpy d. 


15 


30 


45 


Awhile his curdling blood forgot to glide : 


Coniulicn on his fainting vitals hung, 
And faltering accents flutter'd on his tongue: 
At length, aduming courage, he convey'd <5 
His erzand, then he ſhrunk into a ſhade. 

The Hag lay long revolving what might be 
The bleſt event of ſuch an embaſly : 
Then dlagcus in dread ſmiles her hideons form; 
So ligktnivg gills the unrelenting ſtorm. 60 


VARIATIONS. 


Ver. 68. 


Ihen the : Alas! how long in vain have I 
Aim'd at theſe noble ills the fates deny? 
Within this ile for ever muſt | find 
Pifehers tc diſtract my reſtleſs mind? 
Good Tenifon's celeſtial piety 

At la bas rais'd him to the ſacred ſe. 
Somers docs ſickening equity reſtor?, 
Angi fs erphaas arc oppreſs'd no more 


6 GARTH'S POEM Ss. 


Thus ſhe—Mankind are bleſt, they riot ill 
Unbounded in cxcrbitance of ill. 

By devaſtation the rough warrior gains, 

And farmers fatten moſt when famine reigns ; 
For ſickly ſeaſons the phyſicians wait, 65 
And politicians thrive in broils of ſtate ; 

The lover's eaſy when the fair-one ſighs, 

And Gods fubſiſt ot but by ſacrifice. 

Each other being ſome indulgence knows : 
New are my joys, but infinite my woes. 70 
My preſent pain Britannia's genius wills, 

And thus the fates record my ſuture ills. 
A hcroine ſhall Albion's ſceptre bear, 
With arms ſhall vanquiſh earth, and heaven with 


cr. 
She on He wart her clemency ſhall ſhower, 75 
And only to preſerve exert her power. 
Tyrants ſhall then their impious aims forbear, 
And Blenheim's thunder mdre than Ætna's ſear. 
Since by no arts I therefore can defeat 
The happy enterprizes of the great, 80 
I'll calmly ſtoop to more inferior things, 
And try if my lov'd ſnakes have tecth or ſtings. 
She ſaid; and ſtraight ſhrill Colon's * perſon 


took, 

In morals looſe, but moſt preciſe in look. 
Black-friars annals lately pleas' d to call 85 
Him warden of ies-hall ; 
And, when fo dignify'd, did not forbear 
That operation which the learn'd declare 
Gives colics caſe, and makes the ladies fair. 
In trifling ſhow his tinſel talent lies; yo 
And ſerm the want of intellecis fupplics. 
lu aſpect grand and goodly he appears, 

Rever'd as patriarchs in primzval years. 
Hourly his learn'd impertinence affords 
A barren ſuperfluity of words; 95 
The patient's cars remorſcleſs he aſſails, 
Murders with jargon where his medicine fails. 

The Fury thus aſſuminy Colon's grace, 
So Aung her arms, fo ſhufil'd in her pace. 


V\RkIATIONS, (Ver. 60.) CONTINUED. 


Pembroke to Britain endleſs bleſſings brings. 

He ſpoke ; and Peace clapp'd her triumphant 
win 

Great Ormond ſhines illuſtriouſly bright 

With blazes of hereditary right, 

Ihe noble ardour of a royal fire 

Inſpires the gencrous breaſt of De vonſhire. 

Aud Macclesfield is active to defend 

His country with the zeal he loves his friend. 

Like Leda's radiant ſons di vinely clear, 

Portland and Jerſey deck'd in rays appear, 

To gild by turns the Gallic hemiſphere. 

Worth in diſtreſs is rais d by Montague ; 

Anguitus lifters if Macenas ſuc ; 

And Vernon's vigilance no lumber takes, 

Whilſt faction peeps abroad, and anarchy 
awakcs. 

Ver. 95- 
In haſte he ſtrides along, to rec myenſe 
1 wait of bukiaci> with its vain pretence. 


Lee, an 2; otheary. 


Onward ſhe haſtens to tle fam'd abode:, 1% 
Where Horoſcope 4 invckes th* infernal gods; 
And reach'd the manſion where the vulgar run, 
For ruin throng, and pay »o be undone. 
This viſionary various projects tries, 
And knows that to be rich is to be wiſe. 125 
By uſeful obſcrvations he can tell 
The ſacred charms that in true ſlerling dwell ; 
How gold makes a patrician of a flave, 
A dwarf an Atlas, a Therſites brave. 
It cancels all defects, and in their place 110 
Finds ſenſe in Brownlow, charms in Lady Grace; 
It guides the fancy and directs the mird ; 
No bankrupt ever found a fair-one kind. 
So truly Horoſcope its virtues knows, 
To this lov'd idol tis, alone, he bows ; 115 
And fancies ſuch bright heraldry can prove, 
The vile Plebeian but the third from Jove. 
Long has he been of that amphibious ſry, 
Bold to preſcribe, and buſy to apply. 
His ſhop the gazing vulgar's eyes employs 120 
With ſoreign trinkets, and domeſtic toys. 
Here mummies lay moſt reverendly ſtalc ; 
And there the tortoiſe hung her coat of mail ; 
Not far from ſome huge Shark's devouring head 
The flying fiſh their finny pinions ſpread; 125 
Aloft in rows large . — were ſtrung, 
And near, a ſcaly alligator hung; 
In this place, drugs in muſty heaps decay'd ; 
In that, dry d bladders and drawn teeth were laid. 


An inner room receives the numerous ſhozls 139 


Of ſuch as pay to be reputed fools. 
Globes ſtand by globes, volumes on volumes lie, 
And planetary ſchemes amuſe the eye. 
The ſage, in velvet chair, r s at eaſe, 
To promiſe future health for pre.cut ices; 135 
Then, as from tripod, ſolemn ſhame reveals, 
And what the ſtars know nothing of, foretels. 
One uſks how ſoon Panthea may be won, 
And longs to feel the marriage-fetters on: 
Others, conviac'd by miclancholy proof, 140 
Enquire when courtcovs ſates will ſtrike them off. 
Some by what means they may redreſs their wrong. 
When fathers the poſicſhen keep too long. 
And ſome would know the iſſue of their c:viſc, 
And whether gcld can folder vp its flaws. 145 
Poor pregnant Lais his advice would have, 
To loſe by art what ſruitful Nature gave; 
And Portia, cld in expeQtation grown, 
Laments her barren curſe, and begs a ſon : 
Whilfl Iris his coſmetic waſh would try, 159 
To make her blecm revive, and lovers die. 
Some aſk for charms, and others philtres chooſe, 
To gain Corinna, and their quartans loſe. 
Young Hylas, botch'd with ſtains ton foul to name, 
In cradle here renews his youthful frame: 155 
Cloy'd with defire, and ſurſcited with charms, 
A hot-houſe he prefers to Julia's arms. 
And old Lucullus would th' arcanum prove, 
Of kindling in cold veins the ſparks of love. 
Bleak Envy theſe dull frauds with plcaſure ſe s, 
And wonders at the feuſcleſs mylteries. 151 
In Co'on's voice ſhe thus calls cut aloud 
5 1! roſrope envir. n'd by the croug ; 


+ Dr. Baraard. 
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CARTH'SsS POEMS. 


Forbear, forbear, thy vain amuſements ceaſe, 
I hy woodcocksfrom their gins awhile releaſe; 165 
And to that dire misfortune liſten well, 
Which thou ſhould'ſt fear to know, or I to tell. 
is true, thou ever waſt eſteem'd by me 
The great Alcides of our company. 
When we with noble ſcorn reſolv d to caſe 
Ourſelves from all parochial offices; 
And to our wealthier patients left the care 
And draggled dignity of ſcavenger ; 
Such zeal in that affair thou didſt expreſs, 
Nought could be equal, but the great ſucceſs. 173 
Now call to mind thy generous proweſs paſt, 
Be what thou ſhould'ſt by thinking what thou 

waſt: 


The faculty of Warwick lane deſign, 
If not to ſtorm, at leaſt to undermine. 
Their gates cach day ten thouſand night-caps 


170 


croud, 
And mortars utter their attempts aloud. 
If they ſhould once unmaſk our myſtery, 
Zach nurſe, ere long, would be as learn'd as we; 
Our art expos d to every vulgar eye; 
And none in complaiſance to us, would die. 185 
What if we claim their right t' aſſaſſinate, 
Muſt they needs turn apothecaries ſtraight ? 
Prevent it, Gods! all we try, 
To croud with new inhabitants your ſky. 
"Tis we who wait the Deſtinies command, 190 
To purge the troubled air, and weed the land. 
And dare the college inſolently aim 
To equal our fraternity in fame? 
Then let crabs- eyes with | for virtue try, 
Or Highgate-hill with loky Pindus vie; 195 
So glow- Worms may compare with Titan's beams, 
And Hare-court pump with Aganippe's ſtreams. 
Our manufaQures now they meanly ſell, 
And their true value treacherouſly tell; 
Nay, they diſcover too, their ſpite is ſuch, 200 
mn more valued, coſts not 
much; 
Whilſt we muſt ſteer our conduct by theſe rules, 
'To cheat as tradeſmen, or to ſtarve as fools. 

At this fam'd Horoſcope turu'd pale, and ſtraight 
In ſilence tumbled from his chair of ſtate: 20g 
The croud in great confuſion ſought the door, 
And left the Magus fainting on the floor ; 
Whilſt in his breaſt the fury breath'd a ſtorm, 
Then ſought her cell, and re- aſſum'd her form. 
Thus from the ſore although the inſect flies, 210 
It leaves a brood of maggots in diſguiſe. 

Officious Squirt “ in haſte forſook his ſhop, 
To ſuccour the expiring Horoſcope. 

Oft he eſſay d the Magus to reſtore, 

By ſalt of Succinum's prevailing power; 
Yet ſtill ſupine the ſolid lumber lay, 

An i of ſcarce-animated clay ; 

Till Fates, indulgent when diſaſters call, 
By Squirt's nice apply'd a urinal. 


| 
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VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 202. 
Whilſt we, at our expenſe, muſt perſevere, 
And for aucthcr world, be ruin'd here. 


Dr. Barnard's man. 


* 


7 
The wight no ſooner did the ſtream receive, 220 
But rouz'd, and bleſs'd the ſtale reſtorative. 
The ſprings of life their former vigour feel ; 
Such zeal he had for that vile utenſil. 
So when the great Pelides 'TEetis ſound, 
He knew the ſea-weed ſcent, and th' azure Goddeſs 
own'd. 225 


THE 


DI SPENSARLEY. 


CANTO Il 


Att night the ſage in penſive tumults lay, 

Complaining of the flow approach of day; 

Oft' turn'd him round, and ſtrove to think ne 
more 8 


Of what ſhrill Colon ſaid the day before, 

Cowſlips and poppies o'er his eyes he ſpread, g 

And Salmon's works he laid beneath his head, 

But thoſe bleſs'd opiates ſtill in vain he tries, 

Sleep's gentle image his embraces flics : 

Tumultuous cares lay rolling in his breaſt, 

And thus his anxious thoughts the ſage expreſt. 10 
Oft* has this planet roll'd around the ſun, 

Since to conſult the fries I firſt begun: 

Such my applauſe, ſo mighty my ſucceſs, 

Some granted my predictions more than gueſs. 

But, doubtful as I am, I'll entertain Is 

This faith, there can be no miſtake in gain. 

For the dull world muſt honour pay to thoſe, 

Who on their underſtanding moſt impoſe. 

Firſt man creates, and then he fears tac elf; 

Thus others cheat him not, but he himſelf; 20 

He loaths the ſubſtance, and he loves the ſhow ; 

You'll ne' er convince a fool, himſelf is ſo : 

He hates realities, and hugs the cheat, 

And ſtill the only pleafure's the deceit. 

So meteors flatter with a dazzling dye, 

Which no exiſtence has, but in the eye. 

As diſtant proſpects pleaſe us, but when near 

We find but deſert rocks and flecting air ; 

From ſtratagem to ſtratagem we run, 

And he knows moſ, who lateſt is undone. 
Mankind one day ſerene and free appezr ; 
The next, they're cloudy, ſullen, and ſevere : 

New paſſions new opinions ſtill excite ; 
And what they like at noon they leave at night. 
gain with labour what they quit with caſe; 35 
And health, for want of change, becomes diſeaſe. 
Religion's bright authority they dare, 
And yet are flaves to ſuperſtitious fear. 
They counſel others, but themſelves deccive ; 
And though they're cozen d ſtill, they ſtill be- 
lieve. 40 
So falſe their cenſure, fickle their eſteem, 
This hour they worſhip, and the next blaſpheme. 
Shall I then, who with penetrating fight 
Inſpect the ſprings that guide each appetite ; 
Who with unfathom'd ſcarches hourly pierce 45 
The dark reccfics of the univeric; 
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3 GARTH'S 


Be aw'd, it puny emmets would oppreſs ; 
Or fear their fury, or their name careſs ? 
If all the fiends that in low darkneſs reign 
Be not tte ſictions of a fckly brain, 
That proſpect, the Diſpenſary they call, 
Before the moon can blunt her horns, fha'l fall. 

With that, a glance from mild Aurora's eyes 
Ehoots through the cry al kingdoms of the ſkies. 
1 he ſavage kind in foreſts ccaſe to roam, 55 
And ſots, o ercharg'd, with nauſeous loads, reel 

home; 
Drums, trumpets, haut boys, wake the ſlurabering 
pair, 
Whilſt bridegrocm ſighs, and tl. ink stbe bride 
lefs fair ; 
Light's chearful fmiles o'er th' azure waſte are 
ſpread; 
And Miſs from inrs cf couxts bults out unpaid; 60 
The Sage, tranſported at th' approackiung heur, 
Imperiouſly thrice thunder'd en the floor; 
Offticious Squirt that moment had acceſs, 
His truſt was great, his vigilance no lcſs, 
To him thus Horoſcope : 

My kind compaſſion in this dire affir, 
Which is more light, fince you aſſume a ſhare ; 
Fly with what haſte you us'd to do of old, 
When clyſter was in danger to be cold ; 
With expedition on the bradle call, 

To ſummon all the company to the hall. 

Away the friendly coadjutor flies, 

Swift as from phi:l ſteams of harts-horn riſe. 
The Magus in the interim · mumbles o'er 
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70 


Vile terms of art to ſome infernal power, 
And draws myſterious circles on the floor. 
But from the gloomy vault no glaring ſpright 
Aſcends, to blaſt the tender bloom of light. 
No myſtic ſounds from hell's deteſted womb 
In duſky exhalation's come. 
And now to raiſe an altar he decrees, 
To that devouring hafpy call d Diſeaſe: 
Then flowers in caniſters he hates to bring, 
The wither' d product of a blighted ſprir g; 
Wich cold ſolanum frem the Pontic ſhore, 
The roots of mandrake and bl ck he llebort; 
The griper ſenna, and the puker rue, 
The ſweetener ſuſſafras, are added too; 
And on the ſtructure next he heaps a load 
Of ſulphur, inc, and maſtic wood; yo 
Gums, foffils too, the pyramids increas'd ; 
A mummy next, once monarch of the caſt ; | 
Then from the compter he takes down the file, 
And with preſcriptions lights the ſolemn pile. 
Feebly the flames on clumfy wings afpire, 95 
And ſmothering fogs of ſmoke benight the fire. 
With ſorrow he beheld the fad portent, | 
Then to the hag theſe oriſons he ſent : 
Diſeaſe ! thou ever moſt propitious power, 
Whoſe kind indulgence we diſcern each hour! 1c0 
Thou well canſt boaſt thy numcrous pedigree, 


Pegot by floth, maintain d by luxury. 


VARIATIONS. 


80 


8 


Ver. 10x. s 
"Thou that would'ſt lay whole ſtates and regicr s 
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waſte, 
Sconer than we thy cormorants ould faſt. 


POEMS. 


In gilded palaces thy proweſs reigns. 
But flies the humble ſheds of cottage iwains. 
To you ſuch might and energy belong 103 
You nip the blooming, and unnerve the ſtromg. 
The purple conqueror in chains you bind, 
And are to us your vaſſals only kind. 
If, in return, all diligence we pay 
To fix your empire, and confirm your ſway, 31> 
Far as the weekly-bills can reach around, 
From Kent-ſtrect end, to fam d St. Giles's Pound; 
Behold this poor libation with a ſmile, 
And let auſpicious light break through the pile. 
H- ſpoke ; and on the ryramid he laid 113 
Bay-lcaves and vipers-hearts, and thus he ſaid : 
As theſe conſume in this myſterious fire, 
So let the curs d Diſpenſacy expire! 
And as thoſe crackle in the flames, and die, 
So let its ve dels burſt, and glaſſes fly ! 
But a fniſter cricket ſtraight was heard ; 


120 


| The altar fell, the offering diſappear'd. 


As the fara'd wight the omen did repret, 
Squirt brought the news the company was mice. 
Nigh whers Fleet-ditch deſcends in ſabl- 
Nreams, 
To wath his ſooty Naiads in the Thames; 
There ſtands a ſtructure on a rifing hill, 
Vhere Tyros take their freedom out to kill. 
Some pictures in theſe dreadful ſhambles tell, 
How, by the Delian god, the Python fell; 155 
And how Medea did the philtre brew, 
That could in ZEſon's veins young force renew ; 
How mournful Myrrha for her crimes appcars, 
And heals hyſteric matrons ſtill with tears ; 
How Mentha and Althea, nymphs no more, 133 
Revive in ſacred plants, and health reſtore ; 
How ſanguine ſwains their amorous hours repent, 
When pleaſurc's paſt, and pains are permanent; 
And how frail nymphs oft“, by abortion, aim 
To loſe a ſubſtance, to preſerve a name. 140 
Soon as ach member in Eis rank was 1 lac'd, 
The aſſembly Diaſenna thus addreſs'd: 
My kind conſederates, if my poor intent, 
As *t:s ſincere, has been but prevalent, 
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+ We here had met on ſume more ſafe defign, 145 


And on no other bufincſs but to dine; 

Ihe Faculty had fill maintain'd their ſgay, 

And intereſt then had bid us but obey ; 

This only emulation we had known, 

M ho beſt could fill his purſe, and thin the town. iso 

But now from gathering clouds deſtruction pours, 

Which ruins wich mad rage our halcyon hours: 

M iſts from black jeulouſics the tempeſt form, 

Whilſt late diviſions reinforce the ſtorm. 

Know, when theſe feuds, like thoſe at law, were 
it, 

The 2 > will be loſers at the laſt. 136 

Like heroes in ſea- fights we ſeek renown ; 

To fire ſome hoſtile ſhip, we burn cur own. 


| Whoc'cr throws duſt againſt the wind, Ceſcrics 
He throws it, in eſſect, but in his eycs. 


165 
That juggler which another's flcight will ſhow, 
But teaches how the world his own may know. 
Thrice happy were thoſe golden days of old, 
When dear as burgundy, ptiſans wer? fuld ; 


* Cilitorp, an aputhkecary. 
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When patients choſe to die with better will, 16s 
Than breathe, and pay th' apothecary's bill: 
And, cheaper than for our aſſiſtance call, 
Might go to Aix or Bourbon, ſpring and fall. 
hen prieſts increas'd, and piety decay'd, 
Churchmcn the church's purity betray d. : 
heir lives aud doctrine ſlaves and atheiſts made. 
The laws were but the hireling judge's ſenſe; 1 
Juries were ſway'd by venal evidence. 
Fools were promoted to the council-board, 
Jools to the bench, and bullies to the cord. 175 
Penſions in private were the ſcaate's im; 
And patriots for a place abandon'd fame. 

But now no influencirg art remains, 
For Somers bas the ſeal, and Naſſau reigns. 
Aud we, in ſpite of our reſolves, mui bow, 180 
And ſaffer by a rcformation too. 
For now late jars our practices detect, 
And mines, when once diſtover'd, loſe eſſect. 
Diſſenſions, like ſmall ſtreams, are firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run: 185 
So lines that from their parallel decline, 
More they proceed, the more they ſtill disjoin. 
Tis theretore ray advice, in haſte we ſend, 
And beg the Faculty to be our friend; | 
Send ſwarms of patients, and our quarrels end. 
do awſul bcadles, if the vagrant treat, 191 
Straight turn familiar, and their faſces quit. 
In vain we but contend, that planet's power 
Thoſe vapours can diſperſe it rais d before. 

As he prepar d the miſchief to recite, 195 
een Colocynthus “ paus'd, and foam'd with 

ſpite. 

Sour * on his ſhining ſurface fim, 
Work up the froth, and bubble o'er the brim : 
Not beautics fret ſo much if freckles come, 
Or noſe ſhould redden in the drawing- room; 2CO 
Or lovers that miſtake th' appointed hour, 
Or in the lucky minute want the power. 

Thus he—Thou ſcandal of great Pæan's art, 
At thy approach the ſprings of nature ſtart, 
The nerves unbrace : nay, at the ſight of thee, 205 
A ſcratch turns cancer, itch a leproſy. 
Could'|t thou propoſe, that we, the friends of fates, 
Who fill churchyards, and who unpeople ſtates, 
Who baffle nature, and diſpoſe of lives, 209 
Whilſt Ruſſel q, as we pleaſe, or ſtarves or thrives, 
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VARIATIONS. 


Ver. 182. 
But now late jars our practices dete&, 
For mines, when once diſcover'd, loſe th' effect. 
Diſſenſions, like ſmall ſtreams, are firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run. 
So lines that from their el decline, 
More they advance, the more they ſtill disjoin. 
"Tis therefore my 2dvice, in haſte we ſend, 
And beg the Faculty to be our friend. 
As he revolving ſtood to ſay the reſt, 
Rough Colocynthus thus his rage expreſt. 


Dare, an apoth<cary. 
f A celebrated undertaker of funcrals. 


VOL, IV. 


POEMS. 


Should e er ſubmit to their deſpotic will, 
Who out of conſolation ſcarce oan kill ? 
The towering Alps ſhall ſooner ſink to vales, 
And leeches, in our glaſſes, ſwell to whales; 
Or Norwich trade in inſtruments of ſteel, 215 
And Birmingham in ſtuffs and drug gets deal! 
Alleys at Wapping furniſh us new nic des, 
And Monmouth-ſtreet, Verſailles with riding- 
hoods ! 

The Sick to th hundreds in pale throngs repair, 
And change the Gravel-pits for Kentiſh air! 220 
Our properties muit on our arms depend 
Lis next to conquer, bravely to defend. 
*Tis to the vulgar death too harſh appears; 
The ill we feci is only in our feare. 

To die, is landing on ſome ſilent ſhore, 
Vhere b:ilows never break, nor tempeſts roar 5 
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| Erc well we feel the friendly ſtroke, tis o'er. 


'The wiſe through thought th in ſults of death defy ; 

Ihe fools, through bleſt inſenſil.:lity. 

"Tis what the guilty fear, the pious crave; 230 

Sovght by the wretch, and vanquiſh'd by the 
brave. 

It eaſes lovers, ſcts the captive free ; 

And, though a tyrant, offers liberty. 

Sound but to artis, the foc ſhall ſoon confeſs 
Our force increaſes, as our funds grow Icfs; 235 
And what requir'd ſuch induſtry to raiſe, 

We'll ſcatter into nothing as we pleaſe. 
Thus they'll acknowledge, to annihilate 
Shews no leſs wondrous power than to create. 
We'll raiſe our numerous cohorts, and oppoſe 240 
The feeble forces of our pigmy foes ; 
Legions of quacks ſhall join us on the place, 
From great Kirleus down to doctor Caſc. 
Though ſuch vile rubbiſh ſink, yet we ſhull riſe; 
Directors ſtill ſecure the greateſt prize. 245 
Such poor ſupports ſerve only like a flay ; 
The tree once fix'd, its reſt is torn away. 
So patriots, in time of peace and caſe, 
Forget the fury of the late diſeaſe: 
On dangers paſt ſerenely think no more, 250 
And curſe the hand that heal'd the wound before. 
Arm therefore, gallant friends, 'tis honour's 
call; 
Or let us boldly fight, or bravely fall ! 

To this the ſeſſion ſeemꝰ & to give conſent, 
Much lik'd the war, but dreaded much th event. 
At length, the growing dificrence to compole, 236 


Two brothers, nam'd Aſcarides *, aroſc. 


Both had the volubility of tongue, 

In mcaning faint, but in opinion ſtrong. 

To ſpeak they both aflum'd a like pretence; 260 

The eider gain'd his juſt pre-cminence. 

hrs he: Lis true, when privilege and riglit 

Are once invaded, honour bids us fight. 

But ere we once engage in honour's cauſe, 

Firſt know what honour is, and whence it Was. 265 
Scorn'd by the baſe, tis courted by the brave, 

The hero's tyrant, and the coward's flave ; 

Born in the noiſy camp, it lives on air, 
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Angry whene'er 4 moment's caſe we gain, 270 
ind reconcil'd at our returus of pain. 
Ir lives, when in death's arms the hero lies: 
But when his ſaſcty he conſults, it dies. 
Figoted to this idol, we diſclamm 
Reft, health, aud eaſe, for nothing but a name. 275; 
Ihen let us, to the field hefore we move, 
now, if the gods our enterprize approve. 
Suppole th' unthinking Faculty unveil 
U nat we, through wiſcr conduct, would con- 
ceal ; 
t rcaſun we ſhonld quarrel with the glaſs 280 
"That ſhews the mouſtrous features of our face ? 
Or grant ſome grave pretenders have of late 
"Thought fit an innovation to create; 
5oon they 'I repent what raſhly they begun: 
though projects pleaſe, projectors are undone. 235 
All noveltics muſt this ſucccſs expect, 
When good, our envy ; and when bad, ncglect: 
if reaton could direct, cre now euch gate 
Had born ſome troph of triumphal flatc ; 
Temples had told how Greece and Belgia oe 290 
Troy and Namar to Jove and to Naſſau. 
Ihen, ſince no vencration is allow'd, 
Or to the real, or th' appearing good; 
"The project that we vainly arwrchend 
Auſt, as it blindly roſe, as vilely end. 
Nome meinbe rs of the Faculty there are, 
Vho intereſt prudently to ouths prefer. 
Gur friendſhip with feign'd airs they poorly court, 
And boaſt, their politics are our ſupport : 
Them we'll conſuit about this enterprize, 
Aud boldly execute what they adviſe. 
But from below, while ſuch refulves they took, 
nome Arum Fulnlinans the fabric ſhook. 

The champioas, Caunted at the crack, retreat, 
Regard their ſafety, and their rage forget 305 
50 when at Bathes eorth's big oftspring ſtrove 
To ſcale the fkies, and wage a war with Jove 

Soon as the aſs of old Silenus bray'd, 
The trembling rebels in confuſion fled. 
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N T far from that frequented theatre, 
Where wandering punks each night at five 
repair; 
Mhere purple emperors in buſkins tread, 
Aud rule imaginary worlds for bread ; 
here Bentley *, by old writers, wealthy grew, 8 
And Briſcoe “ lately was undone by new; 


VATLIATIONS. 


Ver. 288. 
if things of r ſe were valued, there had been 
Some workhouſe where the Monument is ſcen. 


* Two bookſellers. 


GARTH'S POEMS. 


There triumphs a phyſician of renown, 

To none, but ſuch as ruſt in health, unknowns 
None e'cr was plac'd more fitly, to impart 
His known experience, and his healing art. 
When Burgeſs deafens all the liſtening preſs 
With peals of moſt ſeraphic emptineſs ; 

Or when myſterious Freeman mounts on high, 
To preach his pariſh to a lethargy ; 

This Zſculapius waits hard by, to caſe 

The martyrs of ſuch Chriſtian crueltics. 

Long has this darling quarter of the town, 
For lewdneſs, wit, and gallantry, been known. 
All ſorts meet here, of whatſoc'er degree, 
To blend and juſtle into harmony. 

The critics each adventurous author ſcan, 
And praiſe or cenſure as they like the man. 
"The weeds of writings for the flowers they cull ; 
So nicely taſteleſs, ſo correctly dull! 
The politicians of Parnaſſus prate, 
And pocts canvaſs the affairs of ſtate ; 
The cits nc*er talk of trade and ſtock, but tell 
How Virgil writ, how bravely Turnus fell. 
The country-dames drive to Hippolito's, 
Firſt find a ſpark, and after loſe a noſe. | 
The lawyer for lac'd coat the robe does quit, 
He grows a madman, and then turns a wit. 
And in th* cloiſter penſive Strephon waits, 
Till Cloc's hackney comes, and then reticats; 34 
And if th' ungenerous nymph a ſhaft Jets fly, 

More ſatally than from a ſparkling eye, : 
| Mirmillo *, that fam'd Opifer, is nigh. 

The trading tribe oft” thither throng to dine. 

And want of elbow-room ſupply in wine. 
Cloy'd with variety, they ſurfeit there, 
Whilſt the wan patients on thin ꝑruel fare. 
"I'was here the champions of the party met, 
Of their heroic enterpriſe to treat. 
Each hero a tremendous air put on, 
And ſtern Mirmillo in th-ſe words begun: 45 

Tis with concern, my friends, I mect you here; 
No grievance you can know, but I muſt ſhare. 
"Tis plain, my intereſt you've advanc'd fo long, 
Each fee, though I was mute, would find a tongu?. 
And, in return, thongh 1 have ſtrove to rend 53 
Thoſe ſtatutes, which on oath I ſhould defend; 
Such arts are trifles to a generous mind: 

Great ſervices, as great returns ſhould find. 
And you'll perceive, this hand, when glory calls, 
Can brandiſu arms as well as urinals. 55 

Oxford and all her paſling- bells can tell, 

By this rig'r-arm what mighty numbers fell. 
Whiiſt others meanly aſk'd whole months to flay, 
| oft' diſpatch'd the patient in a day: 
With pen in hand I puſk'd to that degree, 

| ſcarce had leſt a wretch to give a fee. 
Some fell by laudenum, and ſome by ſtecl, 
And death in ambuſh lay in every pill. 

For, ſave or ſlay, this privilege we claim, 
Though credit tuffers, the reward's the ſame. 65 
What though the art of healing we pretend, 
He that deſigns it leaſt, is moſt a friend. 

| Into the right we err, and muſt confeſs 
Yo overiizhts we often owe ſucceſs. 
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"Thus Deſſus got the battle in the play; 70 
His glorious cowardice reſtor'd the day. 

So the ſam d Grecian piece ow'd its de ſert 

% chance, and not the labour d {trokgs of art. 


Phyſicians, if they're wiſe, ſhould never think 
Of any arms but ſuch as pen and ink: 75 
zut th' caemy, at their expenſe, ſhall find 
When honour calls, I'll ſcorn to ſtay behind. 
He ſaid ; aud ſcal'd the engagement with a kits, 
Which was return'd by younger Aſcaris ; 
Who thus advanc'd: Fach word, Sir, you im- 


art, 
ilas Comethng killing in it, like your art; 80 
How much we to your buundic's fricndch'p owe, 4 
Our files can ſpeak, and your preſcriptions ſhow. 
Your ink deſrends in fuch cexcolfive ſuowers, 
is plain, von can regard no health but ours. 
Wil: poor pretenders puzzle p'cr a caſe, 
You but appezr, and give the coup Je g. 
O that mar Xanthus“ banks you had but declt, 
When liium cit Achaian fury felt! 
he borued river then hd curs'd in vain 
Young leleus' arm, that chok d his flcam with 
lain; 
No trophics you had left for Greeks to raiſe ; 
Their ten years toil, you'd fiaith in ten days. 
Fate ſmiles on your attempts; and, „hen you lift, 
In vain the covards fly, or brave rclift, 
Ihen let a wrm, we need not flor luccel;; 
No lah&urs arc too hard for lierculcs. 
Our military enſigns we'll diſplay ; 
Conqueſt; porſacs, where courage leaCs the way. 
To this delign ſhrill Querpo + did agree, 
A zratous member of the faculty; 
His fire's pretended pious ſteps he treads, 
And where the Doctor fails, the Saint ſucceeds. 
A couver:ticle fleih'd his greener years, 
And his full age the righteous rancour ſhares. 
I hus boys ka:ch game-cgzs under birds of prey, 
% make the fowl mor: furious for the fray. 106 
Slow Carus next diſcover d his intent, 
With painſul pauſes muttering what he meant. 
Fiis parks of life, in ſpitc of drugs, retreat, 
So cold, that only calentures can heat. 
in his chill veins the ſluggiſh puddle lows, 
And loads with lazy fogs his fable brows. 
Legions of lunaticks about lam preſ.; 
His province is, Joſt reziou to redrets. 
So when perfumes their fragrant ſcent give o'er, 
Nonght can their edour, like a jokes, reſtore. 116 
When fur advice the vuigar throng, he's found 
th lumber of vile books heſicg'd around. 
7 hv gazing throng acknowledge their ſurprize, 
And, deat to rcaion ſtill contult their eyes. 120 
Well he perceives, the world will oficn find, 
o catch the eye is to couvince the mind. 
Thus a wak ſtate by wile diltruſt inclincs 
Fo rumors forces, and firomoth in maggzines 
45 3005 ory always mult prozuic of words, 125 
And cond: never fail of loweſt ſwords, 
AMwdon'd amor kete ur Luge mect, 
Atom the world to daft and worms retreat. 
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Hete dregs and ſCdimeit of awAions regn, 
Reſulc ut fairs, and gleanings of Duck-lanc. 130 
And vp the wails much Gothic lumber clunls, 
With Swiis pliiplopiy, and Runic rhymes. 
Hither, rerticwv'd from cocks and grocers, Core 
Med: works ent ire, and endleſs reams of Blume, 
her- would tHe long-nogle td Collins fly, 155 
If bount-ons Carus ſabuld rcſuſe to buy ? 

But cach vile ſcrthbler?s happy on this ſcore : 
He'll find fome Carus ſtill to read bim o'er. 

Ner wutt we the obſequious Umbra“ pure, 
Who ſoft hy nature, yet de: lar d for war. 14 
But when {ume rival power :tvades a right, 
Flies ſet on flies, and turtles turtles fight. 

Elie courteous Umbra to the laſt had been 
Dcmurety meck, inſipidly ference. 

With him, the preſent ſlill ſome virtues Lave; 143 
The vain re ſprightly; and the tupid, grave; 
The flothſul, negligent ; the foppiſn near ; 
The lewd are airy ; and the fy, ditcreet ; 

A Wren, au Eagle; a Baboop, a Bcaug 

Cult +, a Lycurgus; and a Phocion, Rowe f. fc 

Heroje ardovr now th' aflembly warms, 

F.ich combatant breathes rothing but alarms. 
For futvre glory whiic the icheme is laid, 
Fam'd Horoſcope thus olfers to diſſuade: 

Since of each enteryrize th evem'sunknown, Jes 
Welli guit the ſword, and hearken to the gown. 
Nigl. lives Vagellius , one reputed long 
Fun Hrrug th of lungs, and plancy oi rorgue, 
Fox fers, to any form he moulds a cauſe, 

Ie work has merits, aud the beſt has £iws. 160 
Five grincas niake a criminal to-day ; 

Ad ton to-morrow wipe the ſtain axay. 
Whatever he aftirms is undeuy'd, 

Milo's the Lecher, Clodius th Homicide ; 
Cato pernicicus, Catilinc a ſaint, 165 
Orfcrd ſuſpected, Puncomb innocent. 

Jo law then, friends, for cis by Fate decreed, 
V.gellus, and our money, ſhall ſuccecd. 

Know, when 1 firſt invok'd Diſcaſe by charms 
io prove propitious to our future arms, 170 
Ill omens did the ſacriſice attend, 

Nor would the Sybil from her grot aſcend. 

As Horotcope urg'd farther to be hcard, 
He thus was interrupted by a Bard 5: 

In vain your magic myſteries you uſe, 
Suck ſounds the Sybil's ſacred ears abuic. 
Theſe lines the pale diviuity ſhall raiſe, 

Such is the power of ſound, aud force of lays. 

« © Arms mect with arms, fauchious with ſau- 

« chions claſh, | 
« And ſparks of fire ſtruck out from armour flaſh. 
* *1 hick clouds of duſt contending warriors raiic, 
++ And hideous war o'er all the region brays. 
Some raging ran with huge Herculcan clubs, 
Some maſſy balls of braſs, ſome mighty tubs 
Of cinders berc.— 18 
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12 G ARTH's POEMS. 


« * Naked and half-burnt hills with hideous 
« wreck 


« Aſſright the ſkies, and ſry the ocean's back. 
As he went rumbling on, the Fury ſtraight 
Crawl'd in, her limbs could ſcarce ſupport her 


weight. 
A rueful rag her forehead bound, 190 
And faintly her furr'd lips theſc accents ſound : 
Mortal, how dar'ſt thou with ſuch lines addreſs 
My awful ſeat, and trouble my receſs ? 
in Eſſex marſhy hundreds is a cell, 
Where lazy ſogs and drizzling vapours dwell: 195 
Thither raw damps on drooping v ings repair, 
And ſhivering quartans ſhake the ſickly air. 
There, when fatigu'd, ſome filent hours I paſs, 
And ſubſtitute Phyſicians in my place. 
Then dare not, for the future, once rehearſe 200 
The diſſonance of ſuch untunc ful verſc ; 
But in your lines let energy be found, 
And learn to riſe in ſenſe, and fink in ſound. 
Harſh words, though pertinent, uncouth appear ; 
None pleaſe the fancy, who offend the ear. 205 
In ſenſe and numbers if you would excel, 
Read Wycherley, conſider Dryden well. 
In one, what vigorous turns of fancy ſhine ! 
In th' other, Syrens warhle in cach line. 209 
If Dorſct's ſprightly Mutc but touch the lyre, 
Ihe Smiles and Graccs melt in ſoft deſire, : 
And little Loves confcſs their amorous firc. 
The gentle Iſis claims the ivy crown, 
To bind th' immortal brows of Addiſon. 214 
As tuneful Congreve tries his rural ſtrains, 
Pan quits the woods, the liftening Fawns the 
plains ; 
And Philomei, in notes like his, complains. 
And Britain, ſince Pauſanias + was writ, 
Knows Spartan virtue, and Athenian wit. 
When Stepney paints the godlike acts of kings, 220 
Or, what Apollo dictates, Prior üngs; 
The banks of Rhine a pleas'd attention ſhow, 
And filver Sequana torgets to flow. 
Such juſt examples carefully read o'er, 
Slide without falling; without ſtraining, ſoar. 225 
Oft' though your ſtrokes ſurprize, you ſhould not 
chooſe 
A theme ſo mighty for a virgin Muſe. 
Long did Apelles his ſam'd piece decline; 
His Alcxander was his laſt deſign. 


"Tis Montague's rich vein alone muſt prove, 230 


None but a Phidias ſhould attempt a ow. 
The Fury paus'd, till with a frightful ſound 
& riing whirlwind burſt the unhallow'd ground. 


After ver, 212 theſe lines are omitted: 
The Tiber now no gentle Gallus ſees, 
But fmiling Thames enjoys her Normanbys. 


VASIATIONS, 
Ver. 32. 
he Fury ſaid ; gnd vaniſhing from ſight, 
Cry'd out, Io arm; fo left the realms of light. 
The combatants to th chterprize conſert, 
And the ncxt day ſinil d on the great cveut. 


Prince Arthur, p. 130. 
+ Pauſapias, vrittea by Nir. Norton. 


Then ſhe—The Deity we Fortune call, 

Thovgh diſtant, rules and influences all. 235 

Straight for her favour to her court repair ; 

Important embaſſies aſk wings of air. 

Each wondering ſtood; but Horoſcope's great ſou], 

That dangers ne'er alarm, nor doubts control, 

Rais'd on the pinions of the bounding wind, 240 

Out-flew the rack, and left the hours behind. 

The evening now with bluſhes warms the air, 

The ſteer reſigns the yoke, the hind his care. 

The clouds above with golden edgings glow. 

And falling dews refreſh the carth below. 245 

The bat with ſooty wings flits through the grove, 

The reeds ſcarce ruſtle, nor the aſpines move, 

And all the fcather'd folks forbear their lays of 

love. 

Throvgh the tranſparent region of the ſkics, 

Swift as a wiſh, the miſſionary flies: 250 

With wonder he ſurveys the upper air, 

And the gay gilded meteors ſporting there ; 

How lambent jellics, kindling in the night, 

Shoot through the ether in a trail of light; 

How riſing ſteams in th' azure fluid blend, 255 

Or cet in clouds, or ſoft in ſhowers deſcend ; 

Or, if the ſtubborn rage of cold prevail, 

In flakes they fly, or fall in moulded hail ; 

How honey-dews embalm the fragrant morn, 

And the fair oak with luſcious ſweats adorn ; 260 

How heat and moiſture mingle in a maſs, 

Or belch in thunder, or in lightning blaze; 

Why nimble corruſcations ſtrike the eye, 

And bold tornados bluſter in the ſky ; 

Why a proliac Aura upwards tends, 265 

Ferments, and in a living ſnower deſcends; 

How vapours hanging on the towering hills 

In breezes ſigh, or weep in warbling rills ; 

Whence infant winds their tender pinions try, 

And rivcr-gods their thirſty urns ſupply. 270 

The wondering ſage purſues his airy flight, 

And braves the chill uuwholeſome damps of night: 

He views the tracts where luminarics rove, 

'Co ſettle ſeaſons here, and fates above; 

The bleak Arcturus ſtill forbid the ſeas, 275 

The ſtormy Kids, the weeping Hyades ; 

The ſhining Lyre with ſtrains attracting more 

Heaven's glittering manſions now than Hell's be- 

fore ; 

Glad Caſſiopeia circling in the ſky, 

And cach fair Churchill cf the galaxy, 200 
Aurora, on Eteſian breezes borne, 

With bluſhing lips breathcs out the ſpriglitly 

morn ; 

Each flower in dew their ſhort-liv'd empire weeps, 

And Cynthia with her lov'd Endymion fleeps, 

As through the gloom the —_ cuts his way, 285 

Imperfect objc&s tell the dovktrut day; 

Dim he diſcerns majeſtie Atlas rile, 

And bend be«catl: che burden cf the Kies; 

His tov.cring brows aleft no tempeſts know, 
Whilſt lihitning flies, and thunder rolls below. 290 
Diſtant from lence beyond a waſte of plains, 

Proud Teacriil, his ziant brother, reigns; 
With broethiog tre ins pitchy no{lrils glow, 

As irora his ſides he ſhakes the ficecy ſnow, 
Arovnd this hoary prince, from watery heds, 295 
His ſubje t iſlands ralie their verdant heads; 
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The waves ſo gently waſh each riſing hill, 

The land ſeems floating, and the ocean ſtill. 
Eternal Spring with ſmiling verdure here 

Warms the mild air, and crowns the youthful 


year. F 
From c rocks tran rivulets flow; 301 
The —_— ever — nay" violets blow. 
The vine undrefs'd her ſwelling cluſters bears, 
The labouring hind the mellow olive cheers; 
Bloſſoms and fruit at once the citron ſhews, 305 
And, as ſhe pays, diſcovers ſtill ſhe owes. 
'The orange to her ſun her pride . 
And gilds her fragrant apj..cs with his rays. 
No blaſts e er diſcompoſe the peaceful iky, | 
The ſprings but murmur, and the winds but ſigh. 


The tuneful ſwans on gliding ri rs float, 311 
And warbling dirges die on every aote. 
Where Flora treads, her Zephyr garlands flings, 


And ſcatters odours from his purple wiags ; 
Whilſt birds from woodbine bowers and jaſmine 


oves 
Chant their glad nuptials, and 'd loves. 316 
Mild ſealons, riſing hills, and filent dales, 
Cool grottos, ſilver brooks, and flowery vales, 
Groves fill'd with balmy ſhrubs, in pomp appcar, 
And ſcent with gales of ſweets thecircling year. 320 
Theſe happy iſles, where endleſs pleaſures wait, 


Are ſtil'd by tuncful bards—The Fortunate | 


On high, where no hoarſe winds, nor clouds reſort, 
The hoodwink'd Goddeſs keeps her partial court. 
Upon a wheel of amethyſt ſhe ſits, 325 
Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles and frowns by fits. 
In this ſtill labyrinth, around her lie 

Spells, philters, globes, and ſchemes of palmiſtry : 
A figil in this hand the gipſy bears, 

in th” other a prophetic ſieve and ſheers. 

The Dame, by divination, knew that ſoon 
The Magus would appear—and then begun : 
Hail facred fer! thy embaſſy I know: 
Wars muſt enſue, the fates will have it ſo. 

Dread fates ſhall ſollew, and diſaſters great, 335 
Pilis charge on pills, and bolus bolus meet: 

Both ſides ſhall conquer, and yet both ſhall fail; 
Ihe mortar now, end then the urinal. | 

Jo thee alone my influence I owe ; 

Where Nature has deny'd, my favours flow. 340 
"Tis i that give, ſo mighty is my power, 

Faith to the Jew, complexion to the Moor. 

| am the wretch's wiſh, the rook's pretcnce, 
The ſluggard's caſe, the coxcomb's providence. 
mr Scrape-quill, once a ſupple ſmiling fave, 325 
Looks lofty now, and inſolentſy grave; 

Builds, ſettles, purchaſes, and nus each hour 
Caps from the rich, and curſes ſrom the poor. 
cpacillto, that at table ſerv'd of late, 

Drinks rich Tockay himfelf, and cats in plate; 330 
Has levees, villas, miſtrefſcs in tore. 

And owns the racers which he rubb'd before. 

Souls heavenly born my faitlileſs boons defy 3 | 
The brave is to himſclf a deity. 

Though hleſt Aſtrea's gone, ſome ſoil remains 285 
Vhere Fortune is the flave, and Alcrit reigus. 

The Liber boaſts is Julian progeny. 

Thanes his Naſſau, the Nile his Ptnlomy. 
Iberia, vet for future ſw ay Cir, 


330 
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| Preſerve my character, and perf 


Zul, for x Ileſſe, 5 previcy Xltaunt Bod, 360 


3 
Thus Ariadne in proud triumph rode; 
She loſt a hero, and ſhe ſound a god. 

THE 
DISPENSAR T. 
CANTO v. 

HEN the ſtill night with peaceful poppics 
crown'd 


Had ſpread her ſhady pinions o'er the ground; 

And flurabering chiefs of painted triumphs dream, 

While groves and fireams are the ſoft virgin's 

theme ; 

The ſurges gently daſh againſt the ſhore, 

Flocks quit the plains, and gally-ſlaves the oar; 

Slcep ſhakes its downy wings o'er mortal eyes; 

M:rmillo is the only wretch it flies; 

He finds no reſpite from his anxious grief 

Ihen ſecks from this ſoliloquy relief. 
Long have I reign'd unrival'd in the town, 

Oppreſs'd with fees, and deafen'd with renown. 
None der could die with due ſolemnity, 

Unleſs his paſſport firſt was fign'd by me. 

My arbitrary bounty's undeny'd: 

I give reverſions, and for heirs i 

None could the tedious nuptial ſtate ſupport, 

But I, to make it caſy, make it ſhort. 

I ſet the diſcontented matrons free, 

And ranſom huſbands from captivity. 

Sball one of ſuch importance then engage 

In noiſy riot and in civil rage ? 


15 


No: I'll cndeavour ſtraight a peace, and fo 


on too. 
But Diſcord, that ſtill haunts with hideous mien 
Thoſe dire abodes where Hymen once hath been, 28 
O'erhcard Mirmillo's anguiſh; then begun 
In pceviſh eccerts to expreſs her own : 
Have I ſo oiten baniſh'd peace 
From Ler dark ſolitude, and lov'd receſs ? 


ze 
Have I raade Seuth and Sherlock diſagr 
And puzzle truth with learn'd obſcurity 
And does the faithful Ferguſon profeſs 
His ardour fi]! for animoſities ? 
Have I, Britannia's ſafety to enſure, 35 


Expos'd her nzked, to be moſt ſecure ? 

Have I made parties oppoſite, unite, 

In monſtrous leagucs of amicable ſpite, 

Jo curſe their country, whilſt the common cry 

ls ſrecdom; but their aim, the miniſtry ? 10 

And ſhall a daſtard's cowardice prevent 

he war, ſo long I've labour d to foment ? 

No, tis reſolv'd, he either ſhall comply, 

Or i'll renounce my wan divinity. 
With that, the Hag approach'd Mirmillo's bed, 

And, taking Qu2rpc's mezgre ſhape, ſhe ſaid : 46 
At noon of night 1 haſten to diſpel 

Thoſe tumults in your penſi ve boſom dgvell. 

i dreamt but now 1 heard your heaving ſighs, 

Nav, jaw le ters debating in your eyes 50 

(2 that tere but 2 dream ! but threats I find 

1 cur en your looks, nd rankle in your mind. 
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Speak, whence it is this late diſorder flows, 


"That ſhakes your ſoul, and troubles your repoſe. 
Miſtakes in practice ſcarce could give you pain; 55 
Too well you know, the dead will ne*cr complain. 
What looks diſcover, ſaid the homicide, 
Would be a fruitleſs induſtry to hide. 
My ſafety firſt I muſt conſult, and then 
I'll ſerve our ſyſfcring party with my pen, 60 
All ſhould, reply'd the Hay, their talent learn ; 
The molt attempting oft* the leaſt diſcern. 
Let Peterborough ſprak, and Vanbrugh write, 
Soft Acon court, and rough Cæcinna fight : 
Such muſt ſucceed; but, when th* enervate aim 65 
Beyond their force, they ſtill contend for ſhame. 
Had Colbatch printed nothing of his own, 
He had not been the Saffold of the town 
-\ſNes and owls, unſern, their kind betray, 
If theſe attempt to hont, or thoſe to bray. 70 
Had Weſley never aim'd in verſe to pleaſe, 
We had not rank d him with our Ogilbys. 
Still cenſures will on dull pretenders fall; 
A Codrus ſhould expect à juvenal. 
n Iincs, but like ill paintings, are allow'd, 75 
to ict off, and to recommend the goed. 
do diamonds take a luſtre from their foil ; 
And to a Bentley *tis we owe a Boyle. 
Conſider well the talent you poſſeſs; 
lo flrive to make it more, would inake it leſs: $0 
And recoliect what gratitude is due, 
To thoſe whoſe party you abandon now. 
To them you owe your odd maguiſicence, 
But to your ſtars your magazin: of ſenſe 
Haſpt in a tombril, aukward have you ſhin'd, 85 
With one fat flave before, and none behind 
Ihen haſte and join your true intrepid friends, 
Succeſs on vigour and diſpatch depends. 
Labouring in doubt- M:rmilio ſtood ; then ſaid, 
is hard to undertake, if gain diſſuade; ; 90 
What fool for noiiy ferds Ilcrge fees would leave? 
er harveſts more would all l wiſh for give. 
Trve, man! reply'd the elf; by choice diſcas'd, 
Ever contriving pain, and never plcas'd 
A preſenr good they flight, an abtent chooſe ; 95 
And what they have, for what they have not, loſc. 
Yelſe profpects all their true delights deſtroy, 
Retolv*'d to want, yet labauring to enjoy. 
In reſtleſs hurries thouglitleſsly they live, 
Ai ſubſtumce oſtꝰ unmov'd, for ſhadows gricve. 100 


; Chil:iren at toys, as men at titles, aim; 


*. 


And in efic& both covet 1 the ſame. 

Ibis Philip's ſon prov'd in revolving years; 

And firſt for rattles, then for worlds ſhed tears. 
The Fury ſpoke; then in a moment fir'd 105 


The hero's breaſt with tempeſts, and retir'd. 


In boding dreams Mirmillo ſpent the night, 
And ſrightſul phantoms danc'd before his oF 
Till the pale Pleiads clos'd their eyes of liglit. 
VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 879—124. Originally thus, 
But ſoon what they*ve exalted they'll diſcard, 
And ſet up Carus, or the city Bard 
Alarm'd at this the Hero courage took, 
And ſtarms of terror threaten'd in his look. 
My dreud reſolves, he cry'd, I'll ſtraight purſue: 
Ihe Fury, lattefy'd, in miles withigew. 
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At length gay morn glows in the calleru ſicies, 110 
Ihe larks in raptures through the æther riſc, 
The azure miſts ſcud o' er the dewy lawns, 
The chaunter at his carly matins yawns, 

The amaranth opes its leaves, the lys its bells, 
And Progne her complaint of Lercus tells. 

As bold Mirmilio the gray Gawn defcries, 
Arm'd cap-a-pe, where honour calls, he flics, 
And finds the legions planted at their poſt ; 
Where mighty Querpo fill'd the cye the moſt. 
His arms were made, if we may credit fame, 122 
By Mulciber, the Mayor of Birmingham. 

Of temp«r'd ſlibium the bright ſhield was caſt, 

And yet the work the wctal far ſurpaſs d. 

A foliage of the vulncrary leaves, 

Grav'd round the brim, the wondering ſight 
deectves. 

Around the centre Fate's bright trophies I, 126 

Prokes, 1:ws, incifhou-knives, and tools to flay. 

Embouft upon the field, a battle Nood 

Of leeches ſpoutivg ha morrhoidal blood. 

Ihe artiſt too exprebs'] the folemn Nate 

Of grave plhyfictons at a conſult met; 

About each ſymptom bow they dilagree, 

But how vnammous in caſe of fee. \ 

Whilſt each aflaflin his learn'd cullcague tires 

With lcarn'd impertinence, the fick expires. 155 

Beneath this blazing orb bi igt Querpo ſas, 
Himiclf au Atlas, and his ſhicld a moon. 
A peſtle for his trunchcon Jed the vin, 
And bis high helmet was a cloſc-(tool pan. 
His creſt an Ibis, brandiſhing ber beak, 
And winding in looſe fold; ber ſpiral neck. 
his when the young Querpoides beheld, 
His tace is nurſe's breaſt the boy conceal'd ; 
hen peept, and with th* eflulgent heln would 

— 
And as the monſter gap'd, would ſhrink away 145 
Thus fometuncs wy prevail 'd, and ſometimes ſcat; 
Aud tears and ſmiles alternate paſſions were. 

As Qu-rpo toweriag ſtbod in martial might, 
Pacific Corns foarkled « on the right. 

An Oran Outung o'er his ſhoulders hung, 150 
His plume conſeſs'd the capon whence it ſprung. 
His motley mail ſcarce could the hero bear, 
Haranguing thus the tribunes of the wag : 

Fam d chacls, 

For preſent triumphs born, deſign'd for more, 155 
Your virtue I admire, your valour more. 

U battle be refolv'd, you'll find this hand 

Can deal out Deſtiny, and Fate command. 

Our foes in throngs ſhall hide the crimſon plain, 
And their Apollo interpoſe in vain. 160 
Though Gods themſelves engage, a Diomed 
With caſe could ſhow a deity can bleed. 

But war's rough trade ſhould be by ſools proſoſt, 
'The trucſt rubbiſh fills a trench the beſt. 

Let quinies throttle, and the quartan ſhake, 165 
Or drophcs drown, and gout and cholics rack; 
Let ſword and peſtilence lay wiite, while we 
Wage bloodicfs wars, and fight in theo y 

Who wants nut merit, needs not erm for fame; 
Ihe dead ! raiie, my chivalry proclaim 
Diſcaſcs baffled, and loſt healtli reſtetr d, 
In Fac: bright liit mv vide, record. 
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More lives from me their preſervation own, 
Than lovers loſe if fair Cornelia frown. 

Your cures, ſhrill Querpo cry'd, aloud you tell, 
But wiſcly your miſcarriages conceal. 176 
Zzno, a prieſt, in Samothrace of old, 

Thus reaſon'd with Philopidas the bold: 
Immortal Gods you own, but think-them blind 
To what concerns the ſtate of human kind. 180 
Fith-r they hear not, or regard not prayer; 

That argues want of power, and this of care. 
Allow that wiſdom infinite muſt know ; 

Power infinite muſt at. © I grant it ſo.“ 
Haſte ftraiy ht to Neptune's fane; ſurvey with zeal 
The wells. © What then!“ reply'd the inſidel. 186 
Obſcrve thoſe numerous throngs, in eſſigy, 

The gods have fav'd from the devouring fea. 
is true, their pictures that eſcap'd you keep, 
« But where are theirs that pzriſh'd in the deep? 

Vaunt now nomore the triumphof your ſkill, 11 
But, though unſee ' d, exert your arm, and kill, 
Our ſcouts have learn'd the poſture of the foc ; 
In war, ſurprizes ſureſt conduct ſhow. 

But Fame, that neither good nor bad conceals, 
]hat Pembroke's worth, and Ormond's valour 

tells; 
How truth in Burnct, how in Cavendiſh, reigns, 
Varro's magnificence with Maro's ſtrains ; 
But how at church and bar all gape and ſtretch 
if Winnington but plead, or South or Only 
preach ; | 
On nimble wings to Warwick-lane repairs, 201 
And what the enemy intends, declares. 
Confuſion in each countenance appear'd, 
A council's call'd, and Stentor * firſt was heard; 
His labouring lungs the thron'd prætorium rent, 
Addreſſing thus the paſſive preſident: 206 

Machaon , whole expericnce we adore, 
Great as your matchleſs merit, is your power. 
At your approach, the baffled tyrant Death 
Erzaks his keen ſhatts, aud grinds his claſhing 

teeth. 
To you we leave the conduct of the day; 
What you command, your vaſſals muſt obcy. 
If this dread enterprize you would decline, 
We'll ſcud to treat, and fliflc the deſign. 
But, if my arguments had force, we'd try 215 
To humble our zudacious foes, or dic : 
Our ſpite, they'll find, to their advantage leans; 
The end is good, no matter for the means. 
So modern caſuiſts their talents try. 
Uprichtly for the ſake of truth to lie. 220 

He had not finiſh'd, till th' out - guards deſcry'd 
Bright columns move in formidable pride; 
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VARIATION Es. 
Ver. 205. 
rue to extremes, yet to dull forms a ſlave, 
He's always Cully gay, or vainly grave. 
With in-lignation, and a daring 2+, 


* 


He paus' d awhile, and thus adercls'd the chair. 


Ver. 221. | 
Wit Stentor offer*d was by mouft approv'd ; 
But ſeverai voices ſeveral methods mov*d. 
At length th' adventuronz heros all agree 

. 1” expect the fur, and act deteniyily. 


Dr. Cos all. + Sir Ten M liagton 
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The paſſing pomp ſo dazzled from afar, 

It ſeem'd a triumph, rather than a war. 

Though wide the front, though groſs the phalanx 
ew, 

It wol- lefs dreadful, as it nearer grew. 226 

The adverſe hoſt for action ſtraight prepare; 
All eager to unveil the face of war. 

Their _ lace on their helms, and take the 
eld, 

And to their truſty Squire reſign the ſhicld : 230 

o paint cach knight, their ardour and alarms, 

Would aſk the Muſe that ſung the frogs in arms. 

And now the ſignal ſummons to the fray : 
Mock falchions flaſh, and paitry enfigns play. 
Theirpatron God hisfilverbow-ſtringstwangs; 235 
Tough harneſs ruſtles, and bold armour clangs ; 
The piercing cauſtics ply their ſpitcful power ; 
Emetics ranch, and keen cathartics ſcour ; 
The deadly drugs in double doſes fly ; 

And peſtles pc a martial /ymphony. 

Now from their level'd ſyringes they pour 
The liquid volley of a miſſive — 

Not ſtorms of ſlect, which o'er the Baltic drive, 
Puſh'd on by northern guits, ſuch horror give. 
Like ſpouts in ſouthera ſeas the deluge broke, 245 
And numbers ſunk bencath th' impetuous ſtroke. 

So when 1.eviathans diſpute the reign 
And uncontrol'd dominion of the main ; 

From the rent rocks whole coral groves are torn, 
And iſles of ſca- weed on the waves are horne ; 250 
Such watery ſtores from their ſpread noſtrils iy, 
"Tis doubtful which is ſea, and,which is ſky. 

And now the ſtaggering braves, led by Deſpair, 
Advance, and to return the charge prepare. 
Each ſeizes for his ſhield a ſpacious ſcalc, 255 
And the braſs weights fiy thick as ſhowers of hail. 
Whole heaps of warriors welter on the ground, 
With gally-pots and broken phials crown'd ; : 
Whilſt empty jars the dire defeat reſound. 

Thus when ſome ſtorm its cryſtal querry rends, 
And Jove in rattling ſhowers of ice deſcends; 261 
Mount Athos ſhakes the foreſts on his brow, 
Whilſt down his wounded ſides freſa torrents 

flow, 
And !caves and limbs of trees o'erſpread the vale 
below. 

But now, all order loſt, promiſcuous blows 265 
Confus'dly fall; perplex'd the battle grows, 
From Stentor's * arm a maſly opiate Lies, 


Aud ſtraight a deadly fleep cloſed Carts! eyes 
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Into the ſhop their bold battalions move, 

And hat their chief commands, the reſt avyrove. 

Down from the walls they tcar the ſhelves in 

haſte, 

Which on their flank for paliſades are plac'd > 

Ard then bchind the compter rang'd they ſtand, 

"Their front ſo well ſecur'd, t' obey command. 
And now the ſconts the adverſe hoſts deſcrr, 

Blue aprons in the air for colours fly: 

With unreſiſted ſorce they urge their way, 

And find the toc embattled in array. 


Dr. Godau againſt Pr. z ſon. 
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At Colon * great Sertorius Buchthorn fl 
Who with fierce gripes, like thoſe of Death, was 


But with a dauntleſs and diſdainful mien 

Hurl'd back ſteel pills, and hit him on the ſſ 

Chiron + attack d Talthibius with — noe mi 

had paunch'd the huge ic knight, 

ight retreated to evade the 275 
of a was drown'd. 

4 ſaw, and to the victor ſaid, 

not long ſurvive the unwieldy dead, 

ſhall follow ; to confirm it, ſwore, 
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That day the Muſcs' ſons were not his care; 
Two friends, adepts, the Triſmegiſts by name, 
Alike their features, and alike their flame ; 

As ſimpling ncar fair Tweed each ſang by turn, 
The liſtening river would neglect his urn. 


Their Muſe could make immortal with her quill ; 
But learn'd enquiries after Nature's ſtate 
Difſolv'd the league, and kindled a debate. 
The one, for lofty labours fruitful known, 
Fill'd ines with volumes of his own. 
At his once-favour'd friend a tome he threw, 
That from his birth had flept unſeen till now; 
Stunn'd with the blow, the batter'd Bard retir'd, 
Sunk down, and in a ſimile expir'd. 306 
And now the cohorts ſhake, the legions ply, 
The yielding flanks confeſs the victory. 
Stentor, undaunted fill, with noble rage 
Sprung through the battle, Querpo to engage. 310 
Fierce was the onſet, the diſpute was great, 
Both could not vanquiſh, neither would retreat ; 
Each combatant his adverſary mauls, 
With batter'd bed-panrs, and ſtav'd urinals. 
On Stentor's creſt the uſcful cryſtal breaks, 315 
And tears of amber gutter' d down his checks: 
But whilſt the champion, as late rumours tell, 
Deſign'd a ſurg deciſive ſtroke, he fell: 
And as the victor hovering o'er him ſtood, 
With arms extended, thus the ſuppliant ſued : 320 
When honour's loit, tis a relief to dic; 
Death's but a ſure retreat from inſamy. 
But, to the loſt, if pity might be ſhown, 
Reflect on young Querpoides thy ſon ; 
Then pity mine, fer ſuch an infant grace 
Smiles in his eyes, and flatters in is face, 
If be was near, corpatiion he'd crente, 


Or eiſe Jament his wretched purent's fate. 
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Dr. Birch. f Dr Gill againſt Dr. Ridley. 
Dr. Chamberlain. 1 : 
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Thine is the glory, and the field is thine ; 
To thee the lov'd Diſpenſary I reſign. 
At this the victors own fech exſtaſies, 
As Memphian prieſts if their Oftris ſneeze : 
Or champions with —_ clangor fir d; 
Or ſimpering prudes with ſprightly Nantz inſpir d: 
Or ſultans rais'd from dungeons to a crown; 335 
Or faſting zealors when the ſermon's done. 
Awhile the chief the deadly ftroke declin'd, 
And found compaſſion plcadihg in his mind. 
But whilſt he view'd with pity the diſtroſo' d, 


338 


He ſpy' d Si * writ upon his breaſt. 340 
Then 1 the ſkies he toſs'd his threatening 
cag, 


And, fir'd with more than mortal fury, ſaid : 
Sooncr than I'll from vow'd revengt deſiſt, 
His Holineſs ſhall turn a Quietift; 
Janſenius and the Jeſuits agree, 
The inquiſition wink at hereſy, 
Warm convocations own the church ſecure, 
And more conſult her doQrine than her powcr. 
With that he drew a lancet in his rage, 
To puacture the ſtill ſupplicating ſage. 350 
But, while his thoughts that fatal ſtroke decrec, 
— interpos d in form of fee. 
Chief great Pzan's golden treſſes knew, 
He own'd the God, and his rais'd arm withdrew. 
Thus often at the 'Temple-ſtairs we've ſeen 355 
Two Tritons, of a rough athletic mien, 
Sourly diſpute ſome- quarrel of the flood, 
With knuckles bruis'd, and face beſmcar'd in 
blood ; 
But, at the firſt appearance of a fare, - 
Both quit the fray, and to their oars repair. 365 
The Hero ſo his enterprize recalls, 
His fiſt unclinches, and the weapon falls. 
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W the ſhrill clangor of the battle ringe 

Auſpieious Health appear d on Zephyr“: 
wings; 

She ſcem'd a cherub moſt divinely bright, 

More ſoft than air, more gay than morning-ligh:. 

A charm ſhe takes from cach excelling fair, 5 

And borrows Carliſle's ſhape, and Grafton's 2:-. 

Her cyes like Ranelagh's their beams diſpenſe, 

With Churchill's bloom, and Berkeley's innocence; 


VARIATIONS, 


Ver. 242. 
Faith land unmov'd through Stillingflect's de- 
fence, 


And Lecke ſcr myſtery abandon ſenſe, 


* Thoſe members of the college that obſcrve 
the apothecari's, 


a late fiatute, are called by 
Fives men.“ 
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On Iris thus the differing beams beſtow 
"Che dye, that paints the wonders of her bow; 10 
From the fair nymph a vocal muſic falls, 
As to Machaon thus the goddeſs calls : 
Enough, th' atchievement of your arms you've 
ſhown, 
You ſeck a triumph you would bluſh to own. 

Haſte to the Elyſian fields, thoſe bleſs'd abodes, 
Where Harvey fits among the dem*i-gois. 16 
Conſult that ſacred ſage, he'll ſoon diſcloſe 
Ihe method that muſt mollify theſe wocs. 

Let Celſus “ for that enterprize prepare, 
His conduct to the ſhades ſhall be my care. 20 

Aghaſt the heroes ſtood diſſolv'd in fear, 

A form ſo heavenly bright they could not bear ; 
Celſus, alone unmov'd, the ſight beheld, 
Ihe reſt in pale confuſion left the field. 

So when the pygwies, marſhal'd on the plains, 
Wage puny war againſt th invading cranes; 26 
The puppets to their bodkin ſpears repair, 

And ſcatter'd feathers flutter in the air; 

But, when the bold imperial bird of Jove 

Stoops on his ſounding pinions from above, 30 
Among the brakes the fairy nation crowds, 

And the Strimonian ſquadron ſceks the clouds. 

And now the Delegate prepares to go 
And view the wonders of the realms below; 5 
Ihen takes Amomum for the golden bough. 
"Thrice did the goddeſs with her ſacred wand 36 
Ihe pavement ſtrike; and ſtraight at her command 
Ihe willing ſurface opens, and deſcries 
A deep deſcent that leads to nether ſkies. 

Hygeia to the ſilent region tends ; 40 
And with his heavenly guide the charge deſcends. 
Thus Numa, when to hallow'd caves retir'd, 
Was by Ageria guarded and inſpir'd. 

Within the chambers of the globe they ſpy 
The beds where fleeping vegetables lie, AS 
Lill the glad ſummons of a genial ray 
Unbinds the glebe, and calls them out to day. 
Hence Pancics trick themſelves in various hue, 
And hence Jonquils derive their fragrant dew ; 
Hence the Carnation and the baſhful Roſe 50 
"Their virgin bluſhes to the morn diſcloſe ; 
Hence the chaſte Lily riſes to the light, 
Unveils her ſnowy breaſts, and charms the ſight ; 
Hence arbours are with twining greens array'd, 
J oblige complaining lovers with their ſhade; 55 
And hence on Daphne's laurel'd forchead grow 
Immortal wreaths for Phœbus and Naſſau. 

The nſc&s here their lingering trance ſurvive : 


 Benumb'd they ſeem'd, and doubtful if alive. 
From winter's fury hither they repair, 60 


Aud ſtay for milder ſkies and ſofter air. 

Down to theſe cells obſcener reptiles creep, 
Where hateful Nutes and painted Lizards fleep ; 
Where ſhivering ſnakes the ſummer ſolſtice wait ; 
Unturl their painted folds, and flide in ſtate. 6x5 
Here their new form the numb'd Erucz hide 
"Their numerous ſeet, in ſlender bandage ty'd : 
Son as the kindling ear begins to riſe,.. 

his upſtart race their native clod deſpiſe, | 
Aud proud of painted wings attempt the ſkies. 


| * Dr. Bateman. 
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Now thoſe profounder regions they explore, 71 

Where metals ripen in vaſt cakes of ore. 

Here, ſullen to the ſight, at large is ſpread 

The dull unwieldy maſs of lumpiſh lead. 

There, glimmering in their dawning beds, are ſeen 
The light aſpiring ſeeds of ſprightly tin. 76 
The copper ſparkles next in ruddy ſtreaks; 

And in the gloom betrays its glowing checks. 
The ſilver then, with bright and burniſh'd grace, 
Youth and a blooming luſtre in its face, 80 
To th' arms of thoſe more yielding metals flies, 
And in the folds of their embraces lies. 

So cloſe they cling, ſo ſtubbornly retire ; 

Their love's more violent than the chemiſt's fire. 

Near theſe the Delegate with wonder ſpi-s 35 
Where floods of living ſilver ſerpentiſe; 

Where richeſt metals their bright looks put on, 
And golden ſtreams through amber channels run, 
Where light's gay god deſcends, to ripen gems, 
And lend a luſtre brighter than his beams. 90 

Here he obſerves the ſubterranean cells, 

Where wanton nature ſports in idle ſhells. 

Some helicoeids, ſome conical appear: 

Theſc, mitres emulate, thoſe turbans are. 

Here marcaſites in various wait, 95 
To ripen to a true metallic ſtate : 

Till drops that from impending rocks deſcend 
Their ſubſtance ify, and progreſs end. 

Nigh, livid ſeas of kindled ſulphur flow, 

And, whilſt enrag'd, their fiery ſurges glow, 100 
Convulſions in the labouring mountains riſe, 
And hurl their melted vitals to the ſkies. 

He views with horror next the noiſy cave, 
Where with hoarſe dins impriſon'd tempeſts rave; 
Where clamorous hurricanes attempt their flight, 
Or, whirling in tumultuous eddies, fight. 106 
The warring winds unmov'd Hygeia heard, 
Brav'd their loud jars, but much for Celſus fear'd. 
Andromeda ſo, whil@ her hero fought, 

Shook for his danger, but her own forgot. 110 

And now the goddeſs with her charge deſcends, 
Whilſt ſcarce one chearful glimpſe their ſteps 

befriends. 
Here his forſaken ſeat old Chaos keeps ; 
And, undiſturb'd by form, in filence ſleeps ; 
A griſly wight, and hideous to the eye, 115 
An aukward lump of ſhapcleſs anarchy. 
With ſordid age his features are defac'd; 
His lands unpeopled, and his countries waſte, 
'To theſe dark realms much learned lumber creeps, 
There copious Morton ſafe in filence lecps; 120 
Where muſhroom libels in oblivion he, 
And, ſoon as born, like other monſters, die. 
Upon a couch of jet, in theſe abodes, 
Dull Night, his melancholy conſort, nods. 
No ways and means their cabinet employ; 125 
But their dark hours they waſte in barren joy. 

Nigh this receſs, with tcrror they ſurvey 
Where Death maintains his dread tyrannic ſway. 
In the cloſe covert of a cypreſs grove, 

Where goblins friſk, and airy ſpectres rove, 130 
Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror wide, 
And there the Monarch's triumphs are deſcry : ; 
Confus'd, and wildly huddled to the eye, 

The beggar's pouch and * purple lie; 


18 
Dim lamps with ſicklyrays ſcarce ſeem to glow; 135 


Sighs heave in mournful moans, andtears o'erflow; 
R ftlefs Anxiety, forlorn Deſpair, 
And all the faded family of Care; . 
Old mouldering urns, racks, daggers, and diſtreſs, 
Mape up the frightful horror of the place 140 
Within its dreadful jaws thoſe furics wait, 
Which execute the harſh decrees of Fate. 
Febris is firſt : the hag rclentleſs hears 
The virgin's fighs, and ſees the infant's tears. 
In her parch'd eye-balls ſery meteors reign; 145 
And reſtleſs ſerments revel in each vein. 
Then I lydrops next appeurs amongſt the throng ; 
Bloatcd, and big, ſhe lowly ſails along. 
But, like a miſer, in exceſs ſhe's poor, 
And pines for thirſt amidit her w2tery ſtore. 150 
Now loathſome Lepra, that offenſive ſpright, 
With foul eruptions ſtain'd, offends the fight; 
Still deaf to Beauty's foft perſuading power; 
Kor can bright Hebe's charms her bloom ſecure. 
Whilſt meagre Pthiſis gives a filent blow, 155 
Ter ſtrokes arc ſure, but her advances flow: 
No loud alarms, nor fierce aſſaults. are ſhown ; 
She tarves the fortreſs firſt, then takes the town. 
Behind ſtood crowds of much inferior fame, 
Too numerous to repeat, too ſoul to name; 160 
The vaffalis of their monarch's tyranny, 
Win, at his nod, on fatal errands fly. 
Now Celſus, with bis glorious guide, invades 
The filent region of the flecting ſhades ; 
Where rocks and ruciul deſerts are deſcry'd, 165 
And ſullea Styx rolls down his lazy tide; 
"Then ſhews the ferry-man the plant he bore, 
And claims his paſſage to the further ſhore. 
o whom the Stygian pilot, ſmiling, ſuid, 
You need no paſſport to demand our aid 
Paviicians never linger on this ſtrand : 
Old Charon's prefent ſtill at their command. 
Our awful monarch and his conſort owe 
o them the peopling of the realms below. 
Then in his ſwarthy hand he graſp'd the oar, 175 
Kecriv d his gueſis aboard, and ſhov'd from ſhore. 
Now, as the goddeſs and her charge prepare 
To breathe th ſweets of ſoft Elyſian air, 
pon the left they ſoy a penſive ſuade, 
Who on his bended arm had rais'd his head: 139 
Pale grief ſate heavy on his mournful look; 
lo whom, not unconcern'd, thus Celſus ſpoke : 
Tell me, thou much afflicted ſhade, why fighs 
Barſt from your brea/t, and torrentsfrom youreyss: 
And who thoſe mangied Manes are, which ſhow 
A ſullen ſatis{a&ion at your woe? 185 
Since, ſaid the ghoſt, with pity you'll attend, 
Know I'm Gu2icum “, once your ſirmeſt friend; 
And on this barren beach in diſcontent 
Am doom'd to ftoy, till th* angry powers relen:. 
"Thoſe fpeQres, ſcam d with ſcars, that threaten 
there, 
The victims of my late ill-conduct are. 
They vex with endiels c:mmours my repoſe : 
This wants his palate; that demands his noſe : 
And here they execute ſtern Plato's will, 195 
fp". ply me every moment with a pill. 
{then Celis thus: O much-lamented ſtate! 
How rigid is the ſentence vou relate! 


* Þr. Morton. 
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Methinks 1 recolie& your ſormer air, 
But ah, how much you're chang d from what yon 
were! 

Inſipid as your late ptiſans you lie, 201 

That once were ſprightlier far than mercury. 

At the ſad tale you tell, the poppics weep, 

And mourn their vegetable ſouls aſlcep ; 

The unctuous larix, and the healing pine, 

Lament your fate in tears of turpentine. 

But ſtill the offspring of your brain ſhall prove 

Ihe grocer's care, and brave the rage of Jove : 

When bonfires blaze, your vagrant works ſhall 
riſe 


In rockets, till they reach the wondering ſkies 210 

If mortals e'cr the Stygian powers could bend, 
Intreaties to their awful ſeats I'd ſend. 
But, ſince no human arts the Fates diſſuade, 
Direct me how to find bleſs d Harvey s ſhade. 
In vain th* unhappy ghoſt ſtill urg'd his ſtay; 215 
hen, riſing from the ground, he ſhe d the way. 
Nigh the dull ſhore a ſhapeleſs mountain ſtood, 
That with a dreadful frown ſurvey'd the flood. 
Its fearful brow no lively greens put on; 
No friſking goats bound o'er the ridgy ſtone. 220 
To gain the ſummit the bright goddeſs try d; 
And Celſus follow'd, by degrees, his guide. 

'Th' aſcent thus conquer d, now they tower on 

high, 
And taſte th* indulgence cf a milder ſky. 224 
Looſe breezes on their airy pinions play, 
Soft infant bloſſoms their chaſte odours pay, 5 
And roſes bluſh their fragrant lives away. 
Cool ftreams through flowery meadows gently 
glide ; 


205 


And. as they paſs, their painted banks they chide. 


Theſc bliſsful plains no blights normildewsſear, 2 30 
The flowers ne'er fade, and ſhrubs are myrtles 
here. 
The morn awakes the tulip ſrom her bed; 
Ere noon in painted pride {he decks her head, 
Rob'd in rich dye ſhe triumphs on the green, 
And every flower does homage to their queen. 235 
So, when bright Venus riſes ſrom the flood, 
Around in throngs the wondering Nereids crowd; 
The Tritons gaze, and tune each vocal ſhell, 
And every grace unſung, the waves conceal. 

"The Delegate obſerves, with wondering eycs. 
Ambreſial dews deſcend, and incenſe riſe; 241 
Then haſtens onward to the penſive grove, 

Ihe filent manſion of diſaſtrous love. 

Here Jealouſy with jaundic'd looks appears, 

And broken flumbers, and fantaſtic ſears. 245 

The widow'd turtle hangs her moulting wings, 

And to the woods in mournful murmurs ſings. 

No winds but ſighs there are, no fioods but tears; 

Each conſcious tree a tragic ſignal bears. 

Their wounded bark records ſome broken vow, 255 

And willow-gariands havg on every bough. 
Olivia here in ſolitude he found, 

ler doven-caſt eyes ſix'd on the ſilent ground: 

Her dreſs neglected, and unbound her hair, 

Sho ſenmi'd the dying image of deſpair. 

How lately did this celebrated thing 

Blaze in the box, and ſparkle in the ring: 

Till the grecn- ſickneſs and love's force betray'd 

To Peath's remorſcleſs arms th* unhappy maid 
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All o'er confus d the guilty lover ſtood, 260 
The light forſook his eyes, his cheeks the blood; 
An icy horror ſhiver'd in his look, 

As to the cold-complexion'd nymph he ſpoke : 

Tell me, dear ſhade, from wh:nce ſuch anxious 


care, 
Your looks diſorder d, and your boſom bare? 265 
Why thus you languiſh like a drooping flower, 
Cruſh'd by the weight of ſome relentleſs ſhower ? 
Your languid looks, your late ill- conduct tell; 
Oh that, inſtead of traſh, you'd taken fteel! ! 
Stabb'd with th' unkind reproach, the con- 
ſcious mai 
Thus to her late inſulting lover ſaid : 271 
When ladies liſten not to looſe deſire, 
You ſtile our modeſty, our want of fire: 
3mile or forbid, encourage cr reprove, 
You till find reaſons to believe we love: 
Vainly you think a liking we betray, 
And never mean the peeviſh things we ſay. 
Few are the fair-ones of Ruſillu's make, 
Unaſk'd ſhe grants, uninjur'd ſhe'll ſorſake: 
But ſeveral Czlia's, ſeveral ages boaſt, 280 
That like, where reaſon recon:mmends the moſt. 
Where heavenly truth and tenderneſs coaſpire, 
Chaſte paſhon may perſuade us to deſire. : 
Your ſex, he cry d, as cuſtom bids, kckaves ; 
In forms the tyrant ties ſuch haughty flaves. 255 
To do nice conduct right, you nature wrong; 
Impulſes are but weak, where reaſon's ſtrong. 
Some want the courage ; but how few the flame ! 
They like the thing, that ſtartle at the name. 
The lonely Phenix, though profeſs'd a nun, 290 
Warms into love, and kindles at the fn; * 
Thoſe tales of ſpicy urns and fragrant fires 
Are but the emblems of her ſcoren'd deſires. 
Then, as he ſtrove to claſp the flecting far, 
His empty arms confeſs'd th impaſſive air. 295 
From his embrace th* unbody'd ſpectre flizs, 
And, as ſhe mov'd, the chid him with her eyes. 
They haiten now to that delightf.l plain, 
Where the glad manes ef the bleſs'd remain: 
Where Harvey gathers ſimples, to beſtow 
Immortal youth on heroes' ſhades below. 
Soon as the bright Hygeia was in view, 
The venerable ſage her preſence know ; 
Thus he — 
Hail, blooming goddeſs! thou prepitious power, 
Whoſe bleſhngsmortalsmore than life implure ! 3: 6 
With ſo much luſtre your bright luuks cndcar, 
That cottages are courts where thoic appr ar. 

Ma: kind, as you vouchſafe ro {mile or frown, 
Finds eaſe in chains, or enguiſh in à crown. 310 
With juſt reſcutments and contetupt you. Ie 

The foul diſſentions of the Faculty; 

low your ſad fickening art now hangs her heud, 
And, once a ſcience, is becom a trade. 

Her ſons ne'er rife her niyſte rivus tore, 315 
But ſtudy nature leis, and lucre more. 

Not fo when Rome to th' Epidaurian gai-*d 

A temple, wh-re devoted incenſe blaz'd. 

Orr' ſather Tiber views the loſty fire, 

A+ the learn'd ſon is worſhip'd like the fire; 323 
The ſage with Romulus like konours claim ; 

zue giſt of Vf ond laws were then the fam. 
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I ſhow'd of old, how vita! currents glide, 
And the meanders & the refluent tide. 
Then, Willis, why ſpontancous adtions kere, 325 
And whence involuntary motions there : | 
And how the ſpirits, by mechanic laws, 
in wild careers tumultuous riots Cauſe. 
Nor would our Wharton, Bates, and Gliffon, lie 
339 
But now ſuch wondrous ſcarches are forborn, 
And Pran's art is by diviſions torn. 
"Then let your Charge attend, and VII explain 
How her loſt healtn your ſcience may regain. 
Haſte, and the matchleſs Atticus addreſs, 335 
From Heaven and great Naflau Ee has the mace. 
Th' opprefs'd to his afylum ſtill repair; 
Arts he ſupports, and learning is his cate. 
He ſoftens the barſh rigour of the laws, 
Blunts their Leen edge, and grinds their harpy 
claws; 
And graciouſly he caſts a pitying eye 
On che ſad ſtate of virtugus poverty. 
Whenc'er he ſpeaks, Heaven! how the liſtening 
throng 
Dwells on the melting muſic of his tongue 
His arguments are emblems of his mien, 345 
Mild, but not faint, and forcing, though fſerenc ; 
And, When the power of cloquence he'd try, 
Here lightning ſtrikes you; there ſoft breezes ſigh. 
To him you muſt your ſickly ate refer, 
Your charter claims him as your viſiter. 350 
You wounds &c'll cloſe, and ſovereiguly reſtore 
Your ſcience to the height u kad before. 
Ihen Naſſau's health ſhall be your glurious aim; 
His life ſhould be as laſting as his fame. 
Some princes' clauns from di va ationsſpring; 355 
He cundeſcends in pity to be king; 
And, when amidſt his olives plac'd he ſtands, 
Aud governs more by candour than commands; 
Fy'n then not lefs'a hero ke appears, 
Than when ki: laurel diadem he wears. 361 
Would Phabus, ur kis Grauville, but inſpire 
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| Their ſacred vehen:ence of poetic fire; 


1% celebrate ip ſong chat gud-like power, 
Which did the labouring univerſe reftore : 
Fair Albion's cliffs would echo to the ſtrain, 
Aud praife the um that conquer d, to reguin : 
The carth's repaie, and empire o'er the main. 
Still may th? immortal man lis cares repeat, 
To make his bieſſiugs cudleſs as they're great : 
Whilit malice aud ingraritude confels 270 
Ihey've firuve fer rein long without frccefs. 
When, late, Juve's cagle from the pile ſhall ri 
To beur the victor to the boundleſs kits, 
Awhkile the God puts off puterual care, 
Negi«&s the curth, to give tLe heavens a ſtat. 
Newr thee, Aloacs, ſtall the ker ſhine ; 
lis rays reſembling, as his lebours, thine. 
Had ſome fam'd petrict, of the I.atiza blood, 
Like Julius great, and like Octavius good, 
But thus preſerv'd the Latiun Eberries, 
A:jirirg columns fron had reach'd the feicz ; 
Loud 16's the preud carol had ſhook, 

And all the ſtatucs of the yods hd ſpite, 
Nu more the S. ge his raprerc. could purſte s 
He F. s'd; at. ht 1, Wy is 1.15 G with? 
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CLARKE EE MM OM 1% 


ADDRESSED TO THE RIGHT HONOUR ABLE 


THE FARL OF CLAR E, 
AFTERWARDS DUKE OF NEWCASTLE. 


« —Dryadum ſylvas, ſaltuſque ſequamur 
« Intactus, tua, Mzcenas, haud mollia jufſa.” Virs. 


rs oo Rs S007 TO 


HEY that have ſeen thoſe two excellent poems of Cooper's-hill and Windſor- 
' foreſt; the one by Sir J. Denham, the other by Mr. Pope; will ſhew a great 
deal of candour if they approve of this. It was written upon giving the name of 
Claremont to a villa now belonging to the Earl of Clare. The fituation is ſo agreeable 
and ſurprizing, that it inclines one to think ſome place of this nature Ovid at firſt 
upon the ſtory of Narcifſus and Echo. It is probable he had obſerved ſome ſpring arifing 
amongſt woods and rocks, where echos were heard; and ſome flower bending over the 
ſtream, and by conſequence reflected from it. After reading the ſtory in the third book 
of the Metamorphoſis, it is obvious to object (as an ingenious friend has already donc) 
that the renewing the charms of a nymph, of which Ovid had diſpoſſeſſed her, 
« —vox tantum atque oſſa ſuperſunt, 
is too great a violation of poetical authority. I dare ſay the gentleman who is meant, 
would have been well pleaſed to have found no faults. There are not many authors 
one can fay the ſame of: experience ſhews us every day that there are writers who 
cannot bear a brother ſhould ſucceed, and the only refuge from their indignation is by 
being inconſiderable ; upon which reflection, this thing ought to have a pretence to their 
favour. a 
They who would be more informed of what relates to the ancient Britons, and the 


Druids their priefts, may conſult Pliny, Ovid, and the other claſſic authors that have 
mentioned them. 


EL A VER WM-Q0-0-F; Or, if to rant in tragic rage he yields, | 
| Falſe Fkme crics—Atheus; honeſt Truth Moor- 


WI frenzy has of late poſſcſo d the brain? fields. 

Though few can write, yet fewer can | Thus fool'd, he flounces on through floods of ink; 
refrain. I Hags with full-ſail; and riſes but to fink. 20 

Sa rank our ſoil, our bards riſe in ſuch ſtore, -| Some venal pens ſo proſtitute the bays, 

Their rich retaining patrons ſcarce are more. Their panegyrics laſh ; their ſatires praiſe. 


The laſt indulge the fault the firſt commit; 5] So nauceouſly, and ſo unlike, they paint, 

And take off ſtill the offal of their wit. | N——'s an Adonis ; Mr, a ſaint. 

So ſramecleſs, fo abandon'd are their ways; Metius with thoſe fam'd heroes is compar'd, 25 
hey poach Parnaſſus, and lay ſnares for praiſe. | That led in triumph Porus and 'Tallard. 

None ever can witk;ut admirers live, But {ich a ſhamcleſs Muſe muſt laughter move, 
Who have a penſicn or a place to give. Ic |Jhat aims to make Salmoneus vie with Jove. 
Great miniſters ne er fail of great deſerts; | To form great works, puts Fate itſelf to pain; 
The herald gives them blood; the poct, parts. Ev'n Nature labours for a mighty man, 30 
Senſe is of courſe annex d to wealth and power; | And, to perpetuate her Hero's fame, 

No Muſe is proof againſt a golden ſhower. She ſtrains no leſs a Poct next to frame. 
Let but his Lordſhip write ſome poor lampoon, 15 Rare as the Hero's, is the Poct's rage; 
He's Horac'd up in doggre! lite his own : Churchills aud Prydens rife but one? un age. 
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With earthquakes towering Pindar's birth begun ; 
And an echpſe produc'd Alcmena's ſon. 36 
The fire of Gods o'er Phabus caſt a ſhade ; 

But, with a hero, well the world repaid. 

No bard for bribes ſhould proſtitute his vein ; 
Nor dare to flatter where he ſhould arraign, 49 
To grant big Ihraſo valour. Phormio ſenſe, 
Should indignation give, at leaſt offence. 

I hate ſuch mercenaries, and would try 
From this reproach to reſcue poetry. 
Apollo's ſons ſhould ſcorn the ſervile art, 45 
And to court-preachers leave the fulſome part. 
What then—You'll ſay, Muſt no true ſterling 


paſs, 
Becauſe impure allays ſome coin debaſe ? 
Yes, praiſc, if juſtly offer'd, I'll allow; 
And, when I meet with merit, ſcribble roo. 50 
The man who's honeſt, open, and a friend, 
Glad to oblige, uncaſy to offend ; 
Forgiving others, to himſclf ſevere ; 
Though earneſt, eaſy ; civil, yet ſincere ; 
Who ſeldom but through great good-nature crrs; 
Deteſting fraud as much as flatterers ; 56 
"Tis he my Muſe's homage ſhould receive ; 
If I could write, or Holles could forgive. 
But pardon, learned youth, that I decline 
A name ſo lov'd by me, ſo lately thine. 60 
When Pelham you refign'd, what could repair 
A loſs ſo great, unleſs Newcaltle's heir? 
Hydaſpes, that the Aſian plains divides, 
From his bright urn in pureſt cryſtal glides; _ 
But, when new-gathering ſtreams enlarge his 
courſe, 65 
He's Indus nam*d, and rolls with mightier force; 
In fabled floods of gold his current flows, 
And wealth on nations, as he runs, beſtows. 
Pirc& me, Clare, to name ſome nobler Muſe, 
That for her theme thy late receſs may chooſe; 70 
Such bright deſcriptions ſhall the ſubject dreſs, 
Such vary'd ſcenes, ſuch pleaſing images, 
That ſwains ſhall leave their lawns, and nymphs 
their bowers, 
And quit Arcadia ſor a ſeat like yours. 74 
But ſay, who ſhall attempt th* adventurous 


part 
Where Nature borrows dicſs from Vanbrugh's 
art | | 
If, by Apollo tavght, he touch the lyre, 
Stones mount in columns, palaces aſpire, 
And rocks are animated with his fire. 
"Tis he can paint in verſe thoſe riſing hills, 
Their gentle vallies, and their filver rills ; 
Clolc — and opening glades with verdure 
| pread, 
has: + ligking ſweets, and ſhrubs that balſam 
ted; 
With gay variety the proſpect crown'd, 
And all the bright Horizon ſmiliog round. 
Whilſt I attempt to tell how ancient Fame 
Records from whence the Villa took its name. 
In times of old, when Britiſh nymphs were 
knoven 
To love no foreign ſaſhions like their own ; 
When 2 was monſtrous, and fiz-leayes the 
mode, 


And quality put on go pairt bot woad; 
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Of Spaniſh red unheard was then the name 

(For checks were only caught to bluſh by ſhame); 
No beauty, to increaſc her crowd of flaves, 
Roſe out of waſh, as Venus out of waves; 95 
Not yet lead-comb was on the toilet plac'd ; 

Not yet broad cyc-brows were reduc'd by paſte ; 
No ſhape-Imith ſet up ſhop, and drove a trade 
To mend the work wiſe Providence had made ; 
Tires were unheard of, and unknownthe loom, 100 
And thrifty ſilk worms ſpun for time to come; 
Bare limbs were then the marks of modeſty ; 
All like Diana were below the knee. 

The men appear'd a rough, undaunted race, 
Surly in ſhow, unfaſhion'd in addreſs ; 105 
Upright in actions, and in thought ſincere; 

And ſtrictly were the ſame they would appear. 
Honour was plac'd in probity alone; 
Four villains had no titles but their own. 
None travel'd to return politely mad ; 
But ſtill what fancy wanted, reaſon had. 
Whatever Nature aſk*d, their hands could give; 
Unlearn'd in feaſts, they only eat to live. 

No cook with art increas'd phyſicians' fees, 

Nor ſerv'd up Death in ſoup and fricaſees: 115 
Their taſte was, like their temper, unrefin'd; 
For looks were then the language of the mind. 

Ere right and wrong, by turns, ſet prices bore; 
And conſcience had its rate like common whore ; 
Or tools to great employments had pretence ; 120 
Or merit was made out by impudence ; 

Or coxcombs look'd aſſuming in affuirs ; 

And humble friends grew haughty miniſters ; 

In thoſe good days of innocence, here ſtood 

Of oaks, with heads unſhorn, a ſolemn wood, 125 
Frequented by the Druids, to beſtow f 
Religious honcurs on the Mliſſeltoe. 

Ihe naturaliſts are puzzled to explain 
How trees did firſt this ſtranger entertain; 
Whether the buſy birds ingraft it there; 
Or elſe ſome deity's myſterious care, 

As Druids thought ; for, when the blaſtcd oak 
By lightning falls, this plant cſcapes the ſtroke. 
So, when the Gauls the towers of Rome deſac'd, 
And flames drove forward with outrag-ous waſte, 
Jove's favour'd capitol uninjur'd ſtood : 136 
So ſacred was the manſion of a God. 

Shades hunour'd by this plant the Druids choſe, 
Here, for the bleeding victims, alturs roſe. 
Jo Hermes oft' they paid their ſacrifice ; 
Parent of arts, and patron of the wiſc. 

Good rules in mild perſuaſions they convey'd; 
Thcir lives confirming what their lectures ſcid. 
None violated truth, invaded right ; 

Yet had few laws, but will and appetite. 
The people's peace they ſtudied, and proſeſt 
No politics but public interoſt. 

Hard was their lodging, home'y was their food ; 
For all their luxury was doing good. 

No mitred prieſts did then with princes vie, 159 
Nor o'er his maſter claim ſupremacy ; 

Nor were the rules of faith allow'd more pure, 
For being ſeveral centurics obſcure, : 
None loſt their fortuncs, forfeited choir blood, 
For not belicving what non2 underitood. 155 
Nor fir guy, nor ſine- cure, were known ; 

Nor would the Bye work honey for the Drone. 
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Nor was the way invented, to diſmiſs 
Frail Abigails with fat Pluralities. | 
But then, in fillets bound, a hallow'd band 160 
Taught how to tend the flocks, and till the land; 
Could tell what murrains in what months begun, 
And how the ſcaſons travel'd with the fun ; 
When his dim orb ſeem'd wading through the air, 
They told that rainon dropping wings drew near ; 
And that the winds their bellowing throats would 


try, 
When reddening clouds reflect his blood- ſhot eye: 


All their remarks on Nature's laws require | 


More lines than would even Alpin's readers tire. 

This ſe& in ſacred veneration held 170 
Opinions, by the Samian Sage reveal'd ; 
That matter no annihilation knows, 

But wanders from theſe tenements to thoſe 
For when the plaſtic particles are gone, 
They rally in ſome ſpecies like their own ; 
The ſelf- ſame atoms, if new-jumbled, Will 
In ſeas be reſtleſs, and in earth be ſtill; 
Can, in the truffle, furniſh out a feaſt, 
And nauſcate, in the ſcaly ſquill, the taſte. 
Thoſe falling leaves that wither with the year, 180 
Will, in the next, on other ſtems appear. 

The ſap, that now forſakes the buriting bud, 

In ſome new ſhoot will circulate 
The breath to-day that from thc jaſmine blows, 
Will, when the ſeaſon offers, ſcent the roſe; 185 
And thoſc bright flames that in carnations glow, 
Ere long will blanch the lily with a ſnow. 

They hold that matter muſt be ſtill the ſame, 
And varies but in figure and in name ; 

And that the ſoul not dics, but ſkifts her ſcat, 190 

New rounds of life to run, or paſt repeat. 

Thus, when the brave and virtuous ceaſe tg live, 

In beings brave and virtuous they revive. 

Again hall Romulus in Naſſau reign ; 

Great Numa, in a Brunſwick prince, ordain 

Good laws; and Halcyon years ſha!) huſh the 
world again. 

The truths of old traditions were their theme; 
Or Gods deſcending in a morning dream. 

Paſs'd aQs they cited; and tv come, foretold ; 
Aud could events, not ripe for fate, unſold: 205 
Beneath the ſhady covert of an ovk, 

In rhymes uncouth, prophetic truths they ſpoke. 
Attend then, Clare; nor is the legend long; 
Ihe ſtory of thy villa is their ſong. 

The fair Montano, of the ſylvan race, 205 
Was with each beauty bleſs d, aud every grace. 
His fare, green Faunus, guardian of the wood; 
His mother, a ſwift Naiad of the flood. 

Her filver urn ſuppiy'd the neighbouring ſlreams, 
A darling daughter of the bountcous Thames. 210 

Not love her ſeem'd Narciſſus to the eye; 
Nor, when a flower, could boait more fragrancy : 
lis ſkin might with the down of ſwans compare, 
More ſinooth than pearl; than mountaic-ſnuw 

more fair : 
In ſhape ſo poplars or the cedars pleaſe ; 215 
But thoſe are not ſo ſtraight, nor graceful theſe : 
Fits lowing hair in unforc'd ringicrs hung; 
Tuncful his voice, perſuaſive was his tongue; 
The haughtieſt fair ſcarce heard without a Wound, 


But ſunk to ſoftneſs at the meltiug forng. 2. 
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The fourth bright luſtte had but juſt begun 
To ſhade his bluſhing checks with doubtful down. 
All day hc rang*d the woods, and ſpread the toils, 
And knew no pleaſures but in ſylvan ſpoils. 

In vain the nymphs put on each pleaſing grace; 225 

Too cheup the quarry ſeem'd, too ſhort the chace : 

For, though poſſeſſion be th' undoubted view, 

To ſeize is far leſs pleaſure than purſue. 

Thoſe nymphs, that yield too ſoon, their charms 
impair, 

And prove at laſt but deſpicably fair. 

His owa undoing glutton Love decrces ; 

Aud palls the appetite he meant to pleaſe : 

His ſlender wants too largely he ſupplics ; 

Thrives on ſhort meals, but by indulgence dies. 

A grot there was, with hoary moſs o'ergrown,235 

Rough with rude ſhells, and arch'd with moul- 
dering ſtone ; 

Sad filence reigns within the loneſome wall, 

And weeping rills but whiſper as they fall; 

The claſping ivies round the ruin creep, 

And there the bat and drouſy beetle fleep. 

This cell fad Echo choſe, by love betray d, 
A fit retirement fur a mouruing maid. 
Hither, fatigu'd with toil, the Sylvan flies, 
To ſhun the caleuture of ſultry ſkies ; 

But feels a fiercer fame: Love's keenelt dart 24; 
Finds through his eycs a paſſage to his heart. 
Penſive the virgin ſate with folded arms, 
Her tears but lending luſtre to her charzas. 
With pity he beholds her wounding wors ; 
But wants himſelf the pity he beſtows. 

Oh whether of a mortal bora ! he cries; 
Or ſome fair daughter of the diſtant ſkics; 
That, in compaflion, leave your cryſtal ſphere, 
To guard ſome faveur'd charge, and wander 

here: | 
Slight not my uit, nor too ungentle prove; 255 
But pity one, a novice yct in love, 
If words avail not; ſee wy ſuppliant tears; 
Nor dulregard thoſe dumb pciitioners. 

From his complaiut rhe tyrant virgin fLes, 
Aſterting all the empire of her eyes. 260 

Full thrice three days he lingers out in grief, 
Nor ſecks from fleep, or ſuſtenance, relief. 

Ihe lamp of life now caſts a glimmering light; 
Ihe meeting lids his ſetting eyes benight. 

What force remains, the hapleſs lover tries; 265 
Invoking thus his kindred deitics : 

Naftc, parents of the flood, your race to mourn , 
With tears repleniih cach exhauſted urn; 
Retake the life you gave, but let the maid 
Fall a juſt victim to an injur'd ſhade. 

More he cndcavour'd ; but the accents hung 
Half form'd, and ſtopp'd unſiniſh'd on his tongue. 

Far aim the Craces their fad vigils keep; 
Love broke his bow, and wiſh'd for eycs to weep. 
What Gods can do, the mournful Faunus tries; 27 ; 
A mount erccting where the Sylvan lies. 

The rural powers the wondrous pile ſurvcy, 

And poufly their different honours pay. 

Ti aſcent with verdant he: huge Pales ſpread; 279 

Aud uymphs, trauwuforn'd to laursl>, leut the. 
ſhade, 

Her frcom a Naiad from the bails pours ; 

1 % unn. it with l.. ers. 
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Alone Moun 1 atmos claims pro-eminence, 
When ſilver Cynthia lights the woz!1 from thence, 
Sad Echo now laments her rigour, more 285 
Than for Narciſſus her looſe flame before. 
Her fleſh to ſinew ſhrinks, her charms are fled ; 
All day in rif:ed rocks ſhe hides her head. 
Soon as the evening ſhews a ſky ſerene, 
Abroad ſhe trays, but never to be ſeen. 
And ever, as the weeping Naiads name 
Her cruelty, the Nymph repeats the ſame ; 
With them ſhe joins, her lover to deplore, 
And haunts the lonely dales he rang d before. 
Her ſcx's privilege ſhe yet rctains; 295 
And, though to nothing waſted, voice remains. 
So ſung the Druids—then, with rapture fir'd, 
Thus utter what the Delphick God infpir'd : 
Fre twice ten centurics ſhall flect away, 
A Brunſwickprince ſhall Britain*sſceptre ſway. 300 
No more fair Liberty ſhall mourn her chains; 
Ihe Maid is reſcu'd, her lov'd Perſcus reigns. 
From Jove he comes, the captive to reſtore ; 
Nor can the thunder of his Sire do more. 
Religion ſhall dread nothing but diſguilc ; 
And Juſtice need no handage for her eyes. 
Britannia ſmiles, nor fears a ſoreign lord; 
Her ſafety to ſecure, two powers accord, 
Her Neptunc's trident, and her Monarch's 
ſword. | 
Like him, ſhall his Avguſius ſhine in arms, 310 
Though captive to his Carolina's charms. a 
Ages with ſuture heroes ſhe ſhall bleſs ; 

And Vepus once more found an Alban race. 
Then ſhall a Clare in honour's cauſe engage: 
Txample muſt reclaim a graceleſs age. 315 
Where guides themſelves for guilty views miſ- 

lead; 
And laws even by the legiſlators biecd ; 
lis brave contempt of ſtate ſhall teach the proud, 
None but the virtuous are of noble blood : 
For 'Tyrants are but Princes in diſguiſe, 320 
Though ſprung by long deſcents Yrom Ptolemies. 
Right he ſhail vindicate, good luws defend; 
The firmeſt patriot, and the warmeſt friend. 
Great Edward's order early he ſhall wear; 
New light reſtoring to the ſully'd ſtar. 
Oft' will his leiſure this retirement chuſæ, 
Still finding future ſubjeits for the Muſc ; 
And, to record the Sylvan's fatal flame, 
The place ſhall live in ſong, and Claremont be the 
name. 
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385 


TO 


THE LADY LOUISA LENOS: 
WITH OVID's EPISTLES. 


N moving lines theſe few Epiſtles tell 
What fate attends the Nymph that likes too 
well : 
How faintly the ſucceſsful lovers burn; 
And their neglected charms how ladies morrn. 
The Fair you'll find, when loft entrraties fail, 
Aſtrt their unconteſted right, and rail. 
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Too ſoon they liſten, and reſent too late ; 

'Tis fure they love, whene'er they ſtrive to hate. 
Their ſex or proudly ſhuns, — 7 — 
Commencing tyrants, and concluding flaves. 

In differing breaſts what differing paſſions glow ' 
Ours kindle quick, but yours extinguiſh flow. 
The fire we boaſt, with force' uncertain burns, 
And breaks but out, as appetite returns : 

But yours, like incenſe, mounts by ſoft degrees, 
And in a fragrant flame conſumes to pleaſe. 

Your ſex, in all that can engage, excel ; 

And ours in patience, and perſuading well. 
Impartial Nature equally decrees : 

You have your pride, and we our perjuries. 
Though form'd to conquer, yet too oft” you fall 
By giving nothing, or by granting all. 

But, Madam, long will your unpractis'd years 
Smile at the tale of lovers hopes and fears. 
Though infant graces ſooth your gentle hours, 
More ſoft than fighs, more ſweet than breathing 


flowers ; 
Let raſh admigers your keen lightning fear ; 
Tis bright at diſtance, but deſtroys if near. 

The time cre long, if gerſe preſage, will come, 
Your charms ſhall open grfull Brudenell bloom. 
All cyes ſhall gaze, all hearys ſhall homage vow, 
And not a lover languiſh H ſor you. 

The Muſe ſhall ftring her lyre, with garlands 
crown'd, 
And each bright Nymph ſhall ſicken at the ſound. 


So, when Aurora firſt ſalutes the fight, 
Pleas'd we behold the tender dawn of light ; 
But, when with riper red ſhe warms the ſkies, 

In circling throngs the wing'd Muſicians riſe, : 
And the gay groves rejoice in ſymphonies. 

Each pearly flower with painted Beauty ſhines ; 
And every ſtar its ſading fire reſigns, | 


To 


RICHARD EARL OF BURLINGTON, 
WITH OVID's ART OF LOVE. 


MY LORD, 


UR Poet's rules, in eaſy numbers, tell, 
He felt the paſſion he deſcribes ſo well. 
In that ſoft art ſucceſsfully refin'd, 
Though angry Czſar frown'd, the fair were kind. 
More ills from love, from tyrants malice, flow, 
Jove thunder ſtrikes leſs ſure than Cupid's bow. 
Ovid both felt the pain, and found the eaſe ; 
Phyſicians ſtudy moſt their own diſcaſe. 
The practice of that age in this we try, 
Ladies would liſten then, and lovers lye. 
Who flattæ d moſt the fair were moſt polite, 
Each thought her own admirer in the right: 
Jo be but faintly rude was criminal, 
But to be boldly ſo, aton'd for all. 
Breeding was baniſh'd for the fair-one's ſake, 
The ſex ne'er gives, but ſuffers ours ſhould take, 


Advice to you, my lord, in vain we bring; 
The flowers ne'cr fail to meet the blooming 
ſpring. 
Though you poſſeſs all Nature's gifts, take care ; 
Love's has charms, but fatal is her ſnare. 
On ll chat Goddeſs her ſalſe ſmiles beſtows ; 
As on the ſeas ſhe reigns, from whence ſhe 


roſe. | 
- Young Zephyrs figh with fragrant breath, ſoft 


Guide her gay barge, and ſwell the ſilken ſails : 
Each ſilver wave in beauteous order moves, 

Fair as her boſom, gentle as her doves; 

But he that once embarks, too ſurcly finds 

A ſullen ſky, black ſtorms, and angry winds ; 
Cares, fears, and anguiſh, hovering on the coaſt, 
And wrecks of wrrtches Tor folly loſt. 


When coming Lime bleſs you with a 
bride, : 
Let paſſion not perſuade, but reaſon guide; 


inſtead of gold, let gentle Truth endear ; 
She has moſt charms who is the moſt ſincere. 
Shun vain variety, tis Þut Ciſcaſe ; 

Weak appetites are eve 


to plcaſe. 
The nymph muſt fear toYe inquilitive ; 
"Tis ſor the ſex's qui ta believe. 


Her air an eaſy confdEnce muſt ſhow, - 

And ſhun to find what ſhe would dread to 
know; 

Still charming with all arts that can engage, 

And be the Juliana of the age. 


To 


THE DUTCHESS OF BOLTON, 


ON HER STAYING ALI THE WINTER IN run 
COUNTRY. | 


EASE rural conqueſts, and ſet free your 
ſwains, 
To Dryads leave. the groves, to Nymphs the 
plains. 

In penſive dales alone let Echo dwell, 
And each ſad figh ſhe hears with ſorrow tell. 
Haſte, let your eyes at Kent's pavilion “ ſhine, 
It wants but ſtars, and then the work's divine. 
Of late, Fame only tells of yiclding towns, 
Of captive generals, and protected crowns : 
Of purchas'd laurels, and of battles won, 
Lines ſorc'd, ſtates vanquiſh'd, provinces o er- 


run, 
And all Alcides“ labour ſumm'd in one. 
The brave muſt to the fair now yield the 
rize, 
And Engliſh arms ſubmit to Engliſh eyes: 
In which bright liſt among the ſirſt you ſtand ; 
Though each a Goddeſs, or a Sunderland. 
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THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH, 
ON 


His VOLUNTARY BANISHMENT. 


O, mighty prince, and thoſe great nations ſce, 
Which thy victorious arms before made free ; 
View that fam'd column, where thy name cu- 
v'd 

Shall tell their children who their empire ſav'd, 
Point out that marble where thy worth is ſhown, 
To every grateful country but thy own. 
O cenſure undeſerv d! unequal fate ! 
Who ftrove to leſſen him who made her great: 
Which, per'd with ſucceſs and rich in fame, 
Extoll'd his conqueſts, but condemn'd his name. 
But virtue is a crime when plac'd on high, 
Though all the fault's in the beholder's eye; 
Yet he, untouch'd, as in the heat of wars, 
Flies from no danger but domeſtic jars, 
Smiles at the dart which angry Envy ſhakes, 
And only bears for Her whom he ſorſakes : 
He grieves to find the courſe of virtue croſs'd, 
Rluſhing to ſee our blood no better loſt ; 
Di:dains in factious parties to contend, 
And proves in abſence moſt Britannia's ſricnd. 
So the great Scipio of ofd, to ſhun 
That glorious envy which his arms had won, 
Far from his dear, ungrateful Rome retir'd, 
Prepar'd, whene'er his country's cauſe dre. 
Jo ſhinc in peace or war, and be again admir d. 


1 0 


THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN. 
VEST, weeping Lurope bends beneath ber 
I 


And where the ſword deſtroys not, famine kills; 

Our ifle enjoys, by your ſucceſsſul care, 

The pomp of peace, amidſt the woes of war. 

So.much the public to your prudence owes, 

You think no labours long for our repoſe : 

Such cunduR, ſach integrity are ſhown, 

There are no coffers empty, but your own- 
From mean dependance, merit you retrieve, 

Tinaſk'd you offer, and unſcen you give: 

Your favour, like the Nile, increaſe beſtows, 


And yet conceals the ſource from whence it flows. 


No pomp, or grand appearance, you approve : 
A people at their caſe is what you love: 

To leſleu taxes, and a nation ſave, 

Are all the grants your ſervizes would have. 


Thus far the ſtate- machine wants no repair, 


But moves in matchleſs order by your care; 
Free from confuſion, ſettled and ſerenc ; 


And, like the univerſc, by ſprings unſcen. 


But now ſome ſtzr, ſiniſter to our prayers, 


| Contrives new ſchenes, and calls you from aff airs* 
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No anguiſh in your looks, or cares appear, 

But how to teach th' unpractis d crew to ſteer, 

"Thus, like a victim, no conſtraint you nced, 

To expiate their oſſence by whom you bleed. 
Ingrotitadc's a weed of every clime, 

It thrives too faſt at firſt, but fades in time. 

The god of day, and your own lot's the ſame ; 

Ihe vapours you have rais'd, obſcure your name: 

But though you ſuffer, and awhile retreat, 

Your globe of light looks larger as you let, 


HER MAJESTY's STATUE 


1N 
ST. PAUL's CHURCH-YARD. 
EAR the vaſt bulk of that ſtupendous frame, 


Known by the Gentiles' great apoſtle's name; 
With grace divine, great Anna's ſeen to riſe, 
An av ful form that glad's a nation's eyes; 
Beneath her fect four mighty realms appear, 
And with due revercnce pay their homage there. 
Britain and Ireland ſcem to own her grace, 
And cven wild India wears a Imiliug face. 

But France alone with downcaſt eyes is ſeen, 
The ſad attendant of ſo good a Queen: 
Ungruteſul country! to forget ſo ſoon, 

All that great Anna for thy ſake has done: 

When ſworn the kind defender of thy cauſe, 

Spite of her dear religion, ſpite of laws; 

For thee ſhe ſheath'd the terrors of her ſword, 

For thee ſhe broke her Gencral—and her word: 

For thee her mind in doubtful terms ſhe told, 

And lcarn'd to ſpeak like oracles of old. 

For thee, for thee alone, what could ſhe more? 

She loſt the honour ſhe had gain'd before ; 

loft all the trophics which her arms had won 

Such Cæſar never knew, nor Philip's ſon) ; 

Reſign'd the glories of a ten years' reign, 

And ſuch as none but Marlborough's arm could 
gain. 

For thee in annals ſhe's content to ſhine, 

Like other monarchs of the Stuart line. 


4 


ON THE 
NEW CONSPIRACY, 1716. 


HERE, where, degenerate countrymen— 
how high 

Will your fond folly and your madneſs fly ? 
Are ſcenes of death, and {-rvile chains ſo dear, 
To tur for blood and bonduge every year, 
Like rebel Jews, with too much freedom curſt, 
To court a change—thongh certain of the worſt ? 

"There is no climate which you have not ſought, 


V here tools of war, and vagrant kinge, are bought; 
YUL. I. 


| 


( 


O! noble paſſion, to your country kind, 

To crown her with—the refuic of mankind, 

As if the new Rome, which your ſchemes unfold, 
Were to be built on rapine, like the old, 

Whilc her aſylum openly provides 

For every rufhan every nation hides. 

Will you ſtill tempt the great avenger's blow, 
And force the bolt—which he is loath to throw E 
Have there too ſew already bit the plains. 

To make you ſeck new Preſtons and Dumblains 2 
If vengeance loſes its eff- Qs ſo faſt, 
Yet thoſe of mercy ſure—ſhould longer laſt. 

Say, is it raſhneſfs or deſpair provokes 
Your harden'd hearts to theſe repeated ttrokes ? 
Reply :—Bchold, their looks, their ſouls declare, 
All pale with guilt, and dumb with deep deſpair. 

Hear then, you ſons of blood, your deſtin'd fate, 
Hear, ere you fin too ſoon—repent too late. 
Madly you try to weaken George's reign, 

And item the ſtream of Providence in vain. 

By right, by worth, by wonders made cur own, 
The hand that gave it ſhall preſerve his thronc. 
As vain your hopes to diſtant times remove, 
To try the ſecond, or the third from Jove ; 

For tis the nature of that ſacred line, 

To conquer monſters, and to grow divine. 


THE KING OF SPAIN: 


ALLAS, deſtruQtive to the Trojan line, 
Raz'd their proud walls, though built by 
hands divine : 
But Love's bright goddeſs, with propitious grace, 
Preſerv'd a hero, and reſtor d the race. 
Thus the fam'd empire where the Iber lows, 
Fell by Eliza, and by Anna roſe. 


a 7 3 4s 
WRITTEN FOR 
THE TOASTING-GLASSES 
OF THE 
K1T-KAT-CLUB. 1703. 


LADY CARLISLE, 


ARLISLE's a name can every Muſe inſpire 
'To Carlifle fill the glaſs, and tune the lyrc. 
With his lov'd bays the God of Day ſhall crown 
A wit and luſtre equal to his own. 


THE SAME, 


AT once the Sun and Carliſle took their way, 
To warm the frozen north, and kindle day; 
The flowers to botll their glad creation ow'd, 
Their virtues he, their bcautics ſhe beltow'd, 
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Fut brave? hero, and the brighte?t dame. 
From Belgia's happy clime Britannia arcw ; 

One pregnant cloud we find docs often frame 
The awful thunder and the gentle dew. 


THE SANE, 


To Eſſex fill the ſprightly wine; 
The health's engqzing and divine. 
lt pureſt odours iceat the air, 
Aad wreaths of roſes bind our hair: 
In her chaſte lips theſe blaſhivg lic, 
And thoſc her gentle ſighs ſupply. 


LADY UYDE., 


Tax God of Wine grows jcalous of his art, 
He only fires the head, but Hyde the heart, 
Ihe Queen of Love looks on, and ſmiles to lee 
A nymph more mighty than a deity. 


ON LADY HYDE IN CHILI-R3ED, 


Hroe, though in agonics, her graccs keeps. 
A thouſand churins the nymph's complaints 
adorn ; 
In tears of dew ſo mild Aurora weeps, 
But her bright offspring is the chearful morn. 


LADY WHARTON, 


Wurx Jove to Ida did the gods invite, 
Aud in immortal toaſting paſs'd the night, 
With more than nectar he the banquet blcſs'd, 
Tor Wharton was the Venus of the ſeaſt. 
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O- DAF a mighty hero comes, to warm 

Your curdling blood, aud bid you, Britons, 
arm. 

To valour much he owes, to virtue morc; 
He fights to ſave, and conquers to reſtore. 
He ſtrains no text, nor makes dragoons perſuade; 
He likes religion, but he hates the trade. 
Bern ior mankind, they by his labour live; 
"Their property is his prerogative. 
His ſword deſtroys leſs than his mercy ſaves, 
And none, cxcept his paſſions, are his vu. 
Such, Britons, is the prince that you poſcels, 
In council greateſt, and in camps no loſs: 
Pra ve, but not crucl ; wiſe without deccit ; 
Born for an age cur- d wich a Bajazet. 
But you, diſdaining to be too ſecure, 
Affe his protection, and yet grudge his power. 
With you a monarch's right is in diſpute; 
Who give {upplies, are only abſolute. 
Pritons, for ſhame ! your facRticus feuds dueline, 
Too long you've labuur'd fur dus Bourbon Line ; 


| 


POEMS. 


Aſf-rt loſt richts, an Auſtrian prince alone 

Is born to nod upon a Spaniſh throne. 

A cauſ no leſs could on great Eugene call; 
Steep Alpine rocks require an Hannibal: 

He ſhows yon your loſt honour to retrieve; _ 
Our troops will fight, when once the ſenate give. 
Quit your cabals and factions, and in fpite 

Ot Whig and Tory in this cauſe unite, 

One vote will then ſend Anjou back to Trance; 
There let the meteor end his airy dance: 

Elſe to the Mantuan ſoil he may repair, 5 
Ev 'n abdicated Gods were Latium's care, 

At worſt, he'll find ſome Corniſh borough here. 
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MUSICK-MEETING IN VORK- BUI DINGE, 


AY mn{ick and more powerful beautics 

run, 

Who can ſupport the plcaſure and the pain ? 

Here their foft inagick thoſe two Syreus try, 

und it we liſten, or but look, we die. 

hy ſhauld we then the wondrous tales admire, 

Ot Orpheus's numbers, or Amphion's lyre ; 

Of walls erected by harmonious ſkill, 

How mountains mov'd, and rapid ſtreams ſtood 
{till ! 

Behold this ſcene of beauty, and confefs 

The wonder greater, and the fiction leſs. 

Like human victims here we ſtand decrecd 

To worſhip thoſe bright altars where we blecd. 

Who braves his fate in fields, muſt tremble here; 

Triumphant Love more vaflals makes than Fear, 

No {ation homage to the fair demes ; 


| The right divinc's apparent in their ey es. 


Phat empire's fix'd, that's founded in deſire 
Thote Lames, the veſtals guard, can nv'cr cxpifcs 
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THE CORNISH SQUIRE. 
110 dares not plot in this good-natur'd age? 


A COMEDY. 
\ Each place ts privileg'd except the tage ; 
here the dread phazunx of reſormers come, 
Sworn fors to wit, as Carthage was to Rome; 
"Their cars fo ſauctiſy'd, no ſcenes can pleaſe, 
But heavy hymas, or penfive homilies : 
Truths, piainly told, their tender nature wound, 
Young; rakes mutt, like old patriarchs, expound ; 
The painted punk the proſclyte muſt play, 
And bawds, like fi!l-/-vatcs, procure and pray. 
How 1ature is inverted ! ſoon you'll ſec 
Scuates unaunimòous, ang ſects pgree, : 
Jews ut xtordicù Tail, aud Mouks at myſtery. 
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et characters be repreſented true, 

An airy Sinner makes an aukward Pruc. 
With ſorce and fitting freedom vice arraign ; 
Though palpus Aatter, let the ſtage ſpeak plain, | 
If Verres gripes the poor, or Nænius write, 

Call that the robher, this the pariſite. 

Ve'cr aim to make an eagle of an owl; 

Cine2's x ſtateſman; Sydrophel, 2 tog. 

Our cenſure< with want of thought diſpcnſe, 
But tremble 2: the hideous fin of ſenſe. 

Who would not ſuch hard fate as ours bemnan, 
Indicted for ſome wit, and damn'd for none? 
Nut if, to-day, ſome ſcandal ſhould appear, 

Let thoſe preciſe Fartuſſs bind o'er Niolierc, 
Pact, and Papiſt too, they'll furcly maul, 
here's no indulgences at Hick s-Ball. 

(old only can their pious ſpite allay, 

hey call none crimanals chat can but pay: 

(he heedlefs ſhrines with victims they invoke, 
Ihey take the far, and give the gods the ſn-oke. 


, 
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$POKEN AT THE OPENING GF THE 


QUEEN'S THEATRE 1x Tur HAYMARKET. 


UCH was our builder's art, that ſoon as nam'd, 

This fabrick, like the infant wor!d, was ſram'd. + 
"the architet muſt on dull order wait, 
But *tis the Poct only can create. 
None elſe, at pleaſure, can duration give: 
When marble fails, the Muſcs' ſtruQrrcs live, 
The Cyprian fane is now no longer ſcen, 
Though fa.red to the name cf love's fair queen. 
Evn Athens ſcarce in pompous ruin ſtands, 
Though ſiniſh'd by the learn'd Mincrva's h:ui;ds. 
Mor: furc pretages from theſe walls we fiul, 
By Beauty“ ſounded, and by Wit Jug d. 

Ir the good age of ghofliy iguorauce, 
How did cathedrals ritc, and zcal advance i | 
The merry monks ſaid oriions at cafe, 
Large were their nals, and light their penances; 
Pardons for fins were purchas'd with elarcs, 
And none but rogues iu rags d; d remobatcs, 
But, now that pious pageantry '* uno more, 
And ſtages thrive, as cl. urche- did befor 
Your own maguiſicence you here ſurvex, 
lajeſtic columns fand, where dungbills lay, 
And car”; triumplial rife from carts uf ix. 
Swains here are taught to hup., and nympls to 
Kar, 

And big Almanzor's ht mocks Blenheim's have. 
Deſcending geddefies adurn our Ions, 
And quit their bright abode; for gilt machines. 
Should Tove, ſor thiis ſair circle, Icave his the 2c, 
11.4 meet a lightuing fiercer than his own. 
iough to the fin his towering « agics rite, 
They ſcarce could bear the luſtre ©: theſe eyes. 
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TO THE 
TRAGEDY OF CATO. 


HAT odd fantaſtic t!:ings we women do! 
Who wouid not lien when young lovers 
woo ? 
What ! die a maid, yet have the choice of two ! 
Ladies are often cruel te their coſt ; 
To give you pain, themſelves they puniſh moſt. 
Vows of v:rginity ſhould well be weigh'd ; 
T'vo oft” they're cancel'd, though in convents 
made. 
Would you revenge ſuch raſh refolves—you may 
Be ſpiteful—and believe the thing we lay ; 
We kate you, when you're caſily ſaid nay. 
How nceClcfs, if you knew us, were your fears 
Let Love have cycs, and Beauty will have ears. 
Our hearts are form'd, as you yourſelves would 
chooſe, 
Too proud to aſk, too humbie to refuſc : 
We give to merit, and to wealth we ſell; 
He {:ohs with moſt ſucceſs that ſettles well. 
The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix; 
"1is beſt repenting in a coach and fix. 
Blame not our conduct, fince we but purſue 
Thoſe lively lefluns we have learn'd from you: 
Your breaſts no more the fire of beauty warms, 
But wicked wealth uſurps the power of charms. 
What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate, 
To ſwell in ſhow, and be a wretch in ſtate ! 
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow; 
Lv'n churches are no ſanctuerics now; 
There golden idol all your vows receive; 
She ino goddeſs who has nought to give. 
Oh may once more the happy age appear, 
When words were artlcis, and the thoughts ſin- 
cere; 
When gold and grandcur were unenvy'd things, 
Aud courts leſs coveted thun groves and ſprings. 
L.ove then ſhall only moarn when Truta com- 
plains, 
And conſtancy fee} tranſport in its chains; 
Sig he with ſucceſs their owa folt avgiiifh tell, 
And cyes fall utter what the lips conceal : 
Viituc agzin to its bright ſtation clunb, 
And heauty ſcar no cnemy but time: 
"ho fair ſhall liſlen to dcfert atone, 
Aud every Lucia find a Cato s Ion. 
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OUT OF ITALIAN. 

Sa he whom my diſſembled rigor z 
griu v: 5 

Pu know whit torment to my foul it gives 

Fe ind how for.aly 1 return his flame 


Ad „ant myfelſ the pity be would clam 
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28 GARTH'S POEMS. 


Immortal gods! why has your doom decreed 
T'wo wounded hearts with equal pangs ſhould 
blecd ? 
Since that great law, which your tribunal guides, 
Has join'd in love whom deftir.v divides; 
Repent, ye powers, the injurics you cauſe, 
Or change our natures, or reform your Jaws, 
Unhappy partnec: of my killing pam, 
Think what I feel the moment you complain. 
Each ſigh you utter wounds my tendereſt part, 
So much my lips miſrepreſent my heart. 
When from your cycs the falling drops diſtil, 
My vital blood in every tear you ſpill: 
And all thoſe mournful agonies I hear, 
Are but the echoes of my own deſpair. 


— — . — . — 


AN 
TMITATION OF A FRENCH AUTHOR, 


AN you count the filver lights 
That deck the ſkies, and cheer the nights; 
Or the leaves that ſtrow the vales, 
When groves are ſtript by winter-gales; 
Or the drops that in the morn 
Hang with tranſparent pearl the thorn ; 
Or bridegroom's joys, or miſer's cares, 
Or gameſter's oaths, or hermit's prayers ; 
Or envy's pangs, or love's alarms, 
Or Marlborough's'a&s, or n's charms ? 


ANACREONTIC EPISTLE 
TO MR. GAY, 


O N AIS POEMS. 
HEN Fame did c' er the ſpacious plain 
The lays ſhe once had learn'd repeat 
Or liſten'd to the tuncful ſtrain, 
And wonder'd who could fing ſo ſweet. 
Twas thus. The Graces held the lyre, 
Th' harmonious frame the Muſes ſtrung, 
The Loves and Smiles compos'd the choir, 
And Gay tranſcrib'd what Phorbus ſuny. 


TO THE 
MERRY POETASTER 
&T To 
SDL -I LI. IN CHEAPSIDE. 


NWTELDY pedant, Ict thy aukward Muſe, 
J With cenſu:es praiſe, with flatteries abuſe. 
To laſh, and not be felt, in thee's an art; 
Thou ne&t'er mad'ſt any, but thy ſchoolk-boys, 
ſr1art. 
Then be advis'd, and ſc:ibble not again; 
Shot 'r: faihiv:'d for a Nail, and not a pen. 


If B's immortal wit thou would'ſt decry, 
Pretend 'tis he that writ thy poetry. 
Thy feeble ſatire ne'er can do him wrong ; 


Thy poems and thy patients live not long. 


THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN 
TO 


DR GAR T I. 
UPON THE LOSS OF MISS DINGLE : 


IN RETURN TO THE DOCTOR S CONSOLATORY 
VERSES TO HIM UPorx TUE LOSS OF ulis xo. 


OU. who the pangs of my embitter'd rage 
Could'ſt, with thy never-dying verſe, af- 
ſuage ; 
Immortal verſc, ſecure to live as long 
As that curs d proſe that did condemn thy ſong : 
Thou, happy Bard, whoſe double-gifted pen, 
Alike can cure an aking corn, or ſpleen; 
Whoſe lucky hand adminiſters repoie 
As well to breaking heart, as broken noſe ; 
Accept this tribute: think it all I had, 
In recempeute of thine, when I was Jad. 

What though it comes froman unpractis'd Muſc, 
Bad at the beſt, grown worſe by long diſuſe ; 
In ſilence loſt, ſince once I did complain 
Of Wiv—1's cold neglect in humble ſtrain ; 
When, check'd by flaviſh conſcience, ſhe deny'd 
To throw aſide the nicce, and act the bride : 
Yet ſure I may be thought among the throng, 
If not to ſing, to whiſtle out a ſong : 

Then take the kind remembrance of my verſe, 
While Pingle's loſs with ſorrow I rehearſe, 


Dingle is loſt, the hollow caves reſound 


Dingle is loſt, and multiply the found ; 
Till Echo, chaunting it by juſt degree, 
Shortens to Ding, then ſoftens it to D. 

Dingle is loſt : where's now the parent's care, 
The boaſted force of picty and prayer ? 
No more ſhall ſhe within thy ſpacmus hall 
Lead up the dance, and animate the ball; 
Deſerted thus, no more ſhalt thou enguge 
Under the roof to Mhartonize the age. 
Train'd by thy care by thy cxaniple led, 
Early ſhe learnt to ſcorn the nuptial bed; 
In vain by thy advice cnlarg'd her mind, 
And vew'd, like thee, to multiply her kind: 
For Dingle thou didit bleſs the nether ik ĩcs; 
In hopes a mingled race might once ariſe, 
To ſouth; thy hoary age, and cluſe thy dying 

eyes. — 1 

Leama, ye induling parents, learn from hence: 
Think mot compliance c'er will influence. 
The fifth command alone you did enjoin, 
And franhly give her up the other nine: 
Yet ſhe, though that, and that alone, was preſs'd, 
RegarCicls of your will, the ſiith trunſgreſs d. 
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But oh! my friend, conſider, though ſhe's gone, For nought could brighter make her luſtre ſhine, 
She left no coffers empty but her own ; Than to withdraw, and ſingle it from thine. 
Her mind, that did direct the great machine, Then think of this; and pardon, when you ſee, 
Mov'd, like the univerſe, by ſprings unſeen ; Thoſe virtues you ſo late admir'd in mc. 

And, though from thy inſtructions ſhe retreats, 
Her globe of light grows larger as ſhe lets ; 


OVID's METAMORP HOSES. 


B O O K XIV. 


ThE Upon the beach a winding bay there les, 
Sl herd from 1-as, and ſhaded from the fies: 
TRANSFORMATION OF SCYLLA. | This ftation Scylla choſe; a ſoft retreat 
| From chilling winds, aud raging Caucer's heat 
OW Gla with 2 lover's haſte. bounds - Ihe vengeſul Sorcereſs viſits this receſs ; 
Pas... : OY Her charm iufuſes, and infect: the place. 
The ſwelling waves, and ſeeks the Latian ſhorc. | Soon as the nymph wades 1n, her nether parts 


Mefſena, Rhegium, and the karren coaſt Turn into dogs; then at herſelf ſhe ſtarts. 

Of flaming At na, to his ſight are Joit ; | A ghaſtly horror in her eyes appears: 

At length he gains the Tyrrhene ſeas, and views But yet ſhe knows not who it is ſhe fears; 

The hills where baneful philtres Circe brews; In vain ſhe offers from herſclt to run, 

Monſters in various forms around her prels ; And drags about her what ſhe itr ives to ſhun, 

As thus the God ſalutes the Sorcereſs ; | Oppr cts'd with gr ief the Pitying God appears, 
O Circe, be indulgent to my gricf, And [wells the rifing ſurges with his tcars; 

And give a love- ſick deity rclict. From thc: diſticfled Sorcereſs he flics; 

Loo well the mighty power of plants I know, Her art reviles, and her addreſs denics : 

To thoſe my figure and new fate 1 owe. \Whiltt hapleſs Scylla, chang'd to rocks, decrets 

Againſt Meſſena, on th* Auſonian coaſt, Deſtruction to tkoſe barks that beat the ſcas. 


I Scyllz view'd, and from that hour was loſt. 
In tendereſt ſounds I ſucd ; but ſtill the fair 
Was deaf to vows, and pitileſs to prayer. 


TUE 
if numbers can avail, exert their power ; 
Or encrgy of plants, if plants have mord. VOYAGE OF ANEAS 
I aſk no cure; let but the virgin pine 
With dying pangs, or agonics, like mine. 9 
No longer Circe could her flame diſguiſe, Here bulg'd the pride of fam'd Ulyſles' flect ; 
But to the ſuppliant God Marine, 1epli:: : But goud Annas ſcap'd the fate he mict. 
When maid: are coy, have maulicr aims in As to the Lation ſhore the Trojan ſtood, 
view; And cut with well-tim'd oars the foaming flood : 
Leave thoſe that fly ; but thoſe that like, purſue. {| Be weather'd ſell Charybdis : but erc-long 
If love can be by kind compliance won ; Ihe {kics were darken'd, and the tempeſt ſtrong. 
SCe, at your fect, the Daughter of the Sun. | Then to the Lybian coaſt he ſtretches o'er ; 
Sooner, ſaid Claucus, ſhall the aſh remove And makes zt length the Carthagiuian ſhore. 
From mountains, and the ſwelling ſurges love; | Here Dido, with an hoſpitable care, 
Or humble ſca-weed to the hills repair; Into her heart receives the wanderer. 
E'er 1 think any but my Scylla fair. From ler kind arms th' uugratciul hero flies; 
Straight Circe reddens with a guilty ſhame, Ihe injur'd queen looks on with dying cycs, 
And vows revenge for her rejected flame. then to her tolly falls a Zacrifice. 
Fierce liking oft“ af pite as fierce creates ; Aro now ſcts fail, and, plying, gains 
For love retfus'd, without averſion, hates. Fair Eryx, where his friend Accit-sr.:gns 3 
To hart her hapleſs rival, ſhe procecd-; Firit to bis {ice ducs funeral rites decree, 
And, by the fall of Scyila, Glaucus blecds., Thou gives the fignul next, and ſtands ro fea ;; 
Some faſcinating beverage now ſhe brews, Cut-rwns the ilunds whore volcancs roar; 
Compos'd of deadly drugs and bancful juice. (ole char of Byrens and their iaichleſs lavre 2 
At Khegium ſhe arrives; the occan braves, Bot loies Palinarys in the way; 
Aud treats with un s: Act the builug ©; . 
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THE 
TRANSFORMATION OF CERCOPLANS 
INTO APES. 


The gallics now by Pythecuſa paſs ; 
The name is from the natives of the place, 
The Father of the Gods, deteſting lies, 
Oft”, with abhorrence, heard their perqurics. 
Th' abandon'd race, transform'd to beaſts, began 
To mimic the impertinence of man. 
Flat-nos'd, and furrow'd; with grimace they grin; 
And look to what they were too near akin ; 
Merry in make, and buſy to no end; 
Tims moment they divert, the next offend : 
So much this fpecics of their paſt retains ; 


Though loſt the language, yet the noiſe remains. 


ANEAS DESCENDS TO HEI. L. 


Now, on his right, he leaves Parthenope : 

His left, Miſenus jutting in the ſea : 
Arrives at Cuma, and with awe ſurvcy'd 
The grotto of the venerable maid; 

Begs leave through black Avernus to rctire, 
And view the much-lov'd manes of his fire, 
Straight the divining virgin rais'd her eyes; 
And, foeming with a holy rage, replies: 

0 2 whoſe worth thy wondrous works pro- 

mz 

The flames, thy piety; the world, thy fame. 
Though great be thy requeſt, yet ſhalt thou ſre 
Th' Elyſian fields, th* infernal monarchy ; 
by parent's ſhade : this arm thy ſteps ſhall guide: 
To fuppliant virtue nothing is deny'd. 

She ſpoke, and pointing to the golden bough, 
Which in th” Avernian grove refulgent grew, 
Scize that, ſhe bids : he liſtens to the maid ; 
Then views the mournſul manſions of the dead; 
The ſhade of great Anchiſes, and the place 
Py Fates determin'd to the Trojan race. 

As back to upper Light the hero came, 

He thus ſalutes the viſionary dame : 

O. whether ſome propitious deity, 

Or lov'd by thoſe bright rulers of the ſky ! 
With gratzful incenſe I ſhall file you one, 

And deem no godhead greater than your own. 
"Twas you reſtor'd me from the realms of night, 
And gave me to behold the fields of light; 

To feel the breezes of congenial air, 


And nature's bleſt benevolcnce to ſhare. 


THE STORY OF THE SIBYL. 


I am no deity, reply'd the Dame, 
But mortal, and religious rites diſclaim, 
Yet had avoided Dezth's tyrannic ſway, 
Had I conſented to the God of Day. 
With promiſes he ſought my love, and faid, 
Have all you wilt, wy fair Cum: æan maid. 


— 


G ART HDS POEMS. 


I paus'd ; then, pointing to a heap of ſan, 

For every grain, to live a year, demand. 

But ah ! unmindful of th' effect of time, 

Forgot to covenant ſor youth, and prime. 

The ſmiling bloom, I boaſted once, is gouc, 

And feeble age with lagging limbs creeps on. 

Seven centvrics have 1 liv'd ; three morc fulfil 

The period of the years to finiſh ſtill. 

Who'll think, that Phorbus, dreſt in youth divinc, 

Had once believ'd his luſtre leſs than mine ? 

This wither d frame (ſo Fates have yyill'd} ſhall 

waſte 

To nothing, but prophetic words, at laſt. 
The Sibyl mounting now from nether ſkies, 

And the fam'd lan prince, at Cuma riſc. 

He ſail'd, and near the place to anchor came, 

Since call'd Cajeta, from his nurſe's name. 

Here did the luckleſs Macarcus, a friend 

Lo wiſe Ulyſſes, his long labours end. 

Here, wandering, Achæmerides he meets, 

And ſudden thus his lare affociate greets : 

Whence came you here, Q fricnd, and whither 


bound ? 
All gave you loſt on far Cyclopean ground; 
A Grec&'s at laſt aboard a Trojan found. 


THE 


ADVENTURES OF ACILEMENIDES. 


Thus Achzmenides—with thanks I name 


| ZEncas, and his piety proclaim. 


I *ſcap'd the Cywlops through the Hero's aid, 
Elſe in his maw my mangled limbs had laid. 
When firſt your navy under fail. he found, 
He rav'd, till Ætna labaur'd with the ſound. 
Raging he ſtalk'd along the mountain's fide, 
Aud vented clouds of breath at every ſtride. 
His ſtaff a mountain aſh; and in the clouds 
Oft', as he walks, his griſly front he ſhrouds. 
Eyeleſs he grop'd about with vengeful haſte, 
And juſtled promontories, as he paſs'd. 
Then heav'd a rock's high ſummit to the mag, 
And bellow'd, like ſome burſting hurricaue : 

Oh! could I ſeize Ulyſſes in his flight, 
How unlamented were ry lois of fight ! 
Theſe jaws ſhould pizce-meal tear each panting 

vein, | 
Grind cvery crackling bone, and pound his brain. 
As thus he rav'd. my joints with horror ſhook ; 
Ihe tide ot blood my chilling heart forſook. 
I ſaw him once diſgorge huge morſels, raw, 
Of wretches undigeſted in his maw. 
From the pale breatlhileſs trunks whole limbs he 
tore, 

His beard all clotted with o'crflowing gore. 
My anxious hours I paſs'd in caves; my iood 
Was forcit fruits, and wudings of th: wood. 
At length a fail 1 wafted, and aboard 
My fortune found an hoſpitable lord. 

Now, in return, your own adventures tell, 
Ard wht, Hue firit you put to ſea, belcl. 
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THE 
ADVENTURES OF MACAREUS. 


Then Macarcus—There reign'd a prince of 
fame, 
Oer Tuſcan ſcas, and Zfolus his name. 
A largeſs to Ulyfſcs he conſign'd, : 
And in a ſftecr's tough hide inc los'd a wind. 
Nine days before the ſwelling gale we ran ; 
Ihe tenth, to make the meeting land, began: 
When now the merry mariners, to find 
Imagin'd wealth within, the bag unhind. 
* out- ruſh d a guſt, which backwards 
re 
Our gallics to the Lſtrigonian ſhore, 
Whoſe crown Antiphates the tyrant wore. 
Some ſew commithon'd were with ſpeed to treat; 
We to his court repair, his guards we mect. 
Two friendly flight preferv'd; the third was 
doom'd, 

'To be by thoſe curs'd cannibals conſum'd. 
intumanly our hapleſs friends they treat; 
Our men they murder, and deſtroy our lect. 
In time the wiſe Uhyſſes bore away, 
And dropp'd his anchor in yon faithleſs bay. 
Ihe thoughts of perils paſt we flill retain, 
And ſcar to land, till lots appoint the men. 
Polites true, Elpenor given to wine, 
Eurylochus, myſclf, the lots aſlipn. 
Deign*d for dangers, and reſolv'd to dare, 
To Circe's fatal palace we repair. 


—— — 


TUE 


ENCHANTMENTS OF CIRCE. 


Before the ſpacious front, a herd we find 
Of beaſts, the fierceſt of the ſavage kind. 
Our trembling ſteps with blandiſhments they meet, 
And fawn, unlike their ſpecies, at our feet. 
Within upon a ſumptuous throne of ſtate, 
On golden columus rais'd, th' Enchantreſs ſate. 
Rich was her robe, and amiable her mien, 
Her aſpect awſul, and ſhe look'd a queen. 
Her maids not mind the loom, nor houſhold care, 
Nor wage in needle-work « Scythian war; 
But cull in caniſters diſaſtruus flowers, 
And plants from hauntcd heaths, and fairy 
buwers, 
With brazen, fickles reap'd at planetary hours. 
Each duſe the Goddeſs weighs with watchful cye ; 
Jo nice her art in impious pharmacy ! 
Entering the greets us with a gracious look, 
And airs, that ſuture amity beſpoke. 
Her ready Nymphs ſcrve uy a rich repaſt, 
The bowl ſhe daſhes firſt, then gives to taſte. 
Quick, to our own undoing, we comply; 
Her puwer we prove, and ſhew the ſorcery. 
Son, in a length of face, our head extends; 
Our chin {tiff briltles hears, aud ſorvward bends. 
A breaQth of brawn new burniit:cs our ucck ; 
uon We grunt, as we begin 20 Peak. 
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Alone Eurylochus refus'd to taſte, 
Nor to a beaſt obſceue the man debas'd. 
Hither Ulyſſes haſtes ' fo Fates command), 
And bears the powerful Moly in his hand; 
Unſheaths his ſcymitar, aſſaults the dame, 
Preſerves his ſpecics, and remains the ſame. 
The nuptial right, this outrage ſtraight atteods; 
The dower delir'd is his transfigur'd fricuds. 
The incantation backwards ſhe repcats, 
Inverts her rod, and what ſhe did defeats. 

And now our ſkin grows ſmooth, our ſhap⸗ 

upright ; 

Our arms ſtretch up, our cloven feet unite. 
With tears our weeping general we embrace; 
Hang on his neck, and melt upon his face ; 


Twelve filver moons in Circe*'s court we ſtay, 


Whilſt there they waſte th* unwilling hours away, 
"I'was here I ſpy'd a youth in Parian ſtone ; 

His head a pccker bore ; the cauſe unknown 

To paſſengers. A Nymph of Circe's train 

"The myſtery thus attempted to explain. 


_ — .. — —— 


THE 
STORY OF PICUS AND CANENS, 


Picus, who once th' Auſonian ſceptre held, 
Could rein the ſtced, and fit him for the ficld : 
So like he was to what you ſee, that till 
We doubt if real, or the ſculptor's ſkill. 

The Graces in the finiſh'd piece, you find, 

Are but the copy of his fairer mind. 

Four luſtres ſcarce the royal youth could name, 
Till every love-fick nymph confeſs'd a flame. 
Oft* for his love the mountain Dryads ſu d, 
And every ſilver ſiſter of the flood: | 
Thoſe of Numicus, Albula, and thoſe 

Where Almo creeps, and haſty Nar o'erflows : 
Where ſedgy Anio glides through ſmiling meads, 
Where ſhady Farfar ruftles in the reeds : 

And thoſe that love the lakes, and homage owe 
To the chaſte Goddeſs of the filver bow. 

In vain each nymph her brighteſt charms put cn, 
His heart no ſovereign wo obey but one: 
She whom Venilia, on Mount Palatine, 

To Janus bore, the faircſt of her line. 

Nor did her face alone her charms confeſs, 

Her voice was raviſhing, and plcas'd no leſs. 
Whene'er ſhe ſung, ſo melting were her ſtgains, 
Ihe flocks unſed fecm'd liſtening on the plains ; 
The rivers would ſtand ſtill, the cedars bend; 
Ard birds negle& their pinions to attend: 

Ihe ſavage kind in foreſt-wilds grow tame; 

And Canens, from her heavenly voice, her name. 

Hymen had now in ſome ill-tated hour 
Their hands united, as their hearts before. 
Whilſt their ſoft moments in delights they waſte, 
And cach new duy was dcarer than the paſt ; 
Picus would ſometimes o'er the foreſts rove, 
And mingle fports with intervals of love. 

It chanc'd, as once the foaming boar he chac'd, 


| His jewels ſparkling on his 'Tyrian veſt, 


Laſctvious Circe well the youth ſurvey'd, 
As impling on the flowery kills ſhe ftray's. 
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Her wiſhing eyes their ſilent meſſage tell. 

And from her lap the verdant miſchicf fell. 

As ſhe attempts at words, his courſer ſprings 

Q'er hills, and lawns, and ev'n a wiſh outwings. 
Thou ſhalt not ſcape me fo, pronounc'd the 

dame, 

plants have power, and ſpells be not a name. 

She ſaid—ard forthwith ſorm'd a boar of air, 

That ſought the covert with diflembled fear. 

Swift to the thicket Picus wings his way 

On foot, to chace the viſton:7ry prey. | 
Now ſhe invokes the daughters of the night, 

Docs noxious juices ſmcar, and charms recite ; 

Such as can veil the moon's more ſceble fire, 

Or ſhade the golden luſtre of her fire, 

In filthy fogs ſhe hides the chearful noon ; 

"The guard at diſtance, and the youth alone: 

By thoſe fair eyes, ike cries, and every grace 

'That finiſh all the wonders of your face, 

(m! I conjure thee, hear a queen complain; 

Nor let the ſun's ſoft lineage ſue in vain. 
Whoe'er thou art, replied the king, ſorbear, 

None can my pathon with my Caner:: ſhare, 

She firſt my every tender wiſh poſſeſt, 

And found the ſoft approaches to my breaſt, 

In nuptials bleſt, each looſe deſire we ſhun, 

Nor time can end what innocence begun. 
Think not, ſhe cry'd, to ſaunter out a life 

Of form, with that domeſtic drudge © wife ; 

My juſt revenge, dull fool, cre long, ſhall ſhow 

What ills we women, if refus'd, can do : | 

Think me a woman, and a lover too. 

From dear ſucceſsful ſpite we hopc for eaſe, 

Nor fail to pfiniſh, where we fail to pleaſe. 
Now twice to eaſt ſhe turns, as oft' to weſt ; 

Thrice waves her wand, as oft a charm expreſt. 

On the loſt youth her magic power ſhe tries; 

Aloft he ſprings, and wonders how he flies. 


On painted plumes the woods he ſecks, and ſtill 
Ihe monarch oak he pierces with his bill. 
Thus chang'd, no more o'er Latian lands he reigns; 
Of Picus nothing but the name remains. 
'The winds from drizling damps now purge the 
air, 
The miſts ſubſide, the ſcitling ſkies are fair : 
The court their ſovercign ſeek with arms in hand, 
They threaten Circe, and their Lord demand. 
Quick ſhe invokes the ſpirits of the air, | 
And twilight elves, that on dun wings repair 
To charnels, and th* unhallow'd ſepulchre. 
— — to tell, the plants fweat drops of 
The trees are toſs'd from ſoreſts where they ſtood; 
Blue ſerpents o'er the tainted herbage flide, 
Pale glaring ſpectres on the æther ride; 
* earth yawns; rent rocks forſake their 
* 
And _ quarrics heave their ſtubborn 
cads. 
The ſad ſpectators, ſtiſſen'd with their ſears, 
She ſees, and ſudden every limb ſhe ſmears ; 
Then each of ſo vage beaſts the figure bears. 
The ſun did now to weſtern waves retire, 
In tides to tempcr his bright world of fire. 
Canens laments her royal huſband's ſtay; 
Ill ſuits fond love with ablcnce, or delay: 


| 
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Where ſhe commands, her ready people run; 

She wills, retracts; bids, and forbids anon. 

Reſtleſs in mind, and dying with deſpair, 

Her breaſts ſhe beats, and tears her flowing hair. 

Six days and nights ſhe wanders on, as chance 

Directs, without or lcep, or ſuſtenance. 

Tiber at Jaſt beholds the weeping fair ; 

Her feeble limbs no more the mourner bear; 

Stretch'd on his banks, ſhe to the flood complains, 

And faintly tunes her voice to dying ſtrains. 

The fickening ſwan thus hangs her ſilver wings, 

And, as ſhe droops, her elegy ſhe fings : 

Ere-long ſad Canens waſtes to air; whilſt Fame 

"The place till honours with her hapleſs name. 
Here did the tender tale of Picus ccaſe, 

Above belief the wonder, I conſeſs. 

Again we fail, but more diſaſters meet, 

Foretold by Circe, to our ſuffering flect. 

Myſelf, unable further woes to bear, 

Declin'd the voyage, and am refug'd here. 
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ANEAS ARRIVES IN ITALY, 
Thus Macarcus—Now with a pious aim 


Had good Zneas rais'd © funeral flame, 
In honour of his hoary nurſe's name. 
Her epitaph he fix d; and ſetting fail, 
Cajeta left, and catch'd at every gale. 

He ſteer'd at diſtance from the faithlefs ſhore 
Where the falſe Goddeſs reigns with fatal powcr 
And * thoſe grateſul groves, that ſhade the 

in, 
Where iber rolls majeſtic to the main, 
And fattens, as he runs, the fair campain. 

His kindred Gods the Hero's wiſhes crown 
With fair Lavinia, and Latinus' throne : : 
But not without a war the prize he won - 
Drawn up in bright array the battle ſtands : 
Turnus with arms his promis'd wife demands. 
Hetrurians, Latians, equal fortune ſharc ; 

And doubtful long appears the face of war. 

Both powers from neighbouring princes ſeek 
ſupphes, 

And embaſſies appoint for new allies. 

Eneas, for relief, Evander moves; 

His quarrel he aſſerts, his cauſe approves.” 

The bold Rutilians, with an equal ſpced, 

Sage Venelus diſpatch to Diomede. 

The king, late griefs revolving in his mind, 

Theſe reaſons for ucutrality aſhgn'd : 

Shall I, of one povr dotal town poſſeſt, 

My people thin, my wretched country waſte, 

An exil'd prince, and a ſhaking throne ; 
Or riſk my patron's ſubjects, or my own ? 
You'll grieve the harſhneſs of our hap to hear; 
Nor can I tell the tale without a tcar. 
CO ————o——_—_—_—_ ——— 


THE 
ADVENTURES OF DIOMEDES, 


After fam'd Ilium was by Argives won, 
And flames had finiſh'd what the ſword begua ; 
Pallas, incens'd, purſucd us to the main; 

In vengeance of her violated ſane. 


G ART Hs 


Alone Oileus forc'd the Trojan maid, 

Yet all were puniſh'd for the brutal deed. 

A ſtorm begins, the raging waves run _ 

The clouds look heavy, and benight the ſky ; 

Red ſhects of lightning o'er the ſeas are ſpread, 

Our tackling yields, and wrecks at laſt ſuccecd. 

is tedious our diſaſtrous ſtate to tell; 

Even Priam would have piticd what befel. 

Yet Pallas ſaved me from the ſwallowing main ; 

At home new wrongs to meet, as Fatcs ordain. 

Chac'd from my country, I once more repeat 

All ſuffering ſeas could give, or war compleat ; 

For Venus, mindful of hier wound, decreed 

Still new calamitics ſhould paſt ſucceed. 

Agmon, impatient through ſucceſſive ills, 

With fury, Love's bright Goddeſs thus reviles : 

Theſe plagues in ſpite to Diomede are ſent ; 

1he crime is his, — ours the puniſhment. 

Let each, my friends, her puny ſpleen deſpiſe, 

And dare that haughty kariot cf the ſkics. 
The reſt of Agmon's inſolence complain, 

And of irrevercnce the wretch arraign. 

About to anſwer, his blaſpheming throat 

Contracts, and ſhricks in ſome diſdainful note. 

'To his new ſkin a fleece of feathers clings, 

Hides his late arms, and Jjengthens into wings. 

The lower features of his face extend, 

Warp into horn, and in a beak deſcend. 

Some more experience Agmon's deſtiny z 

And, whecling in the air, like ſwans they fly. 

Theſe thin remains to Daunus' realms I bring, 

And here I reign a poor precarious king. 


— — — — — 


THE 


TRANSFORMATION OF APPULUS. 


Thus Diomedes. Venulus withdraws ; 
Unſped the ſervice of the common cauſc. 
Puteoli he paſſes, and ſurvey 'd 
A cave long honour'd for its awful ſhade. 
Here trembling reeds exclude the piercing ray, 
Here go nm in gentle falls through windings 

ray, 
And with a paſſing breath cool Zephyrs play. 
The goat-herd God frequents Foy . 
As once the wood-nymphs oſ the ſylvan race, 
Till Appulus, with a diſhoneſt air, 
And groſs behaviour, baniſh'd thence. the fair. 
The bold buſſoon, whenc'er they tread the green, 
Their motion mimicks, but with geſt obſcene, 
Loole language oft* he utters ; but ere long 
A bark in filmy net-work binds his tongue. 
Thus chang'd, a baſe wild olive he remains; 
The ſhrub tlie coarſeneſs of the clown retains. 


— — . — — — 


THE 


TROJAN SHIPS TRANSFORMED TO 


SEA-NYMPHS. 


Meanwhile the Latians all their power prepare 
Gainſt ſortus e and the foe to puſh the war. ; 
With Phrygian blood the floating fields they ſtain; 
But ſhort of ſuccours, il! contend in vain. 
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Turnus remarks the Trojan fleet ill-man'd, 
Unguarded, and at anchor near the ſtrand ; 
He thought, and ſtraight a lighted brand he bore, 
And fire invades what ſcap'd the waves before. 
The billows from the kindling prow retire ; 
Pitch, roſin, ſearwood, on red wings aſpire, 
And E EN his attribute of 
This when the mother of the Gods beheld, 
Her towery crown ſhe ſhook, and ſtood reveal'd ; 
Her brindled lions rein'd, unveil'd her head, 
And, hovering o'er her favour d fleet, ſhe ſaid ; 
Ceaſe Turnus, and the heavenly powers reſpect, 
Nor dare to violate what I protect. 
Theſe gallies, once fair trees, on Ida ſtood, 
And gave their ſhade to cach deſcending God, 
Nor ſhall conſume; irrevocable Fate 
Allots their being no determin'd date. 
Straight yu of thunder Heaven's high arches 
rend, | 
The hail-ſtones leap, the ſhowers in ſpouts deſcend. 
The winds with widen'd throats the ſignal give ; 
The cables break, the ſmoaking veſſels drive. 
Now. wondrous, as they beat the foaming flocd, 
The timber ſofteus into fleſh and bloed; 
The yards and oars new arms and legs deſign ; 
A trunk the hull; the flender keel, a ſpine ; 
The prow a female face ; and by degrees 
The gallies riſe green daughters of the ſeas, 
Sometimes on coral beds they fit in ſtate, 
Or wanton on the waves they fear'd of late. 
The barks, that beat the ſeas, are ſtill their care, 
Themſelves remembering what of late they were ; 
To ſave a Trojan fail, in throngs they preſs, 
But ſmile to ſee Alcinous in diftreſs. 
Unable were thoſe wonders to deter 
The Latians from their unſucceſsful war. 
Both ſides for doubtful victory contend ; 
And on their courage, and their Gods, 
Nor bright Lavinia, nor Latinus' crown, 
Warm their great ſoul to war, like fair renown. 
Venus at laſt beholds her godlike ſon 
Triumphant, and the field of battle won; 
Brave Turnus lain ; ſtrong Ardea but a name, 
And buricd in fierce deluges of flame; 
Her towers, that boaſted once a ſovereign ſway, 
The fate of fancy'd grandeur now betray. 
A famiſh'd heron from the aſhes ſprings, 
Ard beats the ruin with diſaſtrous wings ; 
Calamitics of towns diſtreſt ſhe ſeigns, ; 
And oft', with woeful ſhrieks, of war complains, 
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THE 
DEIFICATION OF ENEAS. 


Now had ZEneas, as ordain'd by Fate, 
Surviv'd the period of Saturnia's hate : 
And, by a ſure irrevocable doom, 
Fix'd the immortal majeſty of Rome. 
Fit for the ſtation of his kindred ſtars, 
His mother Goddeſs thus her ſuit prefers : 
Almighty arbiter, whoſe powerful nod 
diſtant earth, and bows our own abode : 
F 
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To thy great pogeny indulgent be, 
And rank the Goddeſs-born a deity. 
Already has he view'd, with mortal eyes, 
Thy brother's kingdoms of the nether ſkies. 
Forthwith a conclave of the Godhead meets, 
Where Juno in the ſhining ſenate ſits. 
Remorſe for paſt e the Goddeſs fcels ; 
"Then thundering Jove th* almighty mandate ſeals; 
Allots the prince of his celeſtial line 
An apoth=ofis, and rights divine. 
The cryſtal manſions echo with applauſe, 
And, with her graces, Love's bright queen with- 
draws; 
Shoots in a blaze of light along the ſkies, 
And, borne by turtle, to Laurentum flies; 
Alights where through the recds Numicius ſtrays, 
And to the ſcas his watery tribute pays. 
Ihe God ſhe ſnpplicates, to waſh away 
The parts more groſs, and ſubject to decay, | 
And cleanſe the Goddeſs-born from ſeminalallay. 
The horned flood with glad attention ſtands, 
Ihen bids his ſtreams obey their fire's commands. 
His becter parts by luſtral waves refin'd, 
More pure, and nearer to ztherial mind, 
With gums of fragrant ſcent the Goddeſs ſtrews, 
And on his features breathes ambroſial dews. 
Thus deify'd, new honours Rome decrees, - 
"brines, feſtivals; and ſtiles him ludiges. 


—— — — — 


THE 
LINE OF THE LATIAN KINGS, 


Aſcanius now the Latian ſceptre ſways ; 
Ihe Alban nation Sylvius next obeys. 
Then roung Latinus : Next an Alba came, 
"Che grace and guardian of the Alban name, 
Then Epitus; then gentle Capys reign'd ;, 
"Then Capetis the regal power ſultain'd. 
Next he who periſh'd on the 'Tuſcan food, 
And honour'd with his name the River God. 
Now haughty Romulus began his reign, 
Who fell by thunder he afpir'd to feign. 
Meek Acruta ſucceeded to the crown ; 
From peace endeavouring, more than arms, 

renown, 

To Aventinus well reſign'd bis throne. 
"The Mount on which he rul'd preſerves his name, 
And Procas wore the regal diadem. 


Tn! 
STORY OF VERTUMNUS AND POMONA. 


A Hama-dryad fouriſh'd in theſe days, 

Her name Pomona, from her woodland race. 

In garden culture none could fo excel, 

Or form the pliant ſouls of plants fo well; 

Or to the ſruit more generous flavours lend, 

Or teach the trees with nobler loads to bend. 
Ihe Nymph ſrequented not the flattering 

ſtream, | 


Nor meads, the ſubjeR cf a virgin's dream; 


But to ſuch joys hcr nurſery did prefer, 
Alone to tend her vegetable care. 


A pruning-hook ſhe carry'd in her hand, 

And taught the ſtragglers to obey command: 

Leſt the licentious and unthrifty bough, 

The too-indulgent parent ſhould undo. 

She ſhows, how ſtocks invite to their embrace 

A graft, and naturalize a foreign race 

To mend the ſalvage teint ; and in its ſtcad 
new nature, and a nobler breed. 

Now hourly ſhe obſerves her growing carr, 
And guards their nonage from the bleaker air 
Then her ſtreaming fluices, to ſupply 
With flowing draughts her thirſty family. 

Long had the labour d to cpntinue free 
From chains of love, and nuptial tyranny ; 

And, in her orchard's ſmall extent immuur'd, 

Her vow'd virginity ſhe {till ſecur d. 

Oft* would looſe Pan, and all the luſt ful tran 

Of ſatyrs, tempt her innoccnce in vain. 

Silenus, that old dotzrd, own'd a flame; 

And he that frights the thieves with ſtratagem 

Of ſword, and fomething clic too groſs to name. 

Vertumnus too purſued the maid no lefs ; 

But, with his rivals, ſhar'd a like ſucceſs. 

To gain acceſs a thouſand ways he tries; 

Oft”, in the hind, the lover would diſguiſe. 

The heedlem lout comes ſhambling on, ard ſeems 

Juſt ſweating from the labour of his tcams. 

"Then, from the harveſt, oft' the mimic ſwain 

Seems bending with a load of bearded grain. 

Sometimes a dreſſer of the vine he ſeigns, 

And lawleſs tendrils to their bounds reſtrains. 

Sometimes his ſword a ſoldier ſhews ; his rod, 

An angler ; ſtill ſo various is the God. 

Now, in a forchead cloth, ſome crone he ſecme, 

A ſtaff ſupplying the defect of limbs 

Admittance thus he gains ; admires the ſtore 

Of faireſt fruit; the fair poſſeſſor more; 

Then greets her with a kits: Th' unpractis'd dame 

Admir'd a grandame kiſs'd with ſuch a flame. 
Now, ſeated by her, he beholds a vine 

| Around an elm in amorous foldings twine. 

If that fair elm, he cry'd, alone ſhould ſtand, 

No grapes 8 glow with gold, and tempt the 

and; 

Or if that vine without her elm ſhould grow, 

*T'would creep a poor negleRed ſhrub below. 

Be then, fair Nymph, by theſe examples led; 
Nor ſhun, for fancy'd fears, the nuptial bed. 
Not ſhe for whom the Lapithites took arms, 
Nor Sparta's queen, could boait ſuch hcaveniz 

charms. | 
And, if you would on woman's faith rely, 
| None can your choice direct fo well as 1. 
Though old, ſo much Pomona 1 adore, 
Scarce does the bright Vertzmnus love her mor- 
"Tis your fair ſelf alone his breaſt inſpires, 
With ſorceſt wiſhes and unſoil'd deſires. 
Then fiy all vulgar followers, and prove 
The God of Seaſons only worth your love: 
On my afſurance well you may repoſe ; 
Vertumnus ſcarce Vertumnus better knows. 
True to his choice, all looſer flames he flies; 
Nor ſor new faces faſhionably dies. 


| 
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uc charms of youth, and every ſmiling grace, 
Bloom in his features, and the God confeſs. 
Beſides, he puts on every ſhape at caſe; 
But thoſe the moſt that beſt Pomona picaſe. | 
Still to oblige her is her lover's aim; 
Their likings aud averſions are the ſame, 
Not the fair fruit your burden d brancheshear, 
Nor all the youthful product of the year, 
Could bribe his choice ; yourſelf alone can prove 
A fit reward for ſo refin'd a love. | 
Relent, fair nymph; and, with à kind regvet, * 
Think tis Verturanus ing at your feet. 
A tale attend, through Cyprus known, to prove 
How Venus once reveng'd neglected love. | 


—— kü ö 
THE 
STORY OF IPHIS AND ANAXARETE. | 


Iphis, of vulgar birth, by chance had view'd 
Fair Anaxaret: of Teucer's blood. 
Not long had he beheld the royal dame, 
Fre the bright ſparkle kindled into flame. 
Oft* did he ſtruggle with a juſt deſpair, 
Unfix'd to aſk, unable to forbear. 
But Love, who flatters ſtill his own diſeaſe, 
Hopes all things will ſucceed, he knows will plcaſe. 
Where-c'er the fair-one haunts, he hovers there ; 
And ſeeks her cenfident with ſighs and prayer; 
Or letters he conveys, that ſeldom prove 
Succeſsleſs meſſengers in ſuits of love. 
Now ſhivering at her gates thewretch appcars, 
And myrtle garlands on the columns rears, 
Vet with a deluge of unbidden tears. | 
'The nymph, more hard than rocks, more deaf 
than ſeas, 
Derides his prayers ; inſults his agonics ; 
Arraigns of inſolence th' aſpiring {wain ; 
And takes a cruel pleaſure in his pain. 
Reſolv'd at laſt ta finiſh his deſpair, 
He thus upbraids th' inexorable fair: 
O Anaxarctc, at laſt ſorget 
Thc licence of a paſſion indiſcreet. 
Now triumph, ſince a welcome ſacrifice 
Your ſlave prepares, to offer to your eyes. 
My life, without reluQance, 1 reſign ; 
"That preſent beſt can pleaſe a pride like thine, 
But, O! forbear to blaſt a flame ſo bright, 
Doom'd never to expire, but with the light. 
And you, great powers, do juſtice ta my name; 
The hours, you take frum life, reſtore to ſame. 
Then o'er the poits, once hung with wreaths, 
he throws 
The ready cord, and ſits the fatal nooſe ; 
For Death prepares; and, bounding from above, 
At once the wretch concludes his life, and love. 
Erelong the people gather, and the dead 
I« ty lis mourning mother's arms convey'd., 
Firſt, like ſome ghaſtly ſtatue, ſhe appears ; 
'Then bathes the breathleſs corſe in ſeas of tears, 
And gives it to the pile; now, as the throng 
Proceed in ſad folemnity along, 
To vicw the paſting pomp, the cruel ſair 


— 


Huſtes, and beholds her breathle£ lover there. 
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Struck with the fight, inanimate ſhe ſcems; 

Set are her eyes, and motionleſs her limbs: 

Her features without fire, her colour gone, 

And, like her heart, ſhe hardens into ſtone. 

In Salamis the ſtatue ſtill is ſeen, 

In the ſam'd temple of the Cyprian queen. 

Warn'd by this tale, no longer then diſdain, 

O Nymph belov'd, to caſe a lover's pain. 

So may the froſts in ſpring your bloſſoms ſpare, 

And winds their rude autumnal rage forbeacs ! 
The ſtory oft Vertumnus urg'd in vain, 

But then aſſum' d his heavenly form again. 

Such looks and luſtre the bright youth adorn, 

As when with rays glad Phœrbus paints the morn. 

The fight ſo warms the fair admiring maid, 

Like ſnow ſhe melts : ſo ſoon can youth perſuade, 

Conſent, on cager winds, ſucceeds deſire ; 

And both the Jovers glow with mutual fire. 


— — —— — 
THE LATIAN LINE CONTINUED. 


Now Procas yielding to the Fates, his ſon 
Mild Numitor ſucceeded to the crown. 
But falſe Amulius, with a lawleſs power, 
At length depos'd his brother Numitor. 
Then Ilia's valiant iſſue, with the ſword, 
Her parent re-inthron'd, the rightful lord. 
Next Romulus to people Rome coatrives ; 
The joyous time of Pales' feaſt arrives ; 
He give the ſword to ſcize the Sabine wives. 
The fires enrag'd take arms, by Tatius led, 
Bold to revenge their violated bed. 
A fort there was, not yet unknown to fame, 
Cali'd the Tarpcian, its commander's name. 
This by the falic Tarpeia was betray'd ; 
But Death wcll recompens'd the treacherous maid. 
Ihe foe on this new-bought ſucceſs relics, 
And filent march the city to ſurprize. 
Saturnia's arts with Sabine arms combine; 
But Venus countermines the vain defign ; 
Intreats the nymphs that o'cr the ſprings preſide, 
V hich near the fane of hoary Janus glide, 
To ſend their ſuccours; every urn they drain, 
To ſtep the Cabines progreſs, but un vain. 
The Naiads now more ſtratagenis clay; 
And kindling ſulphur to cach ſource convey. 
The floods ferment, hot exhalations riſe, 
Till from the ſcalding ford the army flies. 
Soon Romulus appcers in ſhining arms, 
And to the war the Roman legions warms : 
The battle rages, and the ficld is ſpread 
With nothing but the dying and the dead. 
Both ſides conſent to treat without delay, 
And their two chiefs at once the ſceptre ſway. 
But, Iatius by Lavinian fury flain, 
Great Romulus continued lung to reign. 


— — ͤQ——U— : 


THE ASSUMPTION OF POMULUS. 


Now Warrior Mars his burniſn'd helm puts on, 
And thus addrefſes Heaven's imperial throne : 
Since the inferior world is now become 
Gne vaſſal globe, and colony to Rome, 
F 2 


* 


36 


This grace, O love, for Romulus I claim, 
Admit him to the ſkies, from whence he came. 
Long haſt thou promis d an zthereal ſtate 

To Mars's lincage ; and thy word is fate. 
The Sire, that rules the thunder, with a nod 
Declar'd the fiat, and diſmiſs'd the God. 
Soon as the power armipotent ſurvey'd 
The flaſhing ſkies, the ſignal he obey d; 
And, leaning on his lance, he mounts his car, 
His fiery courſers laſhing through the air. 
Mount Palatine he gains, and find: his ſon 
Good laws enacting on a peaceful throne ; 
The ſcales of heavenly juſtice holding high, 
With ſteady hand, and a diſcerning eye. 
Then vaults upon his car, and to the ipheres, 
Swiſt, as a flying ſhaft, Rome's ſounder bears. 
The parts more pure in riſing are reſin'd, 
The groſs and periſhable lag b-hind. 
His ſhrine in purple veſtments ſtands in view; 
He looks a God, and is Quirinus now. 


THE ASSUMPTION OF HERSILIA. 


Erelong ine Goddeſs of the nuptial bed, 
With pity mov*'d, ſends Iris in her ſtead | 
To fad Herfilia—Thus the Meteor Maid: 

Chaſte reli ! in bright truth to Heaven ally d, 
The Sabines“ glory, and the ſex's pride; 
Honour'd on carth, and worthy of the love 
Of ſuch a ſpouſe as now reſides above: 

Some reſpite to thy killing griets afford; 

Ard, if thou would'ſt once more behold thy lord, 

Retire to yon” ſtecp Mount, with groves o'er- 
ſpread, 

Which with an awlul gloom his temple ſhadc. 

With fear the modeſt matron lifts her eycs, 
And to the bright Ambaſſudreſs replies: 

O Goddeſs, yet to mortal eyes unknown ! 

But ſure thy various charms confeſs thee one: 

O quick to Romulus thy votreſs bear! 

With locks of love he'll ſmile away my care : | 

In whate'er orb he ſhines, my Heaven is there. 

Thea haſte with Iris to the holy grove, 

And, up the Mcunt Quirin;1 as they move, 

A lambent flame glides downward through the 
air, 

And brightens with a blaze Hezſilia's hair. 

Together on the bounding ray they riſe, 

Aud ſhoot a gleam of light along the fkies. 

With opening arms Quirinus met his bride, 

Now Gra nam'd, and preſs'd her to his fide. 


OVID's METAMORPHOSES. 
BOOK XV. 


| TUE 
STORY OF CIPPUS. 


Ras when Cippus in the curtent view'd 

The ſhqot;r horn that on his forcitead ſtood, 
His temples fir't he f-eis, and with ſurprize 
His touch coul tis th aflurance of his cycs; 
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Straight to the ſkies his horned front he rears, 
And to the Gods directs theſe pious prayers : 
If this portent be proſperous, O decree 
To Rome th' event; if otherwiſe, to me. 
An altar then of turf he haſtes to raiſe, 
Rich gums in fragrant exhalations blaze; 
The panting entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding fumes pronounce a myſtery. 
Soon as the avgur ſaw the holy fire, 
And victims with preſaging ſigns expire, 
To Cippus then he turns his eyes with ſpeed, 
And views the horny honours of his head : 
Then cry'd, Hail, conqueror ! thy call obey, 
Thoſe omens I bchold preſage thy ſway. 
Rome waits thy nod, unwilling to be free, 
And owns thy ſovereign power as Fate's decree. 
He ſaid—and Cippus ſtarting at th' event, 
Spoke in theſe words his pivus diſcontent : 
Far hence, ye Gods, this execration ſend, “ 
And the great race of Romulus defend. 
Better that I in exile live abhorr'd, 
Than c'er the capitol ſhould ſtile me lord. 
This ſpoke, he hides with leaves his omen'd 
head; 
Then prays, the ſenate next convenes, and ſaid: 
If augurs can foreſee, a wretch is come, 
Deſign'd by deſtiny the bane of Rome. 
Two horns {moſt ſtrange to tell) his temples 
| crown ; 
If e'cr he paſs the walls, and gain the town, 
Your laws are ſorſeit that ill-fated hour, 
And liberty mult yield to lawleſs power. 
Your gates he might have enter d; but this 
arm 
Seiz'd the uſurper, and with-held the harm. 
Haſte, find the monſter out, and let him be 
Condemn'd to all the ſenate can decree ; 
Or ty'd in chains, or into exile thrown ; 
Or by the tyrant's death prevent your own. 
The crowd ſuch utter as they as they ſtand, 
As ſwelling ſurges breaking on the ſtrand : 
Or as when gathering gelcs ſweep o'er the 
rovc, 
And their tall heads the bending cedars move. 
Fach with confuſion gaz'd, and then began 
To ſeel his fellow's browa, and find the man. 
Cippus then ſhakes his garland off, and cries, 
The wretch you want, I offer to your eyes. 
The anxious throng look'd down, and ſad in 
thought, 
All wiſh'd they had not found the ſign they 
ſought : 
In haſte with laurcl wreaths his head they bind; 
Such honour to ſuch virtue was aſſign'd. 
Then thus the ſcnate: Hear, O Cippus, hear; 
So God-like is thy tutelary care, 
That, ſince in Rome thyſelf forbids thy ſtay, 
For thy abod» thoſe acres we convey 
The plough-ſhure can ſurround, the labour of a 
day. 
In deathleſs records thou ſhalt ſtand inroll'd, 
And _ rich poſts hall ſhiaz with horas of 
go off ne 
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GOLDEN VERSES OF PYTHAGOURAS, 


TRANSLATED FROM THE CREEK. 


TO THE READER. 


2 Hage the reader will forgive the liberty I have talen 


in tranſlating theſe V erſes ſomewhat at large, wiih- 
out qwhbich it would have been almoſt impoſſible to 
Lave given any hind of turn in Engliſh poetry to ſo 
dry a fuljet. The ſenſe of the Author is, I bope, 
no where miſtaken; and if there ſeems in ſome 
flaces to be ſome additions in the Engliſh verſes to 
the Greek text, they are only ſuch as may be juſtified 
from Hierecles's Commentary, and delivered by bin 
as the larger and explained fenſe of the Author's 
ſeort precept. T bade in ſome few places ventured 
to differ from the learned Mr. Dacier's French 
interpretation, as thoſe that ſhall give themſelves the 
trouble of a firia compariſon will find. How far 
T7 am in the right, is left to the reader to deter- 


mine. 


IRST to the gods thy humble homage pay, 
The greateſt this, and firſt of laws obey; 
Perform thy vows, obſerve thy plighted troth, 
And let religion bind thee to thy oath. 
Ihe heroes next demand thy juſt regard, 
Renown'd on earth, and to the lars preferr'd, 
To light and endleſs liſe, their virtuc's fur- 
reward. 

Due rights perform and honours to the dead, 
To every wiſe, to every pious ſhade. 
With lowly duty to thy parents bow, 
And grace and favour to thy kindred ſhew : 


A 


Io 


For what concerns the reſt of human kind, 
Chooſe out the man to virtue beſt inclin'd ; 5 
lim to thy arms receive, him to thy boſom bind. 
Poſſeſt of ſuch a friend, preſerve him till; 15 


Nor thwart his counſels with thy ſtubbora will ; 
Pliant to all his admonitions prove, 

And yield to all his offices of love: 

Him from thy heart, ſo true, ſo juſtly dear, 

Let no raſh word, nor light offences tcar. 20 
Bear all thou canſt, till with his failings itrive, 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and ſtill forgive; 
For ſtrong neceſſity alone explores 

The lecret vigour of our latent powers, 
Ron2zes and urges on the lazy heart, 
Force, tv it{.if unknow: before, t' ezert. 


r 
— 


; 


| 


By uſe thy ſtronget appetites aſſwage, 

Thy gluttony, thy floth, thy luſt, thy rage: 

From each diſhoneſt act of ſhame forbcar ; 

Of others, and thyſelf, alike beware. 

Let reverence of thyſelf thy thoughts control, 

And guard the ſacred temple of thy ſoul. 

Let juſtice oer thy word and deed preſide, 

And reaſon ev'n thy meaneſt actions guide: 

For know that death is man's appointed doom, 3g 

Know that the day of great account will come, 

When thy paſt life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey'd, 

Each word, cach deed, be in the balance laid, 

And all the good and all the ill moſt juſtly be 
repaid. 

For — the periſhing, uncertain 

Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, 

That knows no ſure, no fix'd abiding-place, 

But wandering loves from hand to hand to paſs; 

Revolve the getter's joy and loſer's pain, 


30 


40 


And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 45 


Of all thoſe ſorrows that attend mankind, 

With paticnce hear the lot to thee allign'd ; 

Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load; 

For know what man calls Fortune is from God. 

In what thou may'ſ, from wiſdom ſeek relief, 55 

Aud let her healing hand aſſwage thy griff; 

Yet ſtill whate'er the righteous doom ordains, 

What cauſe ſoever multiplies thy pains, 

Let not thoſe pains as ills be underſtood ; 

For God delights not to afflict the good. 
The reaſoning art, to various ends apply'd, 

Is ofc a ſure, but oft an erring guide. 

Thy judgment therefore ſound and cool pre- 

ſerve, 

Nor lightly from thy reſolution ſwerve; 

The dazzling pomp of words does oft deccive, 60 

And ſwect perſuaſion wins the eaſy to belicve. 

When fools and lyars labour to perſuade, 

Be dumb, and let the babblers vainly plead. 
This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf conceru; 6x 

Let not example, let no ſoothing tongue, 

Prevail upon thee with a Syren's ſong, : 

To do thy ſoul's inunortal eſſence wrong. 

Of good and ill by words or deeds expreſt, 

Chooſe for thyſelf, aud always chooſe the beſt. 70 
Let wary thought cach entorprize forerun, 

And pond-r on thy taſk before begun, 

Leit ſolly houid the wretciied work deface, 

Aud mock thy fruiticl laibours with diſgrace. 


55 
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Fools huddle on, and always are in haſte, 75 


itho and words 
A without thought, and thoughtleſs words they 


But thou, in all thou doſt, with early cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt a fate like theirs ; 
That ſorrow on the end may never wait, 


— 


Nor ſharp repentance make thee wiſe too late. 80 


Beware thy meddling hand in ought to try, 
That does beyond thy reach of knowledge lie; 


But ſeck to know, and bend thy ſerious thought 


To ſearch the profitable knowledge out. 

So joys on joys for ever ſhall increaſe, 

Wiſdom ſhall crown thy labours, and ſhall bleſs 

Thy life with ure, and thy end with peace. 
Nor let the body want its part, but ſhare 

A juſt proportion of thy tender care : 

For health and welfare p 


84 


; 


r 
And let its lawful wants be all ſupply'd. 90 


Let ſober drauglits refreſh, and wholeſome fare 
Decaying nature's waſted force repair ; 

And ſprightly exerciſe the duller ſpirits chear. 
In all things fill which to this care belong, 


; 


Obſerve this rule, to __ thy ſoul from wrong. 
By virtuous uſc thy life and manners frame, 96 


Manly and ſimply pure, and free from blame. 
Provoke not envy's deadly rage, but fly 
The ing curſe of her malicious eyc. 


not in needleſs luxury to waſte oo 
Thy wealth and ſubſtance with aſpendthrift's haſte. 


Vet flying theſe, be watchful leſt thy mind, 
Prone to extremes, an equal danger ſind, 
And be to ſordid avarice inclin d. 


Diſtant alike from each, to neither lean, 105 


But ever keep the happy Golden Mean. 


Be careful ſtill to guard thy ſoul from wrong, 
And let thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 


Let not che ſtealing God of Slecp ſurprize, 


Tor creep in flumbers on thy weary eyes, 110 


Ere every action of the former day 
Strictly thou doſt and rightcouſly ſurvey, 
With reverence at thy own tribunal 
And anſwer juſtly to thy own demand. 


Where have I been? In what have I tranſgreſs'd ? 
What good or ill has this day's life expreſs'd ? 116 


Where have I ſail'd in what I ought to do? 
In what to God, to man, or to myſelf I owe ? 
Inquire ſevere what-e'er from firſt to laſt, 


From morning's dawn, till evening's gloom, has 
paſt 120 


If evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn, 
Aud let thy ſoul with ſtrong remorſe be torn. 
If good, the good with peace of mind repay, 
And to thy ſecret ſelf with pleaſure ſay, 

- Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day. 


; 


Theſe thoughts, and chicfly theſe thy mind 
ſhould move, 126 


Finploy thy ſtudy, and engage thy love. 
Theſe are the rules which will to virtue lead, 
Aud teach thy fect her heavenly paths to tread. 
This by his name I ſwear, whoſe ſacred lore 
Firſt to mankind explain'd the myſtic Four, 
Source of eternal nature and almighty power. 

In all thou doſt firſt let thy prayers aſcend, 
And to the gods thy labours firſt commend : 
From them implore ſucceſs, and hope a proſpe- 
tous end. 


; 


So ſhall thy abler mind be tauglit to ſoar, 136 

And wiſdom in her ſecret ways explore; 

To range through heaven above and earth below, 

Immortal gods and mortal men to know. 

So ſhalt thou learn what power does all control, 140 

What bounds the parts, and what unites the whole : 

And rightly judge in all this wondrous frame, 

How univerſal Nature is the ſame ; 

So ſhalt thou nc'er thy vain affeRions place 

On hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs. * 145 
Man, wretched man, thou ſhalt be taught to 

know, 

Who bears within himſelf the inborn cauſe of woe. 

Unhappy race! that never yet could tell, 

How near their good and happineſs they dwell. 149 


| Depriv'd of ſcuſe, they neither hear nor ſee ; 


Fetter'd in vice, they ſeek not to be free, 

But ſtupid, to their own ſad fate agree : 

Like ponderous rolling-ſtones, oppreſs'd with ill. 

The weight that loads them makes them 

— 

Bereft of choice, and freedom of the will; 

For native ſtrife in every boſom reigns, 156% 

And ſecretly an impious war maintains: 

Provoke not this, but let the combat ceaſe, 

And every yielding paſſion ſuc for peace. 

. great Jove, thou father of man- 

ind, 

Reveal the Dæmon for that taſk aſſign d, 

The wretched race an end of woes would find. 

And yet be bold, O man, divine thou art, 

Aud of the gods celeſtial eſſence part. 

Nor ſacred nature is from thee conceal d, 165 

But to thy race her myſtic rules reveal'd, 

Theſe if to know thou happily attain 

Soon ſhalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain. 

Thy wounded ſoul to health thou fhakt reſtore, 

And free from every pain ſhe felt before. 170 
Abſtain, I warn, from mcats unclean and foul, 

So keep thy body pure, ſo free thy ſoul ; 

So rightly judge; thy reafon fo maintain; 

Reaſon which heaven did for thy guide bn. 

Let that beſt reaſon ever hold the rein. | 
Then if this mortal body thou forfake, 176 

And thy glad flight to the pure zther take, 

Among the gods exalted ſhalt thou ſhine, 

Immortal, incorruptible, divine : 

Ihe tyrant dcath ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 189 

And ſcorn the dark dominion of the grav:. 


A 
P O0 E M 
ON 
THE LATE GLORIQUS SUCCESSES, &. 
HUMELY INSCRIBED To 
THE LORD TREASURER GODOLPHIN. 


HILE kings and nations on thy counſcis 
wait, 

And Anna truſts to thee the Britiſh ſtate ; 

While fame, to thee, from every foreign coaſt, 

Flies with the news of empires won and loſt, 
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Relates whate'er her bufy eyes beheld, 5 

And tells the fortune of each bloody field; 

While, with officious duty, crowds attend, 

To hail the labours of the god-like friend, 

Vouchſafe the Muſe's humbler joy to hear; 

For ſacred numbers ſhall be fill thy care; 10 

Though mcan the verſe, though lowly be the 
ſtrain, 

Though leaſt regarded be the Muſe, of all the 
tuncful train, 

Yet riſe, neglected nymph, avow thy flame, 

Aſſert th” inpiring god, and greatly aim : 

To make thy numbers equal to thy theme. 

From heaven derive thy verſe; to heaven belong 

The counſels of the wile, and battles of the 
ſtrong. 

To heaven the royal Anna owes, alone, 

The virtues which adorn and guard her throne ; 

Thence is her juſtice wretches to redreſs, 20 

Thence is her mercy and her love of peace ; 

Thence is her power, her ſceptre uncontrol'd, 

To bend the ſtubborn, and repreſs the bold; 

Her peaceful arts fierce factions to aſſwage, 

To heal their breaches, and to ſooth their rage; 25 

Thence is that happy prudence, which preſides 

In each deſign, and every action guides; 

Thence is ſhe taught her ſhining court to grace, 

And fix the worthieſt in the worthieſt place, 

To truſt at home Godolphin's watchful care, 

And ſend victorious Churchill forth to war. 

Ariſe, ye nations reſcued by her ſword, 

Freed from the bondage of a foreign lord, 

Ariſe, and join the heroine to bleſs, 

Behold ſhe ſends to ſave you from diſtreſs ; 

Rich is the royal bounty ſhe beſtow, 

"Tis plenty, peace, and ſafety from your foes. 

And thou, Iberia! rous'd at length, diſdain 

To wear inſlav'd the Gallic tyrant's chain. 

For ſec ! the Britiſh genius comes, to chear 40 

Thy fainting ſons, and kindle them to war. 

With her own glorious fires their ſouls ſhe warms, 

And bids them burn for liberty and arms, 

Unhappy land! the foremoſt once in fame, 

Once lifting to the ſtars thy noble name, 45 

In arts excelling, and in arms ſevere, 

The weſtern kingdoms envy, and their fear: 

Where is thy pride, thy conſcious honour, flown, 

Thy ancient valour, and thy firſt renown? ag 

How art thou ſunk among the nations now ! 

How haſt thou taught thy haughty neck to bow, 

And drop the warrior's wreath inglorious from 
thy brow ! 

Not thus of old her valiant fathers bore 

The bendage of the unbelieving Moor, 

But, oft, alternate, made the victors yield, 55 

And _y their might in many a well-ſouglit 

ld ; 


Bold in defence of liberty they ſtood, 

And doubly dy'd thcir croſs in Mooriſh blood: 
Then in heroic arms their knights excell'd, 

The tyrant then and giant then they quell'd. 60 
Then every nobler thought their minds did move, 
And thoſe who fought ſor ſreedom, ſigh'd for love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred flames united live, 

At once they languiſh, and at once revive; 
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Alike they ſhun the coward and the flave, 65 
But bleſs the free, the virtuous, and the brave. 


Nor frown, ye fair, nor think my verſe untrue : 
we diſdain that man ſhould man ſubdue, 
Yet all the free-born race are ſlaves alike to you. 
Yet once again that glory to reſtore, 
The Bjitons ſcck the Celtiberian ſhore, 
With echoing at Anna's high 
Their naval thunder wakes the drowſy land; 
High at their head, Iberia's promis d lord, 74 
Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining ſword; 
His youthful veins with hopes of empire glow, 
Swell his bold heart, and urge him on the foe : 
With joy he reads, in every warrior's face, 
Some happy omen of a ſure ſucceſs; 
Then leaps exulting on the hoſtile ſtrand, 380 
And thinks the deſtin'd ſceptre in his hand. 
Nor fate denies, what firſt his wiſhes name, 
With the firſt laurel binds his youthful brows, 
— 


But ſoon the equal of his youthful years, 86 
Philip of Bourbon's haughty line appears; 

Like hopes attend his birth, like glorics grace, 
(lf glory can be in a tyrant's race) 

In numbers „ he threats no more from far, 90 
But nearer draws the black impending war; 

He views his hoſt, then ſcorns the rebel town, 
And dooms to certain death the rival of his crown. 
Now fame and empire, all the nobler ſpoils 
That urge the hero, and reward his toils, 95 

Plac'd in their view, alike their hopes engage, 
And fire their breaſts with more than mortal rage. 
Not lawleſs love, not vengeance, nor deſpair, ? 


So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, 

As when ambition prompts the great to war ; 

As youthful kings, when, ſtriving for renown, 10 

They prove their might in arms, and combat for 
a crown. 

Hard was the cruel ſtrife, and doubtful long 
Betwixt the chiefs ſuſpended conqueſt hung ; 
Till, forc'd as length, diſdaining much to yield, 
Charles to his rival quits the fatal ficld. Ic 
Numbers and fortune o'er his right prevail, 

And ev'n the Britiſh valour ſcems to fail; 

And yet they fail'd not all. In that extreme, 
Conſcious of virtue, liberty, and fame, 110 
They vow the youthful monarch's fate to ſhare, 
Above diſtreſs, unconquer'd by deſpair, 


70 
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Still to defend the town and animate the war. 
But, lo! when every better hope was paſt, 
When every day of danger feem*d their laſt, 115 

Far on the diſtant ocean, they ſurvey, 

Where a proud navy plows its watery way. 

Nor long they doubted, but with joy deſcry, 
Upon the chiet's tall top-maſts waving high, : 
The Britiſh croſs and Belgic lion fly. 

Loud with tumultuous clamour, loud they rear 121 
Their cries of ecſtaiy, and rend the air; 

ln peals on peals the ſhouts triumphant riſe, 
Spread ſwiſt, and rattle throngh the ſpacious ſkies; 
While, from below, old ocean groans profound, 
The walls, the rocks, the ſhores, repel the !: we 


| Ring with the deafening ſhock, and thunder ali 


around, 
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40 
Such was the joy the Trojan youth expreſe d 
Who, by the fierce Rutilian's ſiege diſtreſs'd, 
Were by the Tyrrhene aid at length releas'd ; 
When young Aſcanius, then in arms firſt try'd, 
Numbers and every other want ſupply d, 

And haughty Turnus from his walls defy'd : 
Sav'd in the town an empire yet to come, 

And fix'd the fate of his imperial Rome. 135 

But oh! what verſe, what numbers, ſhall reveal 
Thoſe pangs of rage and grief the vanquiſh'd feel 
Who ſhall retreating Philip's ſhame impart, 

And tell the anguiſh of his labouring heart ! 

What paint, what ſpeaking pencil ſhall expreſs 140 

The blended paſſions ſtriving in his face 

Hate, indignation, courage, pride, remorſe, 

wy” 4 of glory paſt, the loſer's greateſt 
curſe. 

Fatal ambition! ſay what wondrous charms 
Delude mankind to toil for thee in arms! 145 
When all thy ſpoils, thy wreaths in battle won, 
The pride of power, and glory of a crown, 
When all war gives, when all the great can gain, 
Ev'n thy whole pleaſure, pays not half thy pain. 

All hail! ye ſofter, happicr arts of peace, 150 
Secur'd from harms, and bleſs'd with learned calc ; 
In battles, blood, and perils hard, unſxill'd, 
Which haunt the warrior in the fatal field ; 

But _——— Goddeſs Muſe ! my verſe would 
©, 
And to thy own ſoft numbers tune thy praiſe ; 155 
Happy the youth inſpir'd, beneath thy ſhade, 
Thy verdant, ever-living laurels laid ! 
There, ſafe, no pleaſures, there no pains they 
ow, 
But thoſe which from thy ſacred raptures flow, 
Nor wiſh for crowns, but what thy grovesbeſtow 
Me, nymph divine ! nor ſcorn my humble prayer, 
Receive unworthy, to thy kinder care, I62 
Doom'd to a gentler, though more lowly, fate, 
Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be great ; 
Me, to thy pcaccful haunts, inglorious bring, 
Where ſecret thy celeſtial ſiſters ſing, 
Paſt by their ſacred hiil, and ſweet Caſtalian 
ſpring. 
But nobler thoughts the victor prince employ, 
And raiſe his heart with high triumphant joy; 
From hence a better courſe of time rolls on, 170 
And whiter days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 
From hence his kinder fortune ſcem to date 
The riſing glories of his future tate, 
From hence But ch! too ſoon the hero mourns 
His hopes deceiv'd, and war's inconſtant turns. 175 
In vain, lis echoing trumpets loud alarms 
Provoke the cold Iberian jords to arms ; 
Carele s of fame, as of their monarch's fate, 
In ſullen ſloth ſupincly proud they ſate; 
Or to be flaves or ſrce alike prepar'd, 180 
And truſtiug heaven was bound to be cheir guard, 
Untouch'd with ſhame, the nobie firife beheld, 
Nor once eſſay d to ſtruggle to the fold ; 
But ſought in the cold ſhade, and rural ſcat, 
An uunicletted cafe and calm retreat ; 
Saw cach contending prince's arms advance, 
Then with a lazy dull indifference 
Turu d ts their reſt, aud leſ: the world to chance. 
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So when, commanded by the wife of Jove, 
Thaumantian Iris left the realms above, 

And ſwift deſcending on her painted bow, 
Sought the dull god of ſleep in ſhades below; 
Nodding and flow, his drowſy head he rear'd, 
And heavily the ſacred meſſage heard; 

Then with a yawn at once forgot the pain, 195 
And ſunk to his firſt floth and indolence agam. 
But oh, my Muſe ! th' ungrateful toil forſake, 
Some taſk more pleaſing to thy numbers take, 
Nor chooſe in melancholy ſtrains to tell 
Each harder chance the juſter cauſe befel. 
Or rather turn, auſpicious turn thy flight, 
Where Marlborough's heroic arms invite, 
Where hi deeds the 's breaſt inſpire 
With rage divine, and fan the ſacred fire. 
See! where at once Ramillia's noble field 
Ten thouſand themes for living verſe ſhall yield. 
See ! where at once the ul objects riſe, 

At once they ſpread beſore my wondering eyes, 
And ſhock my labouring ſoul with vaſt ſurprize; 
At once the wide- extended battles move, 210 
At once they join, at once their fate they prove. 
The roar aſcends promiſcuous; groans and cries, 
The drums, the canons' burſt. the ſhout, ſupplies 
One univerſal anarchy of noiſe. 
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One din confus'd, found mixt and loſt in ſound, 215 
Echoes to all the frighted citics round. 
Thick duft and ſmoke in wavy clouds ariſe, 
Stain the bright day, and taint the purer ſkics; 
While flaſbing flames like lightning dart between, 
And fill the horror of the fatal ſcene. 220 
Around the field, all dy'd in purple foam, 
Hate, fury, and inſatiate laughter roam; 
Diſcord with pleafure o'er the ruin treads, 
And laughing wraps her in her tatter'd weeds; 224 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her car, 
Shakes terribly her ſteely whip from far, 
And with new rage revives & fainting war. 
So when two currents, rapid in their courſe, 
Ruſh to a point, and meet with equal force, 229 
The angry billows rear their heads on high, 
Daſhing aloft the foaming furges fly, 
And riſing cloud the air with miſty ſpry ; } 
The raging flood is heard from far to roar ; 
By liſtening ſhepherds on the diſtant ſhore, 234 - 
While much they fear, what ills it ſhould portend, 
Ard wonder why the watry gods contend. 
High in the midſt, Britannia's warlike chicf, 
Too greatiy bold, and prodigal of life, 
Is ſecn to preſs where death and dangers call, ? 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeſt > 
fall, 
He flies, and drives confus'd the fainting Gaul. 
Like heat diffus'd, his great example warms, 
And animate? the ſocial warriors' arms, 
Inflames each colder heart, confirms the bold, 244 
Tukes the young heroes, and renews the old. 
In forms divine g ound him watchful wait 
The guerdian £<nii of the Britiſh ſtate ; 
Tutcice and Truth his Reps unerring guide, 
And Saithful Loyalty defends his fide ; 2.49 
Prudence aud Fortitude their Marlborough 
guard, 


, And plcaſing Liberty his labours chear d; 
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The union- croſs his ſilver ſhicld did bear, 

And in his decent hand he ſhook a warlike ſpear. 
While Victory ccleſtial ſoars above, 256 
Plum d like the eagle of imperial Jove, 


But chief, the Angcl of his Queen was there, 5 


Hangs o'er the chief, whom ſhe delights to bleſs, 


And ever arms his ſword with ſure ſucceſs, 
Dooms him the proud oppreſſor to deſtroy, 260 
Then waves her palm, and claps her wings for joy. 
Such was young Ammon on Arbela's plain, 

Or ſuch the painter * did the hero fcign, 

Where ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 
With graceful ardor, and majeſtic pride, 

With — 1 gods oſ Greece and ſortune on his 


Nor long Bavaria's haughty prince in vain 
Labours the fight uncqual to maintain; 
He ſees tis doom'd his fatal friend the Gaul 
Shall ſhare the ſhame, and in one ruin fall; 270 
Flies from the foe too oft in battle try'd, 
And heaven contending on the victor's ſide ; 
Then mourns his raſh ambition's crime too late, 
Aud yiclds rcluQant to the force of fate. 274 
So when ZEncas, through night's gloomy ſhade, 
The dreadful forms of hoſtile gods ſurvey'd, 
Hopeleſs he left the burning town, and fled: 
Saw *twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 
Or ſave what heaven had deſtin'd to deſtroy. 
What vaſt reward, O Europe, ſhalt thor pay 280 
To him who ſav'd thee on this glorious day! 
Bleſs him, ye grateful nations, where he goes, 
And heap the victor's laurel on his brows. 
In every land, in every city freed 
Let the proud column rear its marble head, 
To Marlborough and Liberty decreed ; 
Rich with his wars, triumphal arches raiſe, 287 
To teach your wandering ſons the hero's praiſe ! 
To him your ſkilful bards their verſe ſhall bring, 
For him the tuneful voice be taught to ſing, 
The breathing pipe ſhall ſwell, ſhall Cound the 
trembling ſtring. 
O happy thou ! where peace for ever ſmiles, 
Britannia | nobleſt of the ocean's iſles, 
Fair queen ! who doſt amidſt thy waters reign, 
And ſtretch thy empire oer the fartheſt main: 295 
What tranſports in thy parent boſom roll'd, 
When fame at firſt the pleaſing ſtory told ! 
How didſt thou lift thy towery front on high! 
Not meanly conſcious of a mother's joy, 299 
Proud of thy ſon, as Crete was of her Jove, 
How wert thou plcas'd heaven did thy — 
approve, 
And Ert facceſ: where thou haſt fixt thy love 
How with regret his abſence didit thou mourn ! 
How with impaticuce wait his wiſht return! 304 
How were the winds accus'd for his delay ! 1 
How didſt thou chide the gods who rule the ſea, 
And charge the Nereid nymphs to waſt him on 
his way ! 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from his toil ! 
Like kings of old, returning from the ſpoil ; 
To Britain and his queen ſor ever dear, 310 
He comes, their joy and grateful thanks to ſhare ; 
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Lowly he kneels beſore the royal ſcat, 

And lays its proudeſt wreaths at Anna's ſeet. 
While, form'd alike for labonrs or for caſe, 

In camps to thunder, or in courts to pleaſe, 315 


Britain's bright nymphs make Marlborough their 


care, 

In all his dangers, all his triumphs ſhare. a 

Conquering he lends the well-pleas d fair new grace, 

And adds freſh luſtre to each beautcous face; 

Britain preſerv'd by his victorious arms, 

With wondrous pleaſure each fair boſom warms, 

Lightens in all their eyes, aad doubles all their 
charms. 


Ev'n his own Sunderland, in beauty's ſtore 

So rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, 

Now ſhines with graces never known before. ), 

Fierce with tranſporting joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 

And each ſoft feature takes a ſprightly turn; 

New flames are ſcen to ſparkle in her eyes, 

And on her blooming checks freſh roſes riſe ; 

The pleaſing paſſion heightens each bright hue, 330 

And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd piece anew, _ 

Improves what nature's bounteous hand hath given, 

And mends the faircſt workmanſhip of heaven. 
Nor joy like this in courts is only found, 

But ſpreads to all the grateful people round ; 335 

Laborious hinds inur'd to rural toil, 

To tend the flocks and turn the mellow ſoil, 

In homely guiſe their honeſt hearts expreſs, 

And bleſs the warrior who protects the peace, 

Who keeps the foc aloof, and drives afar 340 

The dreadful ravage of the waſting war. 

No rude deſtroyer cuts the ripening crop, 

Prevents the harveſt, and deludes their hope; 

No helpleſs wretches fly with wild amaze, 

Look weeping back, and ſee their dwellings blaze; 

The victor's chain no mournful captives know, 346 

Nor hear the threats of the inſulting foe, 

But Freedom laughs, the fruitful fields font, © | 
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The chearful voice of mirth is heard to ſound, 
And Plenty doles her various bounties round. 
The humble village, and the wealthy town, 35 T 
Conſenting join their happineſs to own : 
What heaven ang Anna's gentleſt reign afford, 
All is ſecur'd by Marlborough's conquering ſword. 
O ſacred, ever honour'd name! O thou! 355 
That wert our greateſt William once below ! 
What place ſoc'er thy virtues now poſſeſs 
Near the bright ſource of everlaſting bliſs, 
Mhere-e er exalted to etherial height, 
Radiant with ſtars, thou tread'it the fields of light, 
Thy ſeats divine, thy heaven a-while forſake, 36x 
And deign the Britons triumph to partake. 
Nor art thou chang'd, but ſtill thou ſhalt delight, 
To hear the fortune of the glorious fight, 
How fzil'd oppreſſion, and prevail'd the right. 
What once below, ſuch _ "y pleaſures are, 366 
Europe and Liberty are {till thy care; i | 
Thy — thy generous, pure, immortal mind, 
Is ever to the public good inclin'd, 


| 1s Rill the tyrant's foe, and patron of mankind. 


Behold where Marlborough, thy laſt beſt gift, 371 
At parting to thy native Belgia left, 
Succeeds to all thy kind paternal cares, 
Thy watchſul counſels, and laborious wars; 
C 
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Like thee afpires by virtue to rcuown, 
Fights to ſecure an empire not his own, 
Reaps only toil himſelf, and gives away a crown. 
At length thy pray'r, O pious prince! is heard, 380 
Heaven has at length in its own cauſe appear'd ; 
At length Ramillia's field atones for all 
"The faithleſs breaches of the perjur'd Gaul 
At length a better age to man decreed, 
With truth, with peace, and juſtice,ſhall ſucceed; 
Fall'n 2 1 proud, and the griev'd world is 
ed. 
One triumph yet, my Mufe, remains behind, 
Another vengeance yet the God ſhall find ; 
On Lombard plains, beyond his Alpine hills, 
I.ouis the force of hoſtile Britain feels: 390 
Swift to her friends diſtreſs'd her ſuccours fly, 
And diſtant wars her wealthy ſons ſupply : 
From flow inactive courts, they grieve to hear 
Eugene, a name to every Briton dear, 
By tedious languiſhing delays is held 395 
Repining, and impatient, from the ſield: 
While ſactious ſtateſmen riot in exceſs, 
And lazy prieſts whole provinces poſſeſs, 
Of unregarded wants the breve complain, 
And the ftarv'd foldier fucs for bread in vaiu; 400 
At once with generous indignation warm, 
Britain the treafure ſends, and bids the hero arm, 
Straight eager to the field he ſpceds away, 
There vows the victor Gaul fall dear repay 
The ſpoils of Calcinato's fatal day: 
Chear d by the preſence of the chief they Tove, 406 
Once more their fate the warriors long to prove ; 
Reviv'd each foldier lifts his drooping head, 
Forgets his wounds, and calls him on to lead ; 
Again their creſts the German eagles rear, 410 
Stretch their broad wings, and fan the Latian air; 
Greedy for battle and the prey they call, 
And point great Eugene's thunder on the Gaul. 
The chief commands, and ſoon in dread array 
Onwards the moving legions urge their way; 415 
With hardy marches and ſucceſsful haſte, 
O'er every barrier fortunate they paſs'd, 
Which nature or the ſkilful foe had plac'd. 
"The foe in vain with Gallic arts attends, 
To mark which way the wary leader bends, 4:0 
Vainly in war's myſterious rules is wife, 
Lurks where tall woods and thickeſt coverts riſe, 
And meanly hopes a conqueſt from ſurprize. 
Now with {wift horſe the plain around them beats, 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats ; 425 
Now fixt to wait the coming force, hc ſeems, 
Secur'd by ſteepy banks and rapid ftireams 
While river-gods in vain exhauſt their ſtore ; 
From plentcous urns the guſhing torrents pour, 
Riſe o'er their utmoſt margins to the plain, 430 
And ſtrive to ſtay the warrior's haſte in vain ;, 
Alike they paſs the plain and cloſer wood, 
F.xplore the ſord, and tempt the fwelling flood, 
Unſhaken ſtill purſue the ſtedfaſt courſe, 434 
And where they want their way, they find it or 
they tore. | 
But anxious thoughts Savoy's great Prince inſeſt, 
And roll ill-boding in his careful breaſt ; 
Oft he revolves the ruins of the great, 


vnd ſadly thinks on loit Bavaria's fats, 439 
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The hapleſs mark of tortune's cruel iporty 

An exile, meanly forc'd to beg ſupport 

From the flow bountics of a foreign court. 
Forc'd from his lov'd Turin his laſt retreat, 
His glory once and empire's ancient ſcat, 

He ſees from far where wide deſtructions ſpread, 
And fiery ſhowers the goodly town invade, 446 
Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd ſtatc, 
And curſe the unrelenting tyrant*s hate. 

But great Eugene prevents his every fear, 

He had refolv'd it, and he would be there; 450 

Not danger, toil, the tedious weary way, 

Nor all the Gallic powers his is'd aid delay. 

Like truth itſelf nnknowing how to fail, 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail. 

Thus ever certain does the fon appear, 455 

Bound by the law of Jove's eternal year ; 

"Thus conſtant to his courſe, ſets out at morn, 

Round the wide world in twice twelve hours is 
born, 

And to a moment keeps his fix'd return. 

Straight to the town the heroes turn their care, 
Their frieudly ſuccour for the brave prepare, 
And on the ſoe united bend the war. 
er the ſteep trench and ramparts height, 
At once they ruſh, and drive the rapid flight ; 
With idle arms the Gallic legions ſeem 463 
To ſtem the rage of the reſiſtleſs ſtream; 

At once ict bears them down, at once they yield. 

Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the field; 

Reſiſtance ceaſes, and tis war no more, 

At once the vanquiſh don the victor's power; 470 

Throughout the field, where- cer they turn their 
fight, 

"Tis all — conqueſt or inglorious dight; 

Swift vo their reſcued friends their joys they bear, 

With life and liberty at once they chear, 5 

And ſave them in the moment of deſpair. 

So timcly to the aid of ſinking Rome, 476 

With active haſte did great Camillus come: 

So to the Capitol he forc'd his way, 

So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd his prey þ 
And ſav d his country in one ſignal day. 

From impious arras at length, O Louis,ceaſe! 48r 
Aud leave at length the labouring world in peace, 
Leſt heaven diſcloſe fome yet more fatal ſcenc, 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin ; 

Leſt from thy hand thou fee thy ſceptre torn, 485 
And humbled ia the duſt thy loftes mourn : 

Leſt urg'd at length thy own repining flave, 
Though fand of burdens, and in bondage brave 
Purſuc thy hoary hcad with curſes to rhe grave. 
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AN EPISTLE TO FLAVIA. 


ON THE Sur OF TW PINDARIC ODES: ON 
TUE SPLEEN AND VANITY 


WRITTEN BY A LADY ® HER FRIEND. 
J. AVIA, to you with ſafety I commend 
This verſe, the ſecret failing of your ſricud. 
To your yg--o0d-nature I ſecurely truſt, 


Who know, that to conceal, is to be juſt, 


Ann Counteſs of Winchelſea. 


| 


RomwE'Ss POEMS 


The Muſe, like wretched maids by love undone, 

Nom friends, acquaintance, and the light would 
run; 

Conſcious of folly, fears attending ſhame, 

Fears the cenſorious world, and loſs of fame. 

Some confident by chance ſhe finds though few 

Pity the fools, whom love or verſe undo), 

Whoſe ſond compaſſion ſooths her in the fin, 

And ſets her on to venture once again. 

Sure, in the better ages of old time, 

Nor poetry nor love was thought a crime ; 

From heaven they both the gods beſt gifts were 
ſent, 

Divinely perſect both, and innocent. 

'Then were bad poets and looſe loves net known ; 

None felt a warmta which they might bluſh to 


own. 
Beneath cool ſhades our happy fathers lay, 
And ſpent in pure untainted joys the day: 
Artleſs their loves, articſs their numbers were, 
While: Nature ſimply did in bcth appear, | 
None could the cenſor or the critic fcar. 
ws on on what heaven 
| beſtow'd, N 
Nor were too curious of the given good. 
At length, like Indians fond of fancy d toys, 
We loſt being happy, to be thought more wiſe. 
In one curs'd age, to puniſh verſe and fin, 
Critics and hangmen, both at once, came in. 
Wit and the laws kad both the ſame ill fate, 


And partial tyrants ſway'd in either ſtate, 
Ili-natur'd cenſure would be ſure to damn 
Au alien-wit of independent fame, 
While Bayes grown old, and harden'd in offence, 
Was ſuffer'd to write on in ſpite of ſenſe; 
Back'd by his friends, th invader brought along 
A crew of ſoreign words into our tongue, 5 
To ruin and enſlave the free-born Engliſh ſong ; 
Still the prevailing faction propt his throne, 
And to four volumes let his Plays run on; 
Then a lewd tide of verſe, with vicious rage, 
Broke in upon the morals of the age. 
The Stage ( whole art was once the mind to move 
To noble daring, and to viituous love) 
Precept, with pleaſure mix'd, no more proſcf}, 
But dealt in double- meaning bawdy jeſt : 
The ſhocking ſounds offend the bluſhin; fair, 
And drive them from the guilty "Theatre. 
Ye wretched bards! from whom tacic ills have 

ſprung. 
Whom the avenging powers have ſpar'd too long, 
Well may you fear the blow will ſurcly come, 
Your Sodown has no Ten to avert its doom; 
Unleſs the fair Ardelia will alone 
To heaven for all the guilty tijbe atone ; 
Nor can en Saints do mort than luch a One. 
Since ſhe alone of the poetic crowd 
Lo the falle gods of wit has never bow'd, 
The empire, which ſhe ſaves, ſhall own her ſway, 
And all Parnaſſus her bleiſs d laws ohey. 

day, from what ſacred ſountain, nymph divine 


The*treaſures flow, which in thy verſe do ſhine ? | 


With what ſtrange inſpiration art thon bl-it, 
What more than Delphic ardour warm thy breaſt ? 
Our ſordid earth ne'er bred fo bright a fame, 

Eu: {rem the; Lies, e tindred ſkies, it came. | 


4 


| 
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To numbers great like thine, t* angclic quire 
In joyous concert tune the golden lyre ; 
Viewing, with pitying eyes, our cares with thee, 
They wiſely own, chat All is Vanity ;** 
Ev'n all the joys which mortal minds can know, 
And find Ardelia's verſe the leaſt vain thing below. 
If Pindar's name to thoſe bleſs d manſions reach, 
And mortal Muſes may immortal teach, 
In verſe like his, the heavenly nation raiſe 
Their tuneful voices to their Maker's praiſe; 
Nor ſhall celeſtial harmony diſdain, 
For once, $0 imitate an earthly ſtrain, 
Whoſe fame ſecure, no rival cer can fear, 
But thoſe above, and fair Ardelia here. 
She who undaunted could his raptures view, 
And with bold wings his ſacred heights purſue ; 
Safe through the Dithyrambic ſtreams ſhe ſtcer'd 
Nor the rough deep in all its dangers fear d; 
Not ſo the reſt, who with ſueceſsleſs pain 
Th' unnavigable torrent try'd in vain. 
80 Clelia lzap'd into the rapid flood, 
While the Etruſcans ſtruck with wonder ſtood : 
Amidſt the waves her raſh purſuers dy'd, 
The matchleſs dame could only ſtem the tide, : 
And gain the glory of the farther ſide. 
Sec with what pomp the antic maſque comes in! 
The various forms of the fantaſtic ſpleen. 
Vain empty laughter, howling grieſ und tears, 
Falſe joy, bred by falſe hope, and falſer frars ; 
Each vice, each paſſion which pale nature wears, 
In this odd monſtrous medley mix'd appears. 
Like Baycs's dance, conſus'dly round they run, 
Stateſman, Coquet, gay Fop, and penſive Nun, 
Spect res and Herocs, Huſbands and their Wives, 
With Monkiſh drones that dream away their 
lives 
Long nave I lavour'd with the dire diſeaſe, 
Nor found, but from Ardelia's numbers, eaſe : 
The dancing verſe runs through my fluggiſh 
veins, 
Where dull and cold the frozen blood remains. 
Pale cares and anxious thoughts give way in haſte, 
And to returning joy reſign my breaſt ; 
Then free from every pain I did endure, 
I bleſs the charming author of my cure. 
So when to Saul the great muſician play'd, 
The ſullen fiend unwillingly obey 'd, 
And leſt the monarch's breaſt, to ſeek ſome ſafer 
ihade, 


— —— 


1 


* HILF Sappho with harmonious airs 
ler dear Philenis charms, 
With equal joy the nymph appears 
Diflolving in his arms. 


Thus to themſelves alone they are 
What all mankind can give ; 

Ahternately the happy pair | 
All grant, and all receiyg, \ 


G 2 


' 
F 


* 
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Like the Twin-ſtars, ſo fam'd for friends, 
Who ſet by turns, and rife ; 

When one on Thetis' lap deſcends, 

His brother mounts the ſkies. 


With happier fate, and kinder care, 
Theſe nymphs by turns do reign, 

Vhile ſtill the falling does prepare 
The riſing to ſuſtain. 


The joys of either ſex in love, 
In each of them we read; 
Succeſhve each to each does prove, 
Fierce youth and yielding maid. 


E PIGRA M 


ro THE 
TWO NEW MEMBERS FOR BRAMBER, 
1708. 
OUGH in the Commons Houſe you did 


vail, 
Good * Moore, and gentle Maſter Hale; 
Yet on good luck be cautious of relying, 
Burgeſs for Bramber is no place to die in. 
Your predeceſſors have been oddly fated ; 
Aſgill and Shippen have bcen both tra»/lated, 


VERSES MADE TO A SIMILE OF PCPT':. 

\ HILF at our houſe the ſervants braw), 
And raiſc an uproar in the hall; 

Vhen John the butler, and our Mary, 

About the plate and linen vary : | 

Till the ſmart dialogue grows rich, 

In ſneaking dog! and ugly bitch ! 

Down comes my lady like the devil, 

And makes them filcat all and civil. 

"Thus cannon clears the cloudy air, 

And ſcatters tempeſts brewing there. 


Thus bullies ſometimes keep tlic peace, 
And one ſcold makes another ccaſe, 


__— — —ñ ñ ꝶ A4 


** 
* 


CY vicor : XI Arp VYALENTINIG'S FIRST COMING 
To THE HOUESL IN THU HAY-MARKET, 


ATE ſtrikes the vocal lyre, 
And ready at his call, 
it armonious bric!: and ſtone conſpire 
To raiſe the 'Theban wall. 
Ta cmulation of his praiſe 
Two Latian S:gnors come, 
A ſiuking theatre to raiſc 
And prop Van's tottering dame. 
But how this laſt ſhould come to paſs 
Rluſt-ſtill remain unknown. 
Since theſe poor gentlemen, alas! 
5 Bring ncither brick nor ſtone. 


PO EMS. 


EPILOGUE TO THE INCONSTANT ; 
OR, 


THE WAY TO WIN HIM: 
A COMEDY. BY MR. FARQUHAR. 


AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE=ROYAL 
IN DRURY-LANE, 1703. 


EPOKEN BY MR. WILXK ES. 


ROM Fletcher's great Original *, to-day 
We took the hint of this our Modern Play : 
Our author, from his lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconſtant, free gallant : 
With a gay ſoul, with ſenſc and will to rove, 
With language, and wich ſofcneſs fram'd to 
move, 

With little truth, but with a world of love. 
Such forms on maids in morning lumber: wait, 
When fancy firſt inſtructs their hearts to beat, ( 


| When firſt they wiſh, and figh for what they 


know not yct. 
Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may 
Reach your cold hearts by ſome unguarded way; 
Let Villeroy's misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's danger till in darkneſs and ſurprize ; 
Though from his rampart he defy'd the for, 
Prince Eugene found an aqueduct below. 
With eaſy freedom, and a gay addreſs, 
A preſling lover ſeldom wants ſucceſs : 
Whilſt the reſpectſul, like the Greek, fits down, 
Aud waſtes a ten years ſiege before one town. 
For her own ſake let no ſorſaken maid, 
Our wanderer for want of love, upbraid ; 
Since 'tis a ſecret, none ſtould e' er confeſs, 
That they have loſt the happy power to pleaſc. 
It you ſuſpect the rogue inclin'd to break, 
Break firit, and ſwear you've turn'd him off 2 
weck; 
As princes when they reſty ſtateſmen doubt, 
Beſore they can ſurrender, turn them out. 
What-c'er you think, grave uſes may be made, 
As much, ev'n for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 
Let the good man for Marriage Rites deſign'd, 
With ſtudious care and diligence of mind, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind ; 


; 


Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vory, 


And u henhe knows the worſt on't—let him marry- 


PROLOGUE TO THE GAMESTTER: 
A COMEDY. BY MRS. CENTLIVRE. 


AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE NEW THEATRE ix 
LINCOLN'S-INN FIELDS, 1704. | 


SPOKEN BY AIR. BETTERTON. 


F humble wives, that drag the marriage-chain, 
With curſed dogged huſbands, may complain ; 
If tura'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, 
They may, at leaſt, for alimony ſue. 


* See, The Wild-Cooſe Chace, 
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Knw, we reſolve to make the caſe our own, 


Between the plaintiff ſtage, and the defendant | 


town. 
When firſt you took us from our father's houſe, 
And lovingly our intereſt did — 
You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And honey-moon held out above three year ; 
At length, for pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent enjoyment pall'd your ſprightly taſte ; 
And though at firſt you did not quite neglect, 
We found your love was dwindled to reſpect. 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your way it fell, 
You ſtopp'd, and call'd to ſee if we were well. 
Now, quite eſtrang'd, this wretched place you 

ſhun, | 
Like bad wine, bus'neſe, ducls, and a dun. 
Have we ſor this increas'd Apollo's race ? 
Been often pregnant with your wit's embrace 0 
And borne you many chopping babes of grace? 
Some uply toads we had, and that's the curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that you far'd the worſe ; 
For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 
Look on't, and if you like it, entertain : 
Mall the n1d wife ſays of it be true, 
There are ſome features too like ſome of you: 
For us, if you think fitting to forſake it, 
We meren to run away, aud let the pariſh take :t. 


EPILOGUE 
SPOKEN BY MRS. BARRY, 


oft the Theatre- Royal in Drury- Lane, April 7, 
. 1709, at ber playing in Love for Love 
with Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the Benefit of 
Mr. Beit:rion, 


A ſome brave knight, who once with ſpear 
and ſhicld 

Had ſought renown in many a well-ſought ficld ; 
But now no more with ſacred fame inipir'd, 
Was to a peaceful hermitage retir'd : 
There, if by chance, diſaſtrous tales he hears, 
Of matrons wrongs, and captive virgins tcars, 
He ſeels ſoft pity urge his generous breaſt, 
And vows once more to tuccour the diſtreſs'd. 
Buckled in mail, he ſallies on the plain, 
And turns him to the fcats of arms again. 

So we to ſormer leagues of friendſhip true, 
Have bid once more our peace ſul homes adicu, 
To aid Old Thomas, and to pleaſure you. 
Like errant damſcls, boldly we (gage, | 
Arm'd, as vou ſce, {or the defence leis ſtage. 
Lime was when this good man no help did lack, 
And ſcorn d that any ſhe ſhould hold his back; 
But now, ſo age and frailty havc ordain'd, 
But two “ at once he's forc'd to be fuſtain'd, 
You ſee what failing nature brings man ta; 

And yet let none inſult, for ought we know, 
She may not wear ſo well with ſome of you. 


0 


* Mrs. Barry and Mrs. Eracegirdle clap bim 
zcund thy Walt. 


J 


| 


K 
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ſtrength is not clean paſt, 


Though old, yet find his 

But true as ſteel he's metal to the laſt. 

If better he perform'd in days of yore, 

Yet now he gives you all that's in his power ; 

What can the youngeſt of you all do more ? 
CON HY WT Oren praiſe be 

umd, 
Shall haply be a theme in times to come, 


; 


As now we talk of Roſcius, and of Rome. 
Had you withheld your favours on this night, 
Old Shakeſpeare's ghoſt had ris'n to do him right. 
With indignation had you. ſeen him frown 
Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs town; 
Griev'd aud repining, you had heard him ſay, 
Why are the Muſc's labours caſt away? : 
Why did I write what only he could play ? 
But ſince, like friends to wit, thus throng'd you 
meet, 
Go on, and make the generous work compleat 2 
Be true to merit, and till own its cauſe, 
Find ſomething for him more than bare applauſe, 
In juſt remembrance of your pleaſure paſt, 


Be kind, and give him a diſcharge at laſt ; 
In pcace and caſe life's remnant let him wear, 


And hang his conſecrated Buſkin * there. 


EPILOGUE TO THE CRUEL GIFT: 
A TRAGEDY. BY MRS. CENTLIVRE. 


ASIT WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL IM 
DRURY=-LANE, 1715. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. OLDFIELD. 
ELL—'twas a narrow ſcape my Lover 


\ made, 

That Cup and Meſſage— I was ſore afraid— 

Was that a preſent for a new-made Widow, 

All in her diſmal dumps, like doleful Dido ? 

When one peep'd in—and hop'd for ſomething 
od 


good, 

There was—Oh! Cad! a naſty Heart and Blood f, 
If the old man had ſhewn himſelf a father, 
His Bowl ſhould have inclos'd a cordial rather, 
Something to chear me up amidſt my trance, 
L' Eau d. Bard. —or comfortable Nantz } ! 

He thovght he paid it off with being ſmart, 
And, to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the hcart. 
I could have told his gravity, moreover 

Were 1 ou: ſex's ſecrets to diſcover, 5 
"Vis what we never look' d for in a Lover. 

Let but the bridegroom prudently provide 

A!! other matters fitting for a Bride, 

So he make good the Jewels and the Jointure, 
To mils the Heart, docs ſeldom diſappoint her. 
Faith, ſor the faſhion Hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt baubles we can trade in. 


* Pointing to the top of the ſtage. 

+ This tragedy was ſounded upon the ſtory cf 
Segiſmonda and Guiſcardo, one of Boccace'+ 
novels; wherein the Heart of the Lover is ſent 
by the F.ther to his Daughter, as a preſent, 

ti. e. Citron-Watcr and good Brapdy. 


46 ROWE'S 
Where are the brave Britons to be found, 


With Hearts of Oak, ſo much of old renown'd ? 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to Mother-church and Stare ; 
When their falſe Hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Yon trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning ? | 
Shame on the canting crew of Soul-Inſurers, 

The Tyburn Tribe of 1 making Non-jurors; 
no, in new-fangled Terms, old Truths ex- 
laining, 

Teach honeſt Engliſhmen, damn'd Double-mean- | 

ing. | 
Oh! — you loſt integrity reſtore, 
And boaſt that faith your plain fore-fathers bore ; 
What ſurer can you hope to find, 


POEM &. 


Ship off, ye flaves, and ſeck ſome paſſive land. 
Where tyrants after your own hearts command. 
To your Tranſalpine maſter's rule reſort, 

And fill an empty abdicated court : 

Turn your poſſeſſions here to ready rhino, 

And buy ye lands and lordſhips at Urbino. 


HORACE, BOOK 11. ODE IV. IMITATED. 


THE LORD GRIFFIN TO THE EARL 


OF SCARSDALE, 


Than that dear pledge “ your Monarch left behind! 
Sce how his Looks and his honeſt Heart explain, 
And ſpeak the bleſſings of his futurc Reign ! 
In his each feature, truth and candour trace, 
And read Plain-dcaling written in his Face. 


——— — — — — 


PROLOGUE TO THE NON-JUROR : 
A COMEDY. BY MR. CIBBER. 


AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL 
IN DRURY-LANE, 1718. 


SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS. 
NIGHT, ye Whigs and Tories, both be 


ſafe, 
Nor hope at one another's coſt to laugh. 
We mean to ſouſe old Satan and the Pope ; 
They've no relations here, nor friends, we hope. 
A tool of theirs ſupplies the comic ſtage 
With juſt materials for ſatiric rage: 
Nor thank our colours may too ſtrongly paint 
The Stiff Non-juring Separation Saint. | 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To thoſe who give the nation to the devil; 
Who at our ſureſt beſt foundation ſtrike, 
And hate our monarch and our church alike ; 
Our church—which, aw'd with reverential fcar, 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here, 
Long may ſhe theſe her worſt of foes defy, 
And lift her mitred head triumphant to the ſky : 
While theirs but ſatire ſilently diſdaius 
To name, what lives not, but in madmen's brains. 
Like bawds, each lurking paſtor ſeeks the dark, 
And fears the juſtice's enquiring clerk. 
In cloſe back-reoms his routed flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the patriarch of blind lanes and allies : 
There, ſafe, he lets his chundering cenſures fly, 
Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our laws the lye, 
And excommunicates three ſtories high. 
Why, ſince a land of liberty they hate, 
dtill will they linger in this free-born ſtate ? 
Here, every hour, freſh, hateful objects riſe, 
Peace and proſperity aſflict their eyes; 
With anguiſh, prince and people they ſurvey, 
their juit obedience and his rightcous ſway. 


* The Prince of Wales, then preſent. 


I. 
O not, moſt fragrant earl, diſclaim 
Thy bright, thy reputable flame, 
To Bracegirdle the brown; 
But publicly eſpouſe the dame, 
And lay, G—— d— the town. 
II. 
Full many heroes, ſiet ce and keen, 
Mich drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 
Although right good commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounſlow ſccu, 
And ſome who've been in Flanders. 


I. 
Did not baſe Greber Peg inflame 
The ſober carl of Nottingham, 
Of ſober fire deſcended ? 
That careleſs of his ſoul and fame, 
To play-heuſes he nightly came, 
And leit church undefended. 
IV. 
The monarch who of France is highs, 
Who rules the roaſt with matchleſs might, 
Since William went to heaven ; ; 
Loves Maintenon, his lady bright, 
Who was but Scarron's leaving. 


V. 
Though thy dear father kept an inr. 
At griſly head of Saracen, 
For carriers at Northamipton ; 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler kin, 
Than eer that father dreamt on. 
VI. 

Of proffers large her choice had the, 
Of jewels, plate, and land in fee, 
Which ſhe with ſcorn rejected: 
And can a nymph ſo virtucus be 

Of baſe-boxn blood ſuſpected ? 


VII. 
Her dimple cheek, and roguiſh eye, 
Her flender waiſt, and taper thigh, 
I always thought provoking ; 
But, faith, though I talk waggiſhly, 
mean no more than joking. 


Signora Franceſco Margvareta de ]'Epine, az 
Italian ſongroys, 
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VIII. 
Then be not jealous, friend : for why ? 
My lady marchioneſs is nigh, | 
To ſce 1 ne*'er ſhould hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well that 1 
Am turn'd of five-and-forty. 


THE 


RECONCILEMENT BETWEEN JACOB 
TONSON AND MR. CONGREVE. 


AX IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK III. ODE IX. 


TONSON. 


9 my houſe in Fleet-ſtreet once you 
| lay, | 
How merrily, dear Sir, time paſs'd away ? 
While I partook your wine, your wit, and 
mirth, 
] was the happieſt creature on God's yearth“.“ 
CONGREYV Ee 
While in ycur early days of reputation, 
You for blue garters had not ſuch a paſſion ; 
While yet you did not uſe as now your trade is) 
To drink with noble lords, aud toaſt their ladies; 


Thou, Jacob Tonſon, wert to my conceiving, 
The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt fellow living. 


TONSON. 

I'm in with captain Vanburgh at the preſent, 
A moſt fweet-natur'd gentleman, and pleaſant ; 
He writes your comedics, draws ſchemes, and 

models, 
And builds dukes houſes upon very odd hills : 
For him, ſo much 1 dote on him, that 1, 
If I was ſurc to go to heaven, would dic. 


CONGREVE+» 


Temple + and Delaval are now my party, 
Men that are tam Mercurio both quam Marte; 
Aud though for them I ſhall ſcarce go to heaven, 
Let I can drink with them fix nights in ſeven. | 


TONSON, 


What if from Van's dear arms I ſhould retire, 
And once more warm my Bunnians f at your fire; 
if I to Bow-ſtreet ſhould invite you home, 

And ſet a bed up in my dining- room, : 
Tell me, dear Mr. Congreve, will you come? 


CONGREVE, 


Though the gay ſailer, and the gentle knight, 
Mere ten times more my joy and heart's delight, 
Though civil perſons they, you ruder were, 

And had more humours than a danciug-bear ; 
Yet for your fake 1'd bid them both adieu, 
And live and dic, dear Bob, with ouly,you. 


The dialect of the elder Tonſon. 


4 


4 Sir Rickard Temple, afterwards lord Cobham. 
+ Jacob term fur his corgs, | 
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HORACE, BOOK II. ODE XXL 


TO HIS CASK. 


I. 
AIL, gentle Caſk, whoſe venerable head 
With hoary down and ancient duſt o er- 
ſpread, 
Old age has added to thy worth. 
Whether the ſprightly juice thou doſt contain, 
Thy votaries will to wit and love, 
Or ſenſcleſs noiſe and lewdncis move, 
Or fleep, the cure of theſe and every other pain. 
I. 
Since to ſome day propitious and great, 
Juſtly ar firſt thou wait defigr.'d by fate; 
This day, the happieit of thy many years, 
With thee Iwill forget my cares: 
To my Corvinus' hca!th thou ſhalt go round, 
(Since thou art ripen'd for to-day, 
And longer age would bring decay 


Till every anxious thought in che rich ſtream be 


drown d. 


III. 
To thee my friend his roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 
And Socrates himſelf a while forget. 
Thus when old Cato would ſumetimes unbend 
The rugged ſtiſſneſs of his mind, 
Stern and ſevere, the Stoic quaff d his bowl, 
His frozen virtue felt the charm, 
And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon warm, 
And bleſs'd the ſprightly power that chear'd his 
gloomy ſoul. 
IV. 
With kind conſtant ill-nature thou doſt bend, 
And mould the ſnarling cynic to a friend 
The fage reſerv'd, and fam'd for gravity, 
Finds all he knows ſumm'd up in thee, 
And by thy power unlock'd, grows caſy, gay, 
and free. 
The ſwain, who did ſome credulous nymph per- 
ſuade 
To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, 
Devotes her to his vanity, 


And to his fcllow-fops toaſts the abandon'd maid. 


V. 

The wretch who, preſs'd bencath a load of cares, 
And labouring with continual woes, deſpairs, 
If thy kind warmth does his chill'd ſenſc invade, 
From earth he rears his drooping head, 
Reviv'd by thee, he ceaſcs now to mourn ;z 

His fly:ng cares give way to haſte, 

Aud to the god reſign his breaſt, 
Where hopes of better days, and better things 

return. 


VI. 
The labouring hind, who with hard toil and 
i | 


paius, 
Amidſt his wants, a wretched life maintains; 
If thy rich juice his ho:nely ſupper acown, 


| Hot with thy fires, ang bolder grown, 
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Of kings, and of their arbitrary power, 
And how by impious arms they reign, 
Fiercely he talks with rude diſdain, 
And vows to be a flave, to be a wretch, no more. 
VII. 
Fair Queen of Love, and thou great God of 
inc, 
Hear every grace, and all ye powers divine, 
All that to mirth and friendſhip do incline 
Crown this auſpicious Caſk, and happy night, 
With all things that can give delight ; 
Be every care and anxious thought away; 
Ye tapers ſtill be bright and clear, 
Rival the moon, and cach pale ſtar, 
Your beams ſhall yield to none, but his who 


brings the day. 


HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE I. 
TO VENUS. 

Obe more the Queen of Love invades my 

Late, with long eaſe and peaceful pleaſures bleſt ; 


Sparc, ſpare the wretch, that ſtill has been thy 
ſlave, 


And let my former ſervice have 
The merid to protect me to the grave. 
When under Cyncra, the good and fair, 
With joy 1 did thy fetters wear, 
Bleſs'd in the gentle ſway of an indulgent queen. 
With pain my neck beneath thy yoke I bow. 
Why doſt thou urge me ſtill to bear? Oh! why 
To youthful breaſts, to mirth and gaiety ? 
Go, bid thy ſwans their gloſſy wings expand, 
And ſwiftly through the yielding air 
Worthy to be thy ſlave, and fit for thy command. 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Skill'd in a thouſand ſoft prevailing arts, 
With wondrous force the youth imparts | 
Thy power to unexperienc'd virgins hearts. 
And if thou ſhalt his wiſhes bleſs, 
Beyond his rivals with ſucceſs, 
In gold and marble ſhall thy ſtatues ſtand. 
Or on the banks of Ouſe's gentle flood, 
With odorous beams the temple he ſhall raiſe, 
For ever ſacred to thy praiſe, 
decays. 
There while rich incenſe on thy altar burns, 
Fhy votaries, the nymphs and ſwains, 
Mix d with their ſofter flutes, ſhall tell their flames 
by turns. 
As love and beauty with the light are born, 


Much am I chang'd from what 1 once have been, 

Stiff and unequal to the labour now, 

Doſt thou not much rather fly { 
To Damon thee their goddeſs bear, 

Joy in his heart, love on his ing tongue. 

Far ſhalt he ſtretch the bounds of thy command; 

Bercath the ſacred ſhade of Odel's wood, 

Till the fair ftream, and wood, and love itſclf 
In melting ſoft harmonious ſtrains, 

So with the day thy honours ſhall return; 


Pp OFT MS. 


| Some lovely youth, pair'd with a bluſhing maid, 


A troop of either fex ſhall lead, 

And twice the Salian meaſurcs round thy altar 
tread. 

Thus with 2n equal empire o'er the light, 


The of Love, and God of Wit, 
T riſe, together fit : 
There may ſt thou reign 
No more falſe beauty ſhall my paſſion move; 
Nor ſhall my fond believing heart be led, 
By mutual vows and oaths betray'd, 
To hope for truth from the proteſting maid. 
That us'd to ſhade and crown my brow, 
And round my chearful temples fragrant odours 
ſhed. | 
But tell me, Cynthia, fay, bewitching fair, 
What mean theſe ſighs ? why ſtcals this falling 
tear ? 
Why did my tongue refuſe to move! 
Tell me, can this be any thing but love ? 
Still with the night, my dreams my gricfs renew, 
Still ſhe is preſent to my eres, 
And ſtill in vain I, as ſhe flies, 


ogether 
But, goddeſs, do thou fay, and bleſs alone the 
night. 
, while 1 forget to love ; 
With love the ſprightly joys of wine are fled; 
The roſes too ſhall wither now, 
And when my ſtruggling thoughts for paſſage 
ſtrove, 
O'er woods, and plains, and ſcas, the ſcornfu! 
maid pur ſuc. 


HORACE, BOOK I. EPISTLE IV. 
IMITATED. 


1 0 
RICHARD THORNHILL, ESQ. * 


1 HILL, whom doubly to my hear. 
commend, 

The critic's art, and candour of a friend, 

Say what thou doſt in thy retirement find, 

Worthy the labours of thy active mind; 

Whether the tragic Muſe inſpires thy thought, 

To emulate what moving Otway wrote; 

Or whether to the covert of ſome grove 

Thou and thy thoughts do from the world remove, 

Where to thyſclf thou all thofe rules doſt ſhow, 

That good men ought to practiſe, or wiſe know. 

For ſure thy maſs of men is no dull clay, 

But well-inform'd with the celeſtial ray. 

The bounteous gods; to thee compleatly kind, 

In a fair frame inclos'd thy ſairer mind; 

And though they did profuſely wealth beſtow, 

They gave thee the true uſe of wealth to know. 


| Could ev'n the nurſe wiſh for her darling boy 


' 
4a ſoul by wiſdom's nobleſt precepts crown'd ? 


A happineſs which thou doſt not enjoy : 
What can her fond ambition aſk beyond 


* Who fought the duel with Sic Cholmondley 


l 


| Deczing. 
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unlock th' ſecret treaſures of the mind, 
And make the bleſſing common to mankind. 
On theſe let health and reputation wait, 8 
he ſavour of the virtuous and the great: 
A table chearfully and cleanly ſpread, 
Stranger alike to riot and to need: 
Such an eſtate as no extremes may know, 
A free and juſt diſdain for all things elſe below. 
Amidſt uncertain hopes, and anxious cares, 
"Fumultuous ſtrife, and miſerable fears, 

re for all events thy conſtant breaſt, 
And let each day be to thee as thy laſt. 
"That morning's dawn will with new pleaſure riſe, 
Whoſe light ſhall unexpected bleſs thy eyes. 
Me, when to town in winter you repair, 
Battening in caſe you'll find, fleck, freſh, and 

fair; 
Ale, who have learn'd from Epicurus' lore, 

'To ſnatch the bleſſings of the flying hour, 
Whom every Friday at the Vine “ you'll find 
His true diſciple, and your faithful friend. 


To this ſair ſpeech, and happy utterance "il 


THE UNION. 


HILE rich in brigheſt red the bluſhing 
Roſe 

Her freſheſt opening beauties did diſcloſe ; 
Her, the rough Thiſtle from a neighbouring field, 
With fond defires and lover's cyes beheld ; 
Straight the ferce plant lays by his pointed darts, 
And wooes the gentle cer with foſter arts. 
Kindly fe heard, and did bs flame approve, 
And own'd the warrior worthy of her love. 


Flora, whoſe happy laws the ſcaſons guide, 
With pleaſure ſaw the wiſhing pair combine, | 
One ſtem the Thiſtle and the Roſe ſhall bear: 


Who docs in ficlds and painted meads preſide, 
lo ſavour what their Goddeſs did deſign, 

And bid them in eternal Union join. 

The Thiſtle's laſting grace, thou, O my Roſe ! 
malt be, 


Andcrownsthe gardens with their flowery fe, 
Henceforth, ſhe ſaid, in each returning year, 
The warlike Ihiſtle's arms, a ſure defence to thee, 


ON CONTENTMENT. 


DONE FROM THE LATIN OF J. GERHARDF. 


MX that once, by Fortune's bounty rear'd, 

Amudit the wealthy and che great appear'd; 

Hare wiſcly from thoſe envy'd heights declin'd, 

Have ſank to that juſt level of mankind, 

Where nor 792 little nor too much gives the true 
peace of mind. 


A Tavern in Long-Acre. 
+ In his Meditatzones Sacræ. 
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THE LAST JUDGMENT, 


AND 


THE HAPPINESS OF THE SAINTS IN 
HEAVEN, 


DONE FROM THE LATIN or J. GERHARD, 


N that bleſs'd day, from every part. the juſt, 
Rais'd from the liquid deep or mouldering duſt, 
The various products of Time's fruitful womb, 
All of paſt ages, preſent and to come, 
In full aſſembly ſhall at once reſort, 
And mect within high heaven's capacious court: 
There famous names rever'd in days of old, 
Our great forefathers there we ſhail behold, 
From whom old ſtocks and anceſtry began, 
And worthily in long ſucceſſion ran; 
Ihe reverend fires with pleaſure ſhall we greet, 
Attentive hear, while faithful they 
Full * a virtuous deed, and many a noble 
cat. 
There all thoſe tender tics, which here bclow, 
Or kindred, or more ſacred friendſl:ip know, 
Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall grow. 
Refin'd ſrom paſſion, and the dregs of ſenſe, 
A better, truer, dearer love from thence, 
Its everlaſting Being ſhall commence : 
There, like their days, their joys ſhall ne*er be 
done, 


No night ſhall riſe, to ſhade heaven's glorious 


. 


5 


ſun, 
But one ctecrnal holy-day go on. 


COLIN's COMPLAINT. 


" Ws  & 


| | 
ro THE TUNE OF © GRIM KING OF THE GHOSTS.” 


ESPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid 

And while a ſalſe nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupportcd his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the brook in return to his pain, 

Ran mournſully murmuring by. 


Alas, ſilly ſwain that 1 was! 
Thus ſadly complaining, he cry'd, 
When firſt I behe!d that fair face, 
*T were better by far I had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſe d the dear tongue; 
When the ſmil'd, twas a pleaſure too great. 
I liſten'd. and cry d, when ſhe ſung, 
Was n:ghtingale ever ſo ſweet? 


H 
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How ſooliſh was I to · belie ve 

She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not gricve, 

To forſake the fine folk of the town ? 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and ſo conſtant would prove ; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 

Or live in a cottage on love ? 


What though I have ſkill to complain, 
Though the Muſes my temples have crown'd ; 
What though, when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around. 
Ah, Colin, thy hopes are in vaia, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign 
Thy falſe-one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than ththe. 


And you, my ions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſce me betray d, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 
"Though through the wide world I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
*T'was her's to be falſe and to change, 
"Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground. 
'The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was truc. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolic it all the long day; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when bencath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


REFLY, BY ANOTHER HAND. 


** winds to whom Colin compliins, 
In dittics ſo ſad and ſo ſwect, 
ꝛlieve me, the mepherd but feigns 
He's wretch'd, to ſhew he has wit. 

No charmer like Colin can move, 

And this is ſome pretty new art ; 

Ah! Colin“ a juggler in love, 

And likes to play tricks with my heart. 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Scem doleful and alter his face, 
Can tremble, and alter his talc, 


Ah! Colin has cvcry pace z 


| 
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The willow my rover prefers 
To the breaſt where he once beg d to lie, 
And the ſtream, which he ſwells with his tcars, 
Are rivals belov'd more than 1. 


III. 


His head my fond boſom would bear, 
And my heart would ſoon beat him to reſt ; 
Let the ſwain that is lighted deſpair, 
But Colin is only in jeſt : 
No death the deceiver deſigns, 
Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair ; 
For Colin but dics in his lines, 
Aud gives himſclf that modiſh air. 


IV. 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the court, 
So wittily talk of their flame ? 
But Colin makes paſſion his ſport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a game: 
My voice of no muſic can 
Nor my perſon of ought that is fine; 
But Colin may find, to his coſt, 
A face that is faircr than mine. 


V. 


Ah! then I will break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep, 
And lie in the much-favour'd brook, 
Where Colin does now fit and weep : 
Then mourn the ſad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets ſo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhaps, 1 may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft muſic as thine. 


VI. 


Of the violet, daiſy, and roſe, 
The heart's caſe, the lily, and pink, 
Did thy fingers a garland compole, 
And crown'd by the rivulct's brink ; 
How oft, my dear ſwain, did I ſwear, 
How much my ſond love did admire 
Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 
1 hough deck'd in thy rural attire : 


VII. 


Your ſhecp-hook you rul'd with ſuch ar, 
That all your ſmall ſubjects obey'd; 

And ſtill you reign'd king of this heart, 
Whoſe paſlion you falſely upbraid; 

How often, my ſwain, have I ſaid, 
Thy arms are a palace to me, 

And how well i could live in a ſhade, 
Though adorncd with nothing but thee ! 


VIII. 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Though never ſo fine and ſo gay? 
I Ireely would lay beds of down, 
For thy breaſt on a bed of new hay : 
Then, Colin, rcturn once again, 
Aguin make me happy in love, 
Let me find thee a faithful true ſwain, 
And as conſtant a nymph 1 will prove. 


\ 


ROW ES 
EL PI G R A M | 


9X A LADY WHO SHED HER WATER AT SEEING 
| TUE TRAGEDY or caro; OCCASIONED BY AN 
EPIGRAM ON A LADY WHO WEPTT AT IT. 


hom maudlin Whigs deplore their Cato's 
fate, 

Still with dry eyes the Tory Celia fate : 

But though her pride forbade her eyes to flow, 

The guſhing waters found a vent below. 

Though ſecret yet with copious ſtreams ſhe 
mourns, 

Like twenty River-gods with all their urns. 

Let others ſcrew an hypocritic face, 

She ſhews her grief in a ſincerer place 

Here Nature reigns, and paſhon void of art; 

For this road leads directly to the heart. 


——— — K 


IMITATED IN LATIN. 


LQORAT ſata ſui dum cætera turba Catonis, 
Ecce ! oculis ſiccis Cælia fixa ſedet : 
At quanquam lacrymis faſtus vetat ora rigari, 
Inven' nere viam qui per opaca fluant : 
Clam dolet illa quidem, manat tamen humor 
abund-, 
Numinis ex urn?, ccu fluvialis aqua. 
Diſtorquent aliz vultus, ſimulantque dolorem: 
Quz mag ſincera eſt Cælia parte dolet. 
Qui mera natura eſt, non perſonata per artem, 
Qu que itur rect cordis ad ima vii. 


MKACTENAS 


VERSES OCCASIONED BY THE HONOURS CONFER=- 


RED ON THE RIGHT HOY, THE EARL OF 


HALIFAX, 1714, 
BEING THAT YEAR INSTALLED KNIGHT OF run 
MOST NOBLE ORDER or TUE GARTER. 


13 S and Cæſar once confpir'd to grace 
A noble knight of ancient Tuſcan race, 
The monarch, greatly conſcious of his worth, 
From books and his retirement call'd him forth; 
Adorn'd the patriot with the Civic crown, 
The Couſul's Faſces and Patrician gown ; 
Ihe world's whole wealth he gave him to beſtaw, 
And teach the ftrcams of treaſure where to flow: 
To him he bade the ſuppliant nations come, 
And on his counſels fix'd the fate of Rome. 
The God of Wit, who taught him firſt to fing.) 
And tune high numbers to the voca! ſtring, 
With jealous eyes beheld the bounteous king. ( 
Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my ſhare; 
Our common favourite is our common care. 
Honours and wealth thy grateful hand may give; 
But Phœbus onlz bids the poct live. 
The ſervice of his faithful heart is thine ; 
There let thy Julian Star an emblem ſhiuc ; 
His mind, and her imperial ſeat are mine. 


Ihen bind his brow, ye Theſpian maids, he faid : ) . 


The wieing Muſcs his command obey'd. 


Aud wore the deathleſ: laure; for his head. p 


POEMS. 
TP 1.0.4 .M 


ON THE 
PRINCE OF WALES's, THEN REGENT, APPEARING 
AT THE FIRE IN SPRING=GARDEN, 1726. 


* Guardian, bleſt Britannia, ſcorns to 
fl 


M hen the ſad fubjefs of his father weep ; 
Weak princes by their fears increaſe diſtreſs ; 
He faces danger, and ſo makes it leſs. 
Tyrants on blazing towns may ſmile with joy ; 
He knows, to ſav, is greater than d rey. 
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3 1 
ON 
A FINE WOMAN WHO HAD A Doll. 
HUSBAND. 


I. 
HEN on fair Celia's eyes I gaze, 
And blefs their light divine ; 
I ſtand confounded with amaze, 
To think on what they ſhine. 
II. 
On one vile clod of earth ſhe ſeems 
To fix their iafluence ; 
Which kindles not at thoſe bright beams, 
Nor wakens into ſenſ:. 


III. 
Loft and bewilder'd with the thought, 
could not but complain, 
That nature's laviſh hand had wrought 
This faireſt work in vain. 
IV. 
Thus ſome, who have the ſtars ſurvey'd, 
Are ignorantly led, 
To think thole glorious lamps were made 
To light Tom-Fool to bed. 


— ——— — — 


QCCASIONED BY 


HIS FIRST VISIT TO LADY WARWICK 


AT HOLLAND=-HOUSE. 


I. 
EARING thar Chloe's bower crown'd 
The ſummit of a neighbouring hill, 
hire every rural joy was found, 
Were health and wealth were plac'd around, 
To wait like icrvants on her will. 
II. 
went, and found 'twas as they ſaid, 

"That every thing look'd ſreſh and fair; 
Her herds ia flowery paſtures ſtray'd, 
Delightful was the green-wood ſhade, 

Aud gently brrath'd the bali) air, 
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II. 
But when 1 found my troubled heart 
Uneaſy grown within my breaſt, 
My breath come ſhort, and in each part 
Some new diſorder ſeem to ſtart, 
Which pain'd me fore and broke my reſt. 


IV. 
Some noxious vapour ſurc, I ſaid, 

From this unwholeſome ſoil muſt riſc ; 
Some ſecret venom is convcy d | 
Or from this ficld, or from that ſhade, 

That does the powers of life ſurprize. 

V. 
goon as the ſkilful Leach beheld 

The change that in my health was grown: 
Blame not, he cry d, nor wood nor ſield; 
Diſeaſes which ſuch ſymptoms yield, 

Proceed from Chloe's cyes alone. 


VI. 
Alike ſhe kills in every air, 

The coldeſt breaſt her beauties warm; 
And though the fever took you there, 
If Chloc had not been ſo fair, 

The place had never done you harm. 


STANZAS TO LADY WARWICK, 


ON 
MR. ADDISON's GOING TO IRELAND. 


I. 
k Ge Gods and Nereid nymphs who rule the ſea ! 
Who chain loud ſtorms, and ſtill the raging 
main! 
With care the gentle Lycidas convey, 
Aud bring the faithful lover ſaſc again. 
II. 
When Albion's ſhore with chearleſs heart he leſt, 
Penſive and ſad upon the deck he ſtocd, 
Oi cvery joy in Chloe's eyes bereft, 
And wept his ſorrows by the ſwelling flood. 
III. 
Ah, faircſt maid! whom, as I well divine, 
Ihe righteous gods his juſt reward orduin ; 
For his return thy pious wiſhes join, . 
That thou at length may'ſt pay him for his 
pain. 
IV. 
And ſince his love does thine alone purſue, 
In arts unpractis'd and unus'd to range; 
I charge thee by his example true, 
Aus ſhun thy fex's inclination, change. 
V. 
When crowds of youthful lovers round thee wait, 
And tender thoughts in ſweeteſt words iuwpart ; 
When thou art woo'd by titles, wealth, and 
late, 
Then thiuk on Lycidas, and guard thy heart. 
VI. 
hen the gay theatre ſhall charm thy eyes, 
When artful wit thall ſpeak thy beauty*s praiſe; 
V. hen harmony ſhall thy foft ſou! ſunprize, 
cok all ty fc, and the ratten roy ; 


ROWE'S POEM S. 


VII. 
Amidſt whatever various joys 1 
Yet breathe one ſigh, for one ſad minute moura; 
Nor let thy heart know one delight ſincere, 
Till thy own trucſt Lycidas return. 


THE VISIT. 


IT and Beauty t'other day, 
Chanc'd to take me in their way; 
And, to make the favour greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good-naturc, 
Converſation care-beguiling, 
Joy in dimples ever ſmiling, 
All the pleaſures here below, 


Men can aſk, or gods beſtow. 
A jolly train, believe me ! No : 
There were but two, Lepell * and How. 


THE CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 
TO MRS. A— D—+. 


I. 
S on a ſummer's day 
lu the greenwood ſhade I lay, 
"The maid that 1 lov'd, 
As her fancy mov'd, 
Came walking forth that way. 
I. 
And as ſhe paſſed by 
With a ſcornſul glance of her eye, 
What a ſhane, quoth ſhe, 
For a ſwain muſt it be, 
Like a lazy loon for to dic ! 


III. 
And doſt thou nothing heed, 
What Pan our God has decrect ; 
What a prize to-day 
Shall be given away, 
To the ſweeteſt fhepherd's reed : 


IV. 
There is not a fingle Iwain 
Of all this fruitful plain. 
But with hopes and ſears 
Now butily prepares 
The bouny beun to gain 
V. 
Shall another maiden ſhine 
la brigliter array than thinuc ? 
Up, up, dull ſwain, 
Tune thy pipe once again, 
Aud make the garland mine. 
_ 
Alas! my love, he cry'd, 
What avails this courtly pride? 
Since thy dear deſert 
Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world beſide ? 


* Afterwards the celebrated Lady Tarvey. 
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VII. 
To me thou art more gay, 
In his homcly ruſſet gray, 
Than the nymphs of our green, 
So trim and fo ſheen ; 
Or the brighteſt Queen of May. 


VIII. 
What though my fortune frown, 
And deny thec a ſilken gown ; 
My own dear maid, 
Be content with this ſhade, 
And a ſhepherd all thy own. 


$ © N G. 
AH WILLOW. 


To THE SAKE IN HER SICKNES?, 


I. 
the brook and the willow that heard him 
complain, 
Ah willow, willow. 
Poor Colin ſat weeping, and told them his pain ; 
Ah willow, willow; ah, willow, willow. 
II. 
Swect * he cry'd ſadly, I'll teach thee to 


Ah willow, &c. 
And the waters ſhall riſc to the brink with my woe. 
Ah willow, &c. 
III. 
All reſtleſs and painful poor Amoret lies, 
Ah willow, &c. 
And counts the ſad moments of time as it flies. 
Ah willow, &c. 
IV. 
To the nymph my heart loves, ye ſoſt ſlumbers 
repair; 
Ah willow, &c. 


Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make her 


your care. 


Ah willow, &c. 
. 


Dear brook, where thy chance ncar her pillow to 


erecp, 
Ah willow, &c. 
Perhaps thy ſof: 2 might lull her to * 
Ah willow, 
VI. 
Let me he kept waking, my cyes ncver cloſe, 
Ah willow. &c. 
So the ſlecp that I loſe brings my ſair one repoſe, 
Ah willow, &c. 
VII. 
But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed; 
Ah willow, &c. 
If the loſo of my dear-one, my love is decrecd ; 
Ah willow, &c. 


VIII. 
If no more my ſad heart by thoſe eycs ſhall be 
chear'd; 
Ah willow, c. 
If the voice of my warhler no more ſhall be heard: 
Ah Vilcow, Kc. 
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IX; 
Bclieve me, thou fair-one ; thou dear-one, believe, 
Ah willow, &c. 
Few ſighs to thy loſs, and few tears will I give. 
Ah willow, &c. 


X. 


One fate to thy Colin and thee ſhall be ty'd, 
Ah willow, &c. 

And ſoon lay thy ſhepherd cloſe by thy cold ſidc. 
Ah willow, &c. 


XI. 


| Then run, gentle brook ; and to loſe thyſelf, haſte; 


Ah willow, willow. 
Fade thou too, my willow, this verſe is my laſt ; 
Ah willow, willow ; ah, willow, willow. 


TO THE SAME, SINGING. 


HAT charms in melody are found 
To ſoften every pain! 

How do we catch the healing ſound, 
And ſeel the ſoothing ſtrain ! 


II. 
Still when 1 hear thee, O my fair, 
I bid my heart rejoice ; 
I ſhake off every ſullen care, 
For ſorrow flics thy voice. 


The ſcaſons Philemel obey, 
Whene*er they hear her ſing 

She bids the winter fly away, 
And ſhe recals the ſpring. 


0-306 


THE FAIR INCONST ANT. 


INCE I have long lov'd you in vain, 
And doated on every feature; 

Give me at length but leave to complain 
Of ſo ungrateſul a creature. 

Though I beheld in your wandering eyes 
The wanton ſymptoms of ranging ; 

Still I rc{olv'd againſt being wile, 
And lov'd you iu ſpite of your changing. 


Why ſhould you blame what heaven has made, 
Or find any fault in creation ? 
"Tis not the crime of the faithlcſs maid, 
But nature's inclination. 
"Tis not becauſe 1 love you leſs, 
Or think you nut a true one ; 
But 1 the truth I muſt chu, 
always lo- d a uew-vac, 


* 
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| To 
LORD WARWICK, 


ON HIS BIRT H-DAY. 

WH fraught with all that grateful minds 

can move, 

With friendſhip, tenderneſs, reſpect, and love; 

The Muſe had wiſh'd, on this returning day, 

Something moſt worthy of herſelf to ſay : 

To Jove ſhe offer'd up an humble prayer, 

To take the noble Warwick to his care. 

Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er diviner 

Adorns the ſoul, or beautiſies the face: 

Let manly conſtancy confirm his truth, 

And gentleſt manners crown his blooming youth. 

Give him to fame, to virtue to aſpire, 

Worthy our ſongs and thy informing fire : 

All various praiſe, all honours, let him prove, 

Let men admire, and ſighing virgins love: 

With honeſt zeal inflame his generous mind, 

To love his country, and protect mankind. 

Attentive to her prayer, the god reply'd, 

Why doſt thou 1 has not been deny d? 

Jove's bounteous hand has laviſh d all his power, 

And making what he is, can add no more. 

Yet fince I joy in what I did create, 

I will prolong the favourite Warwick's fate, 

And lengthen out his years to ſome uncommon 
date, 


1 0 
LADY JANE WHARTON, 


ON BER STUDYING THE GLOBE. 
HILE o'er the globe, fair nymph, your 
ſcarches run, 
And trace its rolling circuit round the ſun, 
You ſeem'd the world beneath you to ſurvey, 
Vith eyes ordain'd to give its people day. 
With = fair lamps methought your nations 
one, 
While ours are poorly lighted up by one. 
How did thoſe rays your happier empire gild ! 
How clothe the flowery mead and fruitful ficld ! 
Your carth was in eternal ſpring array d. 
And laughing joy amidſt its natives play'd. 

Such is their day, but chearleſs is their night, 
No friendly moon reflects your abſent light: 
And, oh! when yet ere many years are paſt, 
"Thoſe beams on other objects ſhall be plac'd, 
When ſome young hero, with reſiſtleſs art, 

Shall draw thoſe eyes, and warm that virgin heart : 


How ſhall your creatures then their loſs deplore, 


And want thoſe ſuns that riſe for them no more ? 
The blifs you give will be confin'd to one, 
Aud for his fake your world muſt be undone. 


To 
WES PULITENSEY, 


UPON HER GOING ABROAD. 


N' D with the frequent miſchicfs of her eyes, 


To diſtant climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She fees her ſpreading ſames conſume around, 


Aud uot another conqueſt to be ſound. 


| 


ROWE'S POEMS 


Secure in foreign realms at will to reign, _ 
She leaves her vaſſals here with proud diſdain. 
One only joy which in her hcarts ſhe wears, 
The dear companion of her flight ſhe bears. 
Eneas thus a burning town forſock, 

Thus into baniſhment his gods he took : 

But, to retrieve his native Troy's diſgrace, 


Fix'd a new empire in a happier place. 
— AO 


ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1716. 


I. 
A1L to thee, glorious, riſing year, 
With what UNCOMMON grace thy days ap- 


pear ! 

Comely art thou in thy prime, 
Lovely Child of hoary Time; 
Where thy golden footſteps tread, 
Pleaſure all around thee ſpread ; 
Bliſs and beauty grace thy train ; 

Muſe, ftrike the lyre to ſome immortal ſtrain. 
But, oh ! what ſkill, what maſter hand, 
Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton band ? 

Looſe like my verſe they dance, and all without 

command. 
Images of faireſt things 
Crowd about the ſpeaking ſtrings ; 
Feacc and ſweet proſperity, 
Faith and chearful loyalty, 
With ſmiling love and deathleſs poeſy. 


II. 
Ye ſcowling madese, who break away, 
Well do ye fly and ſhun the purple day. 
Every fiend and fiend-like form, 
Black and ſullen as a ſtorm, 
Jealous fear, and falfe ſurmiſe, 
Danger with her dreadful eyes, 
Faction, fury, all are fled, 
And bold rcbellion hides her daring head. 
Behold, thou gracious year, bchold, 
To whom thy treaſures all thou ſhalt unfold; 
For whom thy whiter days were kept from times 
of old! 
Sec thy George, ſor this is he! 
On his right hand waiting tree, 
Britain and fair Liberty: 
Every goodis in his face, 
Every open honcſt grace. 
Thou great Plantagenet! immortal be thy race? 


nl. 
Sce | the ſacred ſcyon ſprings, 

Sec the glad promiſe of a line of kings! 
Royal youth! what bard divine, 
Equal to a praiſe like thine, 

Shall in ſome exalted meaſure 

Sing thee, Britain's deareſt treaſure ? 
Who her joy in thee ſhall tell, 

Who the ſprightly note ſhall ſwell, 

His voice attempering to the tuneful ſhell ? 
Thee Audenard's recorded field, 

Bold in thy brave paternal band, beheld. 

And faw with -+ an heart thy fainting rival. 
yu: 5 


ROWE'S POEM $. 


Troubled he, with ſore diſmay, 

To thy ſtronger fate gave way, 

Safe beneath thy noble ſcorn, 
Wingy-ſooted was he borne, 

Swift as the flecting ſhades upon the golden 


IV. 


What valour, what diſtinguiſh'd worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming ages forth ? 
Creſted helms and ſhining ſhields, 
Warriors fam'd in foreign fields; 

Hoary heads with olive bound, 

Kings and lawgivers renown'd ; 

Crowding ſtill they riſe anew, : 
Beyond the reach of deep prophetic view. 

Young Auguſtus ! never ceaſc ! 


Pledge of our preſent and our futurc peace, 
Still pour the bleſſings forth, and give thy great 


increaſe 

All the ſtock that fate ordains 

To ſupply ſucceeding reigns, 

Whether glory ſhall inſpire 

Gentler arts or martial fire, 

Still the fair deſcent ſhall be 

Dear to Albion all, like thee, 
Patrons of righteous rules, and foes to tyranny. 


V. 


Ve golden lights who ſhine on high, 
Ye potent planets who aſcend the ſky, 
On the opening year diſpenſe 
All your kindeſt influence; 
Heavenly powers be all prepar'd 
For our Carolina's guard ; 
Short and eaſy be the pains, 
Which for a nation's weal the hero ſuſtains. 
Britannia's angel be thou near ; 
The growing race is thy peculiar care, 
Oh ſpread thy ſacred wing above the royal fair. 
George by thee was wafted o'er 
To the long expected ſhore : 
None preſuming to withſtand 
Thy celeſtial arm'd hand, 
While, his ſacred head to ſhade, 
The blended croſs on high thy filver ſhield diſ- 


play'd. 
VI. 


But, oh! what other form divine 
Propitious near the hero ſeems to ſkinc ! 
Peace of mind, and joy ſcrenc, 
In her ſacred eyes arc ſeen, 
Honour binds her mitred bro, 
Faith and truth beſide her go, 
With zeal and pure devotion bending low. 
A thouſand ſtorms around her threat, 
A thouſand billows roar beneath her feer, 
While, fix'd upon a rock, ſhe keeps her ſtable ſcat. 
Still in ſign of ſure defence, 
Truſt and mutual confidence, 
On the monarch, ſtanding by. 
Still ſhe bends her gracious eye, 
Nor fcars her foes approact, whilc hcaven and ke 
are nigh, 
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VII. 
Hence then with anxious care ! 
Be gone, pale Envy, and thou cold deſpair ! 
Seck ye out a moody cell, 
Where deceit and treaſon dwell ; 
There repining, raging, ſtill 
The idle air with curſes fill ; 
There blaſt the pathleſs wild, and the bleak nor- 
thern hill: 
There your exile vainly moan ; 
There where, with murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the ſweeping winds, the bending foreſts 


But 7 cog Hope, with ſmiling chear, 
Do thou bring the ready year ; 
See the hours! a choſen band! 
Sec with jocund looks they ſtand, 
All in thcir trim array, and waiting for command. 


VIII. 


The welcome train begins to move, 
Hope leads increaſe and chaſte connubial love: 
Flora ſweet her bounty ſpreads, 
Smelling gardens, painted meads ; 
Ceres crowns the yellow plain ; 
Pan rewards the ſhepherd's pain ; 
All is plenty, al! is wealth, 
And on the balmy air ſits roſy-colour'd health. 
1 hear the mirth, I hear the land rejoice, 
Like many waters ſwells the pealing noiſe, 
While to their monarch, thus, they raiſe the 
public voice. 
Father of thy country, hail! 
Always every where prevail; 
Pious, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 
Better ſuns for thee ariſe, - 
Purer breezes fan the ſkies, 
Farth in fruits and flowers is dreſt, 
Joy abounds in every breaſt, 
For thee thy people all, for thee the year is bleſt. 


Rt BY 0. 


FOR 
THE KING's BIRTH-DAY, MAY 28, 1716 
I. 
AY the flowery garlands by, 


L Ever-blooming gentle May! 
Other honours now are nigh ; 
Other honours ſee we pay. 


Lay thy flowery garlands by, &c- 


II. 

Majeſty and great renown 

Wait thy beamy brow to crown. 
Parent of our hero, thou, 

zeorge on Britain didſt beſtow. 
Thee the trumpet, thee the drum, 
With the plumy helm, become : 
Thee the ſpear and ſhining ſhivld, 
With every troph of the warlike feld. 


ROWE'S 


nr. | 
Call thy better bleſlings ſorth, 
For the honour of his birth : 
Still the voice of loud commotion, 
Bid complainin ng murmurs ceaſc, 
Lay the billows of the ocean; 
And compoſe the land in peace. 
Call thy better, &c. 
IV. 
Queen of odours, fragrant May, 
For this boon, this happy day, 
Janus with the double face | 
Shall to thee reſign his place, 
Thou ſhalt rule with better grace : 
Time from thee ſhall wait his doom, 
And thou ſhalt lead the year for every age to come. 


V. 
Faireſt month, in Cæſar pride thee, 
Nothing like him canſt thou bring, 
Though the graces ſmile beſide thee : 
Though thy bounty gives the Spring. 
VI. 
Though like Flora thou array thee, 
Finer than the painted bow ; 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 
All thy ſweetneſs, all thy ſhow. 
VII. 
She herſelf a glory greater 
Than thy golden ſun diſcloſes ; 
And her ſmiling offspring ſweeter 
Than the bloom of all thy roſes. 


— 


ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1717. 


V | 
188 thou hoary venerable fire, 
All richly in thy furry mantle clad; 
What thoughts of mirth can feeble age inſpirc, 
To make thy careful wrinkled brow ſo glad! 


II. 
Now I ſee the reaſon plain, 
Now | fee thy jolly train : 
Snowy-headed Winter leads, 
Spring and Summer next ſucceeds ; 


Yellow Autumn brings the rear, 
Thou art father of the year. 


III. 
While from the froſty mellow d earth 
Abounding plenty takes her birth, 
The conſcious fire exulting ſees 
The ſeaſons ſpread their rich increaſe ; 
So duſky night and chaos ſmil'd 
On beauteous form, their lovciy child, 


IV. 
O fair variety ! 
What bliſs thou doſt ſapply ! 
The foul brings forth the fair 
To Ceck the changing year. 
When our old pleaſures die, 
Some new one ſtill is nigh ; 


Oh!] fair varicty ! B 


POEM to 


V. 
Our paſſions, like the ſeaſons, turn ; 
And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britannia late oppreſs'd with dread, 
Hung her declining drooping head : 
A better viſage now ſhe wears, 
And now at once ſhe quits her fears : 
Strife and war no more ſhe knows, 
Rebel ſons nor foreign foes. 


VI. 
Saſe beneath her mighty maſter, 
In ſecurity ſhe fits ; 
Plants her looſe foundations faſter, 
And her ſorrows paſt forgets. 


VII. 
iſle ! the care of heaven, 
To the ian hero given, 
Unrepining ſtill obey 3 
Still with love and duty pay him- 
VIII. 
Though he parted from thy ſhore, 
While conteſting kings attend him ; 
Could he, Britain, give thee more 
Than the pledge he left behind him ? 


PE ern 


ODE TO PEACE, 
FOR THE YEAR 1718. 


= 
Y faireſt, ſweeteſt daughter of the ſki->, | 
Indulgent, gentle, life-reſtoring Peace 
With what auſpicious beauties doſt thou riſc. 
And Britain's new-revolving Janus bleſs ' 


II. 
Hoary Winter ſmiles before thee, 


Dances merrily along : 
Hours and ſeaſons all adore thee, 
And for thee are ever young : 


Ever, goddeſs, thus appear, 
Exer lead the joyful year. 


nl. 


In thee the night, in thee the day is bleſt ; 

In thee the deareſt purple of the caſt : 

"Tis thine immortal pleaſurcs to impart, 

Mirth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping heart : 
To thee the pipe and tuneful ftring belong, 
Thou theme eternal for the poet's ſong. 


IV. 
Awake the golden lyre, 


Ye Heliconian choir ; 

Swell every note ſtill higher, 
And melody inſpire 

At heaven and earth's deſire. 


V. 
Hark, how the ſounds agree, 
With due complacency ! 
Sweet Peace, *tis all by thee, 
For thou art harmony. 


ROWE'S POE MVS. 


VI. 
Who, by nature's faireſt creatures, 
Can deſcribe her heavenly features? 
What compariſon can fit her ? 
Sweet are roſes, ſhe is ſwecter ; 
Light is good, but Peace is better. 
Would you ſee her ſuch as Jove 
Form'd for univerſal love, 
Bleſs'd by men and gods above# 
Would you every ſeature trace, 
Every ſweetly ſmiling grace ? 
Seck our Carolina's face. 
VII. 
Peace and ſhe are Britain's treaſures, 
Fruitſul in eternal pleaſures : 
Still their bounty ſhall increaſe us, 
Still cheir ſmiling offspring bleſs us. 
Happy day, when each was given 
By Cæſar and indulging Heaven, 
CHORUS, 
Hail, ye celcleſtial pair ! 
Still let Britannia be your care, 
Aud Peace and Carolina crown the year. 


G0 © 
FOR 
THE KING's BIRTH-DAY, 1718. 


I. 
H touch the ſtring, celeſtial Muſe, and ſay, 
Why are pꝛculiar times and ſeaſons bleſt ? 
is it in Fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd day 


Should with more hallow'd purple paint the 


Eaſt ? 


IT. 
Look on life and nature's race 
How the carcleſs minutes paſs, 
How they wear a common face: 
One is what another was ! 
Till the happy hero's worth 
Bid the feſtival ſtand forth ; 
Till the golden light he crown, 
Till he mark it for his own. 
III. 
How had this glorious morning been forgot, 
Unthought-of as the things that uever were; 
Had not our greateſt Cæſar been its lot, 
And call'd it from amongſt the vulgar year ! 
IV. 
Now, Nature, be gay 
In the pride of thy May. 
To court let thy graces repair : 
Let Flora beſtow | 
Ihe crown from her brow, 
For our brighter Britannia to wear. 
*. 
Through every language of thy peopled earth, 
Far as the ſea or Cæſar's influence goes, 
Tet thankful nations celchrate his birth, 
And bleſs the author of tlie world's repoſe. 
VOL. IV. 
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VI. 
Let Volga tumbling in caſcades, 

And Po that glides through poplar ſhades, 
And Tagus bright in ſands of gold, 
And Arethuſa m_ old, 5 

Their great deliverer ing. 
Not, — thou, whoſe winding flood 
So long has bluſh'd with Turkiſh blood, 


To Cæſur ſhali refuſe a ſtrain, i 
Siace now thy ſtreams without a ſtain 
Run cryſtal as their ſpring. » 
CUORUS, 
To mighty George, that heals thy wounds, | 


That names thy kings and marks thy bounds, 
Ihe joyful voice. O Europe, raiſe : 

In the great Mediator's praiſe 

Let all thy various tongues combine, 

And Britair.*s feſlival be thine. 


ODE TO THE THAMES*, 


FOR THE YEAR 1719. 


ING of the Floods, whom friendly ſtars 
ordain 

To fold alternate in thy winding train, 

The lofty palace and the fertile vale ; 

King of the Floods, Britannia's garling, hail ! 

Hail with the year ſo well begun, 

And bid his each revolving ſun, 


' Taught by thy ſtreams, in ſmooth ſucceſſion run. | 


I. 


From thy never-failing urn 
Flowers, bloom aud fair increaſe 

With the ſeaſons take their turn; 
From thy tributary ſcas 

Tides of various wealth attend the; 


Seas and ſcaſons all bcfricad these. 
IL 


Here on thy banks, to nate the ſkies, 

Auguſta 's hallow'd domes ariſe ; 

And there thy ample boſom pours 

Her numerous fouls and floating towers; 

Whoſe terrors late to vauguiſh'd Spain wert 
known | 

And Etna ſhook with thunder not her own. 


W. 
Fulleſt flags thou doft ſultuin, 
While thy banks confine thy conries 
Fmblem of our Cz lur's reign, 
Mingling clemency and furce. 


* This Ode was written for Rowe by Nir. 
Jeſſræys, 1 is Claimed by lim in his worlks, 
3 FC C : 
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V. 


So may ſt thou ſtill, ſecur'd by diſtant wars, 
Ne er ſtain thy cryſtal with domeſtic jars : 
As Czſar's reign, to Britain ever dear, 
Shall join with thee to bleſs the coming year. 
VI. 
Care its load diſcharging, 
Is lull'd to gentle reſt : 
Britain thus diſarming, 
Nor no more alarming. 
Shall fleep on C. iar s breaſt. 
VII. 
Sweet to diſtreſs is balmy ſlecp, 
Thy auſpicious dreams, 
meadows, Thames, to feeding ſheep, 
To thirſt thy ſilver ſtreams : 
More ſweet than all, the praiſe 
Of Czſar's days: 
Czſar's praiſe is ſweeter ; 
Britain's pleaſure greater ; 
Still may Czfar's reign excel; 
Sweet the praiſe of reigning well, 
CHORU $ 
Gentle Janus, ever wait, 

As now, on Britain's kindeſt fate; 
Crown all our vows, and all thy gifts beſtow ; 
Till Time no more renews his date, 

And Thames forgets to flow. 


THE 


STORY OF GLAUCUS AND ECYLLA. 


FROM OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, BOOK XIII. 


| = ho ceas'd the nymph; the fair aſſembly 
broke ; : 
The i 


n Nereids to the waves bctook : 

While Scylla, fearful of the wide-ſpread main, 

Swift to the ſafer ſhore returns again. ; 

There o'er the ſandy margin, unarray'd, 

With printleſs ſoot ſteps flies the bounding main; 

Or in ſome winding creek's ſecure retreat 

She bathes her weary limbs, and ſhuns the noon- 
day's heat. 

Her Glacus ſaw, as o'er the deep he rode, 

New to the ſeas, and late received a god. 

He ſaw, and languiſh d for the virgin s love, 

With many an axtful blandiſhment he ſtrove 5 

Her flight to hinder, and her fcars remove. 

The more he ſues, the mores ſhe wings her flight, 

And — gains 2 neighbouring mountain's 

eight, 

Steep ſhelving to the margin of the ſiood, 

A neighbouring mountain hare and woodleſs ſtood ; 

Here, by the place ſecur'd, her ſteps ſhe ſtay d, 

And, trembling ſtill, her lover's form ſurvey'd. 

His ſhape, his hue, his troubled ſenſe appall, 

An. dropping locks tl.ut o'cr his ſhoulders fall; 

Shy fees his face divine, and manly brow, 

End in a fiſh's wreethy tail below: 

She ſees, and Coubts within her anxious mind, 

Whether he comes of god, or moaſter Kad. 


nO WES POEMS. 
This Glaucus ſoon perceiv'd; and, Oh "= 


(His hand f ing on a rock lay near) 
Forbear, he cry d, fond maid, this needleſs fear. 
Nor fiſh am I, nor monſter of the main, 

But equal with the watery gods | reign ; 

Nor Proteus nor Palæmon me excel, 

Nor he whoſe breath inſpires the ſounding ſhell. 
My birth, *tis true, I owe to mortal race, 

And I myſelf but late a mortal was: 

Ev'n then in ſeas, and ſeas alone, I joy'd ; 

The ſeas my hours, and all my cares, employ d. 
In meſhes now the twinkling prey I drew, 

Now ſki!fully the flender line I threw, 5 
And ſilent ſate the moving float to view. 

Not far from ſhore, there lies a verdant mead. 
With herbage half, and half with water ſpread : 
There, nor the horned heifers browſing ſtray, 
Nor ſhaggy kids, nor wanton lambkins play ; 
There, nor the ſounding bees their nectar cull, 
Nor rural ſwains their genial chaplets pull ; 


Nor flocks, nor herds, nor mowers, haunt the 


place, 


| To crop the flowers, or cut the buſhy graſs : 


Thither, ture firſt of living race came I, 


| And fat by chance, my dropping nets to dry. 


My ſcaly prize, in order all diſplay d, 

By number on the green- ſword there I lay'd, 

My captives, whom or in my nets I took, 

Or hung unwary on my wily hook. 

Strange to behold, yet what avails a lye ? 

I ſaw them bite the graſs, as I ſate by; 

Then ſudden darting o'cr the verdant piain, 
ſpread their finns, as in their native main * 

I paus'd, with wonder ſtruck, while all my prey, 

Left their new maſter, and regain'd the ſea, 

Amaz d, within my ſecret felt I ſought, 

What god, what herb, the miracle had wrought : 

But ſure no herbs have power like this, I cry'd ; 

And ſtraight I pluck'd ſome neighbouring herbs, 

and try'd. 


| Scarce had I bit, and prov'd the wondrous taſte, 


When ſtrong convulſions ſhook my troubled breaſt ; 


I felt my heart grow fond of ſomething ſtrange, 


And my whole nature labouring with à change. 
Reſtleſs I grew, and every place forſook, 

And ſtil} upon the ſ:as I bent my lcok. 
Farewell, for ever! farewell, land, I ſaid ; 
And plung'd amidſt the waves my ſinking head. 
The gentle powers, who that low empirc keep, 
Recciv'd me as a brother of the deep ; 

To Tethys, and to Ocean old, they pray, 

To purge thy mortal carthy parts away. 

The watery parents to their ſuit a;;reed, 

And thrice nine times a ſecret charm they read, 
Then with luſtrations purify my limbs, 

And bid me bathe bencath a hundred ſtreams : 
A hundred ſtreams from various fountains run, 
And on my head at once come ruſhing down. 
Thus far each paſſage 1 remember well, 

And ſaithfully thus far the tale I tell : : 
But then oblivion dark on all my ſenſes fell. 
Again, at length my thought reviving came, 
When 1 no longer found myſelf the ſame ; 
Then firſt this ſea-green beard I felt to grow, 
And th.ſc large houours n my ſpreading brow 3 
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My long-deſcending locks the billows ſweep, What, though our Nereids all my form approve ; 
And my broad ſhoulders cleave the yielding deep; | What boots it, while fair Scylla ſcorns my love? 
My fiſhy tail, my arms of azure hue, Thus far the god; and more he would have 
And every part divinely chang'd, I view. faid ; 
But what avails theſe uſeleſs honours now ? | When from his preſence flew the ruthleſs maid. 
What joys can immortality beſtow ? Stung with repulſe, in ſuch diſdainful ſort, 

| He ſecks Titanian Circe's horrid court. 


LUCAN's PHARSALIA, 


TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERS. 


By NICHOLAS ROWE. 


« Ne tanta animis aſſucſcite bella, 
Neu patriz validas in viſcera vertite vires.” FE 
IR Gs 


TO THE KING. 


SIR, 

WHILE my deceaſed huſband was engaged in the following long and laborious 

work, he was not a little ſupported in it, by the honour which he propoſed to 
himſelf of dedicating it to your ſacred Majeſty. This defign, which had given him 
ſo much pleaſure for ſome years, out- laſted his abilities to put it in execution: for, 
when his life was r of, and this part of the book remained unfiniſhed, he 
expreſſed to me his defire, that this tranſlation ſhould be laid at your Majeſty's feet, 
as a mark of that zeal and veneration which he had always entertained for your 
Majeſty's Royal Perſon and virtues. Had he lived to have made his own addreſs to 
your Majefty upon this occaſion, he would have been able in ſome meaſure to have 
done juſtice to that exalted character, which it becomes ſuch as I am to admire in 
filence: being incapable of repreſenting my dear huſband in any thing, but in that 
profound humility and reſpect, with which I am, 

May it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
Your Majeſty's moſt dutiful 
And moſt obedient ſervant, 
ANNE ROWE. 


CCS 3 4401 
GIVING SOME ACCOUNT OF 


LUCAN AND HIS WORKS. 
By JAMES WELWOOD, M. D. 


FELLOW OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS, LONDON. 


I COULD not reſiſt Mr. Rowe's requeſt in his laſt ſickneſs, nor the im nities 

of his Friends ſince, to introduce into the word this his poſthumous 'Tranſlation 

of Lucan, with ſomething by way of preface. I am very ſenſible how much it is 

out of my ſphere, and that I want both * and materials, to do juſtice to the 
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Author, or to the memory of the Tranſlator. The works of both will beſt plead for 
them; the one having already out- lived ſeventeen ages, aud both one and the other 
like to endure as long as there is any taſte of liberty or polite learning left in the 
world. Hard has been the fate of many a great genius, that while they have con- 
ferred immortality on others, they have wanted themſelves ſome friend to embalm 
their names to poſterity. This has been the ſate of Lucan, and perhaps may be tha: 
of Mr. Rowe. 

All the accounts we have handed down to us of the firſt, are but very lame, and 
ſcattered in fragments of ancient authors. I am of opinion, that one — * why his 
life is not to be found at any length, in the writings of his contemporaries, is the 
fear they were in of Nero's reſentment, who could not bear to have the life of a man 
Tet in a true light, whom, together with his uncle Seneca, he had ſacrificed to his 
revenge. Notwithſtanding this, we have ſome hints in writers who lived near this 
time, that leave us not >: ran Yo in the dark, about the life and works of this 
extraordinary young man. 

Marcus Annes Lucan vras of an equeſtrian family of Rome, born at Corduba in 
Spain, about the year of our Saviour 39, in the reign of Caligula. His family had 
been tranſplanted from Italy to Spain a confiderable time before, and were inveſtert 
with ſeveral dignities and employments in that remote province of the Roman empire. 
His father was Marcus Annæus Mela, or Mella, a man of a diſtinguiſhed merit and 
intereſt in his country, and not the leſs in efteem for being the brother of the great 
philoſopher Seneca. His mother was Acilia the daughter of Acilius Lucanus, one of 
the moſt eminent orators of his time: and it was from his grandfather that he took 
the name of Lucan. The fiory that is told of Heſiod and Homer, of a ſwarm of 
bees hovering about them in their cradle, is likewiſe told of Lucan, and probably 

with equal truth: but whether true or not, it is a proof of the high eſteem paid to 
him by the ancients, as a poet. 

He was hardly eight months old when he was brought from his native country to 
Rome, that he might take the firſt zmprethon of the Latin tongue in the city where it 
was ſpoke with the greateſt purny. I wonder then to find ſome critics detract from 
his language, as if it took a tincture from the place of his birth; nor can I be brought 
to K than that the language he writes in, is as pure Roman as any 
chat was writ in Nero's time. As he grew up, his parents educated him with a 
care that became a promiſing genius, and the rank of his family. His maſters were 
Rhemmius Polæmon, the grammarian; then Flavius Virginius, the rhetorician; and 
taftly, Cornutus, the Stoic pbiloſopher; to which ſect he ever aſter addicted hiqſelſ. 

It was in the courſe of theſe ſtudies he contracted an intimate friendihip with 
Aulus Perfius, the ſatiriſt. It is no wonder that two men, whoſe geniuſes were ſo 
much alike, ſhould unite and become agreeable to one another; for if we confider 
Lucan critically, we ſhall find in him a ſtrong bent towards Satire. His manner, it 
is true, is more declamatory and diffuſe than Perſius: but Satire is ſtiil in his view, 


and the whole Pharſalia appears to me a continued invective againſt ambition and 
unbounded power. 

The progreſs he made in all parts of learning muſt needs have been very great, 
conſidering the pregnancy of his genius, and the nice care that wastaken in cultivating 
it by a ſuitable education: nor is tc to be queſtioned, but beſides the maſters I have 
named, he had likewte the example and inſtruction of his uncle Seneca, the moſt 
conſpicuous man then of Rome for lcarning, wit, and morals. Thus he fat out in 
the world with the greateſt advantages poflible, a noble fortune, great relations, and 
v-ithal, the friendſhip and protection ot an uncle, who beũdes his other preferments 
in the empire, was favourite, as well as tutor, to the emperor. But Rhetoric ſeems to 
have been the art he excelled moſt in, and valued himſelf moſt upon; lor all writers 
agree, he declaĩmed in public when but fourteen years old, both in Greek and L:.in, 
with univerſal applauſe. To this purpoſe it is obſervable, that he has interiperied 
2 great many orations in the Pharlalia, and theſe are acknowledged by all to ve very 
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Pining parts of the Poem. Whence it is that Quintilian, the beft judge of theſe 


matters, reckons him among the rhetoricians, rather than the poets, h he was 
certainly maſter of both theſe arts in a high degree. 

His uncle Seneca being then in great favour with Nero, and having the care of 
that prince's education committed io him, it is probable he introduced his nephew 
to the court and intance of the emperor : and it appears from the old fragment 
of his life; that he ſent for him from Athens, where he was at his ſtudies, to ; 
for that purpoſe. Every one knows that Nero, for the five firk years of his rei 
either really was, or pretended to be, endowed with all the amiable qualities 
became an emperor and- a philoſopher. It muſt have been in this ſtage of Nero's 
liſe, that Lucan has offered up to him that poet ical incenſe we find in the Firſt Book 
of the Pharſalia; for it is not to be imagined, that a man of Lucan's temper would 
flatter Nero in ſo groſs a manner, if he had then thrown off the maſk of virtue, and 
appeared in ſuch bloody colours as he afterwards did! No! Lucan's ſoul ſeems to 
have been caſt in another mold: and he that durſt, throughout the whole Pharſalia, 
eſpouſe the party of Pompey, and the cauſe of Rome againſt Cæſar, could never 
have ſtooped ſo vilely low, as to celebrate a tyrant and a monſter in ſuch an open 
manner- I know ſome Commentators have judged that compliment to Nero to be 
meant ironically ; but it ſeems to me plain to be in the greateſt earneſt: and it is 
more than probable, that if Nero had been as wicked at that time as he became 
afterwards, Lucan's life had paid for his irony. Now it is agreed on by all writers, 
that he continued for ſome time in the higheſt favour and friendſhip with Nero; and 
it was to that favour, as well as his merit, that he owed being made Quzftor, and 
admitted into the College of Agurs, before he attained the age required for theſe 
offices: in the firſt of which poſts he exhibited to the people of Rome a ſhow of 
gladiators at a vaſt expenſe. It was in this ſun-ſhine of life Lucan married Polla 
Argentaria, the daughter of Pollius Argentarius, a Roman Senator; a lady of noble 
birth, great fortune, and famed beauty; who, to add to her other excellencies, was 


«zccompliſhed in all parts of learning; inſomuch, that three Firſt Books of the 


Tharſalia are ſaid to have been reviſed and corrected by her in his life-time. 

How he came to decline in Nero's favour, we have no account that I know of in 
hiſtc.--; and it is agreed by all that he loſt it gradually, till he became his utter 
averſion. No doubt, Lucan's virtue, and his principles of liberty, muſt make him 
hated by a man of Nero's temper. But there appears to have been a great deal of 
_y in the caſe, blended with his other prejudices againſt him, upon the account 
of his ry. | 

Though the ſpirit and height of the Roman Poetry was ſomewhat declined from 
what it had been in the time of Auguſtus, yet it was ftill an art beloved and 
cultivated. Nero himſelf was not only fond of it to the higheſt degree, but, as 
moſt bad poets are, was vain and conceited of his performances in that kind. He 
valued himſelf more upon his ſkill in that art, and in muſic, than on the purple he wore; 
and bore it better to be thought a bad emperor, than a bad poet or muſician. Now 
Lucan, though then in favour, was too honeſt and too open to applaud the bombait 
huff that Nero was every day repeating in public. Lucan appears to have been 
much of the temper of Philoxenus, the philoſopher; who, for not approving the 
verſes of Dionyſius the tyrant of Syracuſe, was by his order condemned to the mines- 
Upon the promiſe of amendment, the philopher was ſet at liberty; but Dionyſus 
repeating to him ſome of his wretched performances in full expectation of having 
them approved, Enough,” cries out Philoxenus, carry me back to the mines. 
But Lucan carried this point further, and had the imprudence to diſpute the prize of 
eloquence with Nero in a folemn public afſembly. The judges in that trial were ſo 
Juſt and bold as to adjudge the reward to Lucan, which was Fame and a Wreath of 
Laurel; but in return he loſt for ever the farour of his competitor. He ſoon felt 
the effects of the c:nperor's reſentment, for the next day he had an order ſeat him, 
never more to plead ai the bar, nor repeat any of his performances in public, as all 
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the eminent orators and poets were uſed to do. It is no wonder that a young man, 
an admirable poet, and one conſcious enough of a ſuperior genius, ſhould be ſtung 
to the quick by this barbarous treatment. In revenge, he omitted no occaſion to 
_ — verſes with the utmoſt contempt, and expoſe them and their author to 
Tidicule. 

In this behaviour towards Nero, he was ſeconded by his friend Perſius; and no 
doubt, they diverted themſelves often alone at the emperor's expenſe. Perfius went 
ſo far, that he dared to attack openly ſome of Nero's verſes in his firſt Satire, where 
he brings - in his friend and himſelf repeating them. I believe a ſample of them may 
not be unacceptable to the reader, as tranſlated thus by Mr. Dryden: 


FaxrrnD. But to raw numbers and unfiniſh'd verſe, 
Sweet ſound is added now to make it terſe. 
"Tis tagg'd with rhyme like Berecynthianthian Atys, 
ma as 
« The Dolphin brave, 
„That cut the liquid wave, 
« Or he who in his line, 
Can chime the long-rib Apennine.“ 
Prasrus. All this is doggrel ſtuff. 
Fx1txp. What if I bring 
A nobler verſe? * Arms and the man I ſing” 
Pex. Why name you Virgil with ſuch fops as theſcy 
Tle's truly great, and muſt for ever pleaſe ; 
Bold is his arc. bur Eber is is rage 
is his . is hi 
FriexD. What poems think you ſoft ? and to be read 
With languiſhing regards, and bending head ? 
Pex. Their crooked horns the Mimallonian crew 
With blaſts inſpir d: and Baſſaris, who flew 
The ſcornful calf, with ſword advanc'd on high, 
„Made from his neck his head to fly. 
And Mænas, when with ivy bridles bound, 
* She led the ſpotted Lynx, then Evion rung around, : 
« Evion from woods and floods repairing echoes ſound.” 


The verſes marked with commas are Nero's, and it is no wonder that men of ſo 
delicate a taſte as Lucan and Perſius could not digeſt them, though made by an 
Emperor. 

About this time the world was grown weary of Nero, for a thouſand monſtrous 
cruelties of his life, and the continued abuſe of the imperial power. Rome had 

ned long under the weight of them, till at length ſeveral of the firſt rank, headed 
y Piſo, formed a conſpiracy to rid the world of that abandoned wretch. Lucan 
hated him upon a double ſcore; as his country's enemy and his own, and went 
heartily into the deſign. When it was juſt ripe for execution, it came to be 
diicovered by ſome of the accomplices, and Lucan was found among the firſt of the 
conſpirators. 'They were condemned to die, and Lucan had the choice of the 
manner of his death. Upon this occaſion ſome authors have taxed him with an 
action, which, if true, had been an eternal ſtain upon his name, that, to ſave his 
life, he informed againſt his mother. This ſtory ſeems to me to be a mere calumny, 
and invented only to detract from his fame. It is certainly the moſt unlikely 1 
in the world, conſidering the whole conduct of his life, and that noble ſcheme o 
Philoſophy and morals he had imbibed from his infancy, and which ſhines in every 
ge of his Pharſalia. It is probable, Nero himſelf, or ſome of his flatterers, mighe 
— 4 the ſtory, to blacken Nis rival to poſterity; aud ſome unwary authors have 
afterwards taken it up on truſt, without examining into the truth of it. We have 
ſeveral fragments of his life, where this particular is not to be found; and which 
makes it fill the more improbable to me, the writers that mention it, have tacked 
to it another calumny yet more improbable, that he accuſed her unjuſtly. As this 
accuſation contradicts the whole tenor of his life, ſo it does the manner of his death+ 
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It is univerſally agreed, that having choſe to have the arteries of his arms and legs 
ed in a hot bath, he ſupped chearfully with his friends, and then, taking leave 
of them with the greateſt tranquillity of mind and the higheſt contempt of death, 
went into the bath, and ſubmitted to the operation. When he found the extremities 
of his body growing cold, and death's laſt alarm in every part, he called to mind a 
ge of his own in the IXth Book of the Pharſalia, which he repcated to the 
anders-by, with the ſame grace and accent, with which he uſed to declaim in 
ublic, and immediately expired, in the 27th year of his age, and tenth of Nero. 
paſſage was that where he deſcribes a ſoldier of Cato's dying much after the 
ſame manner, being bit by a ſerpent, and is thus tranſlated by Mr. Rowe: 


« bats opt gp who tor of we 

Ran purple poiſon down, and drain'd the fainting heart. 
« Blood falls for tears, and o'er his mournful face 

The ruddy drops their tainted paſſage trace 

« Where-e'er the liquid juices find a way, = 


* 


« There ſtreams of blood, there crimſon rivers ſtray. 2 0 ; 
His mouth and guſhing noſtrils pour a flood, _ KM 
« And ev'n the pores ouſe out the trickling blood; DEAME-— 


In the red deluge all the parts lie drown'd, 
And the whole body ſcems one bleeding wound.” 


He was buried in his garden at Rome; and there was lately to be ſeen, in the 

church of Santo Paulo, an ancient marble with the tollowing inſcription : 
MARCO ANNAEO LVCANO CORDVBEXNSI POETAEF, BENEFICIO NEKONIS, 
| FAMA SERVATA- 

This inſcription, if done by Nero's order, ſhows, that even in 2 of himſelf, 
he paid a ſecret homage to Lucan's genius and virtue, and would have atoned in 
ſome meaſure for the injuries and the death he gave him. But he needed no marble 
or inſcription to erpetuate his memory; his Pharſalia will out-live all theſe. 

Lucan wrote 2 books, that have periched by che injury of time, and of 
which nothing remains but the titles. The firſt we are told E wrote, was a Poem 
on the Combat between Achilles and Hector, and Priam's — his Son's Body, 
which, it is ſaid, he wrote before he had attained eleven years of age. The reſt 
were, The Deſcent of Orpheus into Hell; The burning of Rome, in which he 1s 
ſaid not to have ſpared Nero that ſer it on fire; and a Poem in Praiſe of his Wife 
Polla Argentaria. He wrote likewiſe ſeveral Books of Saturnalia; ten Books of 
Silvæ; an imperfect Tragedy of Medea; a Poem upon the 22 of Troy, and 
the Fate of Priam; to which ſome have added the Panczyric to Calphurnius Piſo. 
yet extant, which I can hardly believe is his, but of a later age. But the Book he 
ſtaked his fame on was his Pharſalia; the only one that now remains, and which 
Nero's cruelty has left us imperſect in reſpect to what it would have been, if he 
he had lived to finiſh it. 

Statius in his Sylvæ gives us the catalogue of Lucan's works in an elegant manner, 
introducing Muſe Calliope accoſting him to this pur ſe: * When thou art ſcarce 
* Paſt the age of childhood (ſays Calliope to Lucan) — ſhalt play with the valour 
* of Achilles, and Hector's ſkill in driving of a chariot. Thou ſhalt draw Priam at 
the feet of his unrelenting Conqueror, begging the dead body of his darling ſon. 
Thou ſhall ſet open the gates of hell for Eurydice, and thy Orpheus ſhall have 
the preference in a full theatre, in ſpite of Nero's envy; alluding to the diſpute 
for the prize between him and Nero, where the piece exhibited by Lucan was 
Orpheus's deſcent into hell. Thou ſhalt relate (continues Calliope) that flame 
* Which the execrable tyrant kindled, to lay in aſhes the miſtreſs of the world; nor 
* ſhalt thou be filent in the praiſes that are juſtly due to thy beloved wiſe; and 
* when thou haſt attained to riper years, thou Malt ſing, in a lofty ſtrain, the fata 
* fields of Philippi, white with Roman bones, the dreadful battle of Pharſalia, and 


« . . . * * ” 
the thundering wars of that great captain, who, by tie rena of bis arms, 
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* merited to be inrolled among the gods. In that work (continues Calliope) thou 
« jhalt paint, in never-fading colours, the auſtere virtues of Cato, who ſcorned to 
* gutlive the liberties of his country; and the fate of Pompey, once the darling of 
Rome. Thou ſhalt, like a true Roman, weep over the crime of the young tyrant 
« Ptolemy; and ſhalt raiſe to Pompey, by the power of thy eloquence, a higher 
monument than the Egyptian pyramids. The poetry of Ennius (adds 13 
and the learned fire of cretius, the one that conducted the Argonauts throug 
« ſuch vaſt ſeas to the conqueſt of the golden fleece, the other chat could ſtrike an 
infinite number of forms from the firft atoms of matter, both of them ſhall give 
place to thee without the leaſt envy, and cven the divine Enied ſhall pay thee a 
« juſt reſpect.” | | | 

Thus far Statius concerning Lucan's work; and even Lucan in two places of the 
Pharſaiia has promiſed himſelf immortality to his Poem. The firſt is in the ſeventh 
Book, which I beg leave to give in proſe, though Mr. Rowe has done it a thouſand 


times better in verſe. * One day (ſays he) when theſe wars ſhall be ſpoken-of in 
ages to come, and among nations far remote from this elime, whether from 
” RA. of fame alone, or the real value I have given tem by this my hiſtory, 


* thoſe that read it ſhall alternately hope and fear for the great events therein 
* contained. In vain (continues he) ſhall they offer up their vows for the righteous 
* cauſe, and Rand thunderſtruck at ſo many various turrs of fortune; nor ſhall they 
read them as things that are already paſt, but with that concern as if they were 
« yet to come, and ſhall range themſelves, O Pompey, on thy fide.” 

The other paſſage, which is in the Ninth Book, may be tranſlated thus: Oh! 
« Cæſar, prophane thou not through envy the funeral monuments of theſe great 
* patriots, that fell here ſacrifices to thy ambition. If there may be allowed any 
* renown to a Roman Muſe, while Homer's verſes ſhall be thought worthy of praiſe, 
* they that ſhall live after us, ſhall read his and mine together : My Pharſalia ſhall 
live, and no time nor age ſhall confign it to oblivion.” 5 

This is all that I can trace from the ancients, or himſelf, concerning Lucan's life 
and writings; and indeed there 1s ſcarce any oue author, either ancient or modern, 
that mentions him but with the greateſt reſpect and the higheſt encomiums, of which 
it would be tedious to give more inſtances. | | | 

I defign not to enter into any criticiſm on the Pharſalia, though I had ever ſo much 
leiſure or ability for it. I hate to oblige a certain ſet of men, that read the ancients 
only to find fault with them, and ſeem to live only on the excrements of authors. 
I beg leave to tell theſe gentlemen, that Lucan is not to be tried by thoſe rules of an 
Epic Poem, which they have drawn from the Iliad or Eneid; for if they allow him 
not the honour to be on the ſame foot with Homer or Virgil, they muſt do him the 
juſtice at leaſt, as not to try him by laws founded on their model. The Pharſalia is 
8 an Hiſtorical Heroic Poem, becauſe the ſubject is a known true ſtory. Nov 
v ich our late critics, Truth is an unneceſſary trifle for an Epic Poem, and ought to 
be thrown aſide as a curb to invention. To have every part a mere web of their own 
brain, is with them a diſtinguiſhing mark of a mighty genius in the Epic way. 
Hence it is, theſe critics obſerve, that the favourite poems of that kind do always 

roduce in the mind of the reader the higheſt wonder and ſurprize; and the more 

improbable the fory is, ſtill the more wonderful and ſurprizing. Much good may 
this notion of theirs do them; but, to my taſte, a fact very extraordinary in its kind, 
that is attended with ſurprizing circumſtances, big with the higheſt events, and 
conducted with all the arts of the moſt conſummate wiſdom, does not firike the leſs 
frong, but leaves a more ** impreſſion on my mind, for being true. 


If Lucan therefore wants theſe ornaments, he might have borrowed from Helicon, | 


or his own invention; he has made us more than ample amends, by the great and 
true events that fall within the compaſs of this ſtory. I am of opinion, that, in his 
firſt deſign of writing this poem of the civil wars, he reſolved to treat the ſubject 
fairly and plainly, and that fable and iavcationa were io have had av mare is abs 
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work: but the force of cuſtom, and the deſign he had to induce the generality of 


- 
— — — 


1 
0 readers to fall in love with liberty, and abhor ſlavery, the principal * of the 
f m induced him to embelliſh it with ſome fables, that without them his books 
t would not be ſo univerſally read: ſo much was fable the delight of the Roman 
r eople. 
) : If any ſhall object to his — of being examined, and tried as an hiſtorian, 
chat he has given in to the poetical province of invention and fiction, in the Sixth 
n book, where Sixtus enquires of the Theſſalian witch Erictho the event of the civil 
© war, and the fate of Rome; it may be anſwered, that perhaps the ſtory was true, or 
2 at leaſt it was commonly believed to be ſo in his time, which is a ſufficient excuſe for 
Lucan to have inſerted it. It is true, no other author mentions it. But it is uſual 
e to find ſome one paſſage in one hiſtorian, that is not mentioned in any other, though 
h they treat of the ſame ſubjet. For though I am fully perſuaded that all theſe 
d Oracles and Reſponſes, ſo famous in the pagan world, were the mere cheats of prieſts ; 
n yet the belicf of them, and of magic and witchcraft, was univerſally received at thar 
n time. Therefore Lucan may very well be excuſed for falling-in with a popular 
£ error, whether he himſelf believed it or no, eſpecially when it ſerved to enliven and 
n embelliſh his ftory. If it be an error, it is an error all the ancients have fallen into, 
18 both Greek and Roman: and Livy, the prince of the Latin hiſtorians, abounds in 
5 ſuch relations. That it is not below the dignity and veracity of an hiſtorian to 
re mention ſuch things, we have a late inſtance in a noble author of our time, who has 
likewiſe wrote the civil wars of his country, and intermixt in it the ſtory of the 
1 ghoſt of the duke of Buckingham's father. | 
at In general, all the actions that Lucan relates in the courſe of his hiſtory are true; 
y nor is it any impeachment of his veracity, that ſometimes he differs in place, manner, 
e, or circumſtances of actions, ſrom other writers, any more than it is an imputation on 
ll them, that they differ from him. We ourſelves have ſeen, in the courſe of the late 
two famous wars, how differently almoſt every battle and ſiege has been repreſented, 
fe and ſometimes by thoſe of the ſame fide, when at the ſame time there be a thouſand 
n, living witneſſes, ready to contradict any falſehood, that pariiality ſhould impoſe upon 
ch the world. This I may affirm, the moſt important events, and the whole thread of 
| action in Lucan, are agreeable to the univerſal conſent of all authors, that have 
ch treated of the civil wars of Rome. If now and then he differs from them in leſſer 
ts incidents or circumſtances, let the critics in hiſtory decide the queſtion : for my 
TS. art, J am willing to take them for anecdotes firſt diſcovered and publiſhed by 
an — on, which may at leaſt conciliate to him the favour of our late admirers of Secret 
m iſtory. 
he After all I have ſaid on this head, I cannot but in ſome meaſure call in queſtion 
1s ſome parts of Cæſar's character as drawn by Lucan ; which ſeem to me not altogether 
1 agreeable to truth, nor to the univerſal conſent of hiftory. I wiſh I could vindicate 
to him in ſome of his perſonal repreſentations of men, and Cæſar in particular, as I can 
vn do in the narration of the principal events and ſeries of his ſtory. He is not content 
y- only to deliver him down to poſterity, as the ſubverter of the laws and liberties of 
7s his country, which he truly was, and than which, no greater infamy can poſſibly 
re be caſt upon any name: but he deſcribes him as purſuing that abominable end, by 
ay the moſt execrable methods, and ſome that were not in Cæſar's nature to be guilty 
id, of. Cæſar was certainly a man far from revenge, or delight in blood; and he made 
nd appear, in the exerciſe of the ſupreme power, a noble and generous inclination to 
els clemency upon all occaſions : even Lucan, though never ſo much his enemy, has 
not omitted his generous uſage of Domitius at Corfinium, or of Afranius and Petreius, 
% ; When they were his priſoners in Spain. What can be then ſaid for Lucan, when 
n 


he repreſents him riding in triumph over the field of Pharſalia, the day after the 
his battle, takin delight in that horrid landſkip of Slaughter and Blood, and forbidding 
ect * 8 ſo many brave Romans to be either buried or burut? Not any one 
by . K 
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aſſage of Cæſarꝰs life gives countenance to a ſtory like this: and how commendable 
2 the zeal of a writer may be, againſt the oppreſſor of his country, it ought not 
to have tranſported him to ſuch a degree of malevolence, as to paint the moſt merciſul 
conqueror that ever was, in colours proper only for the moſt ſavage natures. But 
the effects of prejudice and partiality are unaccountable ; and there is not a day 
of life, in which even the beft of men are not guilty of them in ſome degree or other. 
How many inſtances have we in hiſtory of the beſt princes treated as the worſt of 
men, by the pens of authors that were highly prejudiced againſt them ! 

Shall we wonder then, that the Roman people, ſmarting under the laſhes of 
of Nero's tyranny, ſhould exclaim in the bittereſt terms againſt the memory of Julius 
Czfar, fince it was from him that Nero derived that power to uſe mankind as he 
did? Thoſe that lived in Lucan's time, did not conſider ſo much what Cæſar was in 
his own perſon, or temper, as what he was the occaſion of to them. It is very 
probable, there were a great many dreadful ftories of him handed about by tradition 
among the multitude; and even men of ſenſe might give credit to them fo far 2s to 
forget his clemency, and remember his ambition, to which they imputed all the 
cruelties and devaſtations committed by his ſucceſſors. Reſentments of this kind in 
the ſoul of a man, fond of the ancient conſtitution of the commonwealth, ſuch as 
Lucan was, might betray him to believe, upon too flight grounds, whatever was 
to the diſadvantage of one he looked upon as the ſubrerter of that confiitution. It was 
in that quality, and for that crime alone, that Brutus afterwards ſtabbed him; for 
4 prejudice againſt him he had none, and had been highly obliged by him: 
and it was upon that account alone, that Cato ſcorned to owe his life to him, though 
he well knew, Cxlar would have eſteen: ed it one of the greateſt felicities of his, to 
have had it in his power to pardon him. I would not be thought to make an apolog y 
for Lucan's thus traducing the memory of Cæſar; but would only beg the ſame 
indulgence to his paruality, that we are willing to allow to moſt other authors; tor 
t cannot help believing all hiſtorians are more or leis gui.ty of it. 

I beg leave to obſerve one thing further on this head, that it is odd, Lucan ſhould 
thus miſtake this part of Czfar's character, and yet do him ſo much juſtice in the 
reſt. His greatneſs of mind, his intrepid courage, his indefatigable activity, his 
magnanimity, his generoſity, his conſummate knowledge in the art of war, and the 
power and grace of his eloquence, are all ſet forth in the beſt light upon every proper 
occaſion. He never makes him ſpeak, but it is with all the ſtrength of argument 
and all the flowers of rhetoric. It were too obvious to enumerate every inftance of 
this; and I ſhall only mention the ſpeech to his army before the battle of Pharſalia, 
which in my opinion ſurpaſſes all I ever read, for the eaſy nobleneſs of expreſſion, 
the proper topics to animate his ſoldiers, and the force of an inunitable eloquence. 

Among Lucan's few miſtakes in matters of fact, may he added thoſe of geography 
and afironomy; but finding Mr. Rowe has taken tome notice of them in his notes, I 
ſhall ſay nothing of them. Lucan had neither time nor opportunity to viſit the ſcenes 
where the actions he deſcribes were done, as ſome other hiſtorians oth Greek and 
Roman had, and therefore it was no wonder he might commit ſome minute errors in 
theſe matters. As to aftronomy, the ſchemes of that noble ſcience were but very 
conjectural in his time, and not reduced to that mathematical certainty they hai ce 
deen ſince. 

The method and diſpoſition of a work of this kind, muſt be much the ſame wit! 
thoſe oblerved by other hiſtorians, with one difference only, which I ſubmit to 
better judgments : an hiſtorian who like Lucan has choſen to write in verſe, thoug!: 
he is obliged to have a ſtrict regard to truth in every thing he relates, yet perhaps he 
is not obliged to mention all facts, as other hiſtorians are. He is not tied down to 
relate every minute paſſage, or circumſtance, if they be not abſolutely neceſſary to 
the main ſtory; eſpecially if they are ſuch as would appear heavy and flat, and 
eonſequently incumber his genius, or his verſe. All theſe trifling parts of action 
would take off from the pleaſure and entertainment, which is the main ſcope of that 
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manner of writing. Thus the particulars of an army's march, the journal of a ſiege, 
or the fituation of a camp, where they are not ſubſervient to the relation of ſome 

reat and important event, had better be ſpared than inſcrted in a work of that kind. 
4 proſe writer, theſe perhaps ought, or at leaſt may be properly and agrecably 
enough mentioned; of which we have innumerable inſtances in the moſt ancient 
hiſtorians, and particularly in Thucydides and Livy. 

There is a fault in Lucan againſt this rulc, and that is his long and unneceſſary 
enumeration of the ſeveral parts of Gaul, where Cæſar's army was drawn together, 
in the Firſt Book. It is enlivened, it is true, with ſome beautiful verſes he throws 
in, about the ancient Bards and Druids; but ftill in the main it is dry, and but of 
little conſequence to the ſtory itſelf. The many different people and cities there 
mentioned were not Cæſar's conſederates, as thoſe in the Third Book were Poiapey's; 
and theſe laſt are particularly named, to expreſs how many nations eſpouſed the fide 
of Pompey. Thoſe reckoned up in Gaul were only the places where Cæſar's troops 
had been quartered, and Lucan might with as great propriety have mentioned the 
different routes by which they marched, as the garriſons from which they were 
drawn. This therefore, in my opinion, had been better left out; and I cannot but 
likewiſe think, that the digreſſion of Theſſaly, and an account of its firſt inhabitans, 
is too prolix, and not of any great conſequence to his purpoſe. I ani ſure, it ſignifigs 
but little to the civil war in general, or & battle of Pharſalia in particular, to know 
how many rivers there are in Theſſaly, or which of its mountains lies Eaſt or Weſt. 
But if theſe be faults in Lucan, they are ſuch as will be found in the moſt admired 
poets, nay, and thought exccllencies in them; and beſides, he has made us molt 
ample amends in the many extraordinary beautics of his poem. The ftory itſelf is 
Noble and Great; for what can there be in hiſiory more worthy of our knowledge 
and attention, than a war of the higheſt importance to mankind, carried on between 
the two greateſt Leaders that ever were, and by a people the moſt renowned for arts 
and arms, and who were at that time maſters of the world? What a poor ſubject is 
ihat of the Ænied, when compared with this of the Pharſalia ! And what a deſpicable 
figure does Agamemnon, Homer's King of Kings, make, when compared with chiefs, 
who, by ſaying only, be thou a King,“ made far greater kings than him! The 
icene of the Iliad contained but Grecce, ſome iſlands in the Agean and Ionian ſcas, 
_ with a very liule part of the Leſſer Aſia: this of the civil war of Rome drew 
aſter it almoſt all che nations of the then known world. Troy was but a liule 
town, of the little kingdom of Phrygla; whereas Rome was then miſtreſs of an 
empire, that reached from the flraits of Hercules, and the Atlantic occan, to the 
Euphrates, and from the bottom of the Euxine and the Caipian ſeas, to Ethiopia 
and Mount Atlas. The intmitable Virgil is yet more ſtraightened in his ſubjects. 
Eneas, a poor fugitive from Troy, with a handful of followers, ſettles at lait in 
Tialy ; and all the empire that immortal pen could give him, is but a few miles upon 
tae banks of the Tiber. So vaſt a diſproportion there is between the importance of 
the ſubject of the Knied and that of the Pharfalia, that we ſind ound ſingle Roman, 
Craſſus, maſter of more ſiaves on lis eſtate, than Virgil's hero had ſubjects. In 
Ane, it may be ſaid, nothing can excuſe him for his choice, but that he deſigned his 
hero tor the anceſtor of Rome, and the Julian race. 

I cannot leave this parallel, without taking notice, to what a height of power the 
Roman empire was then arrived, ia an inftance of Czctar himſelf, 3 but proconſul 
of Gaul, and before it is thought he ever dreamed of what he alterwards attained to: it 
1s in one of Cicero's letters to him, wherein he repeats the words of Czfar's letters to 
him ſome time beforc. The words are theſe; “ As to what concerns Marcus Furius, 
whom you recommended to me, I Will, if you pleaſe, make him king of Gaul; 
but, if you would have me advance any other friend of yours, ſend, him to me.“ 

tis no new thing for citizens of Rome, ſuch as Ca jar uus, 16 Giſpoule of kingdoms 
8 hey pleated; and Cæſar bimſell had talen ay, „ Deocratus's kingdom from him, 
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and given it to a private gentleman of Perzamum. But there is one ſurpriſing 
inftance more, of the prodigious _— s of the Roman power, in the affair of king 


Antiochus, and that long before the height it arrived to, at the breaking forth of the 


civil war. That prince was maſter of all Egypt; and marchiag to the conqueſt of 
Pheenicia, Cy >rus, and the other appendixes of that empire, Popilius overtakes him 
in his full march, with letters from the ſenate, and refuſes to give him his hand till he 
had read them. Antiochus ſtartled at the command that was contained in them, to 
Kop the progreſs of his victories, aſked a ſhort time to conſider of it. Popilius 
* a circle about him with a ſtick he had in his hand. Return me an anſwer,” 
Jaid he, before thou ſtirreſt out of this circle, or the Roman people are no more 
« thy friends. Antiochus, after a ſhort pauſe, told him with the loweſt ſubmiſſion, 
he would obey the ſenate's commands. Upon which Popilius gives him his hand, 
and ſalutes him a friend of Rome. Aﬀeer Antiochus had given up ſo great a 
monarchy, and ſuch a torrent of ſucceſs, upon receiving only a few words in writing, 
he had indeed reaſon to ſend word to the ſenate, as he did by his ambaſſadors, that 
he had obeyed their commands with the ſame ſubmiſſion, as if they had been ſent 
him from the immortal gods. 

To leave this digreſſion. It were the height of arrogance to detract ever ſo little 
from Homer or Virgil, who have kept poſſeſlion of the firſt places, among the poets 
of Greece and Rome, for ſo many ages: yet I hope I may be forgiven, if I ſay there 
are ſeveral paſſages in both, that appear to me trivial, and below the dignity that 
ſhines almoſt in every page of Lucan. It were to take both the Iliad and Eneid in 


pieces, to prove this: but I ſhall only take notice of one inftance, and that is, the 


different colouring of Virgil's hero, and Lucan's Cæſar, in a form. Aneas is dra vin 
weeping, and in the teſt confuſion and deſpair, though he had aſſurance from 
the gods that he lions day ſettle and raiſe a new empire in Italy. Cæſar, on 
the contrary, is repreſented perfectly ſedate, and free from fear. His courage and 
magnanimity brighten up as much upon this occaſion, as afterwards they did at the 
battles of Pharſalia and Munda. Courage would have coſt Virgil nothing, to have 
beſtowed it on his hero; and he might as eafily have thrown him upon the coaſt of 
Carthage in a calm temper of mind, as in a panic fear. 

St. Evremont is very ſevere upon Virgil on this account, and has criticized upon 
his character of Aneas in this manner. When Virgil tells us, 


« Extemplo ZEnez ſolvuntur frigore membra, 
« Ingemit, & duplices tendens ad fidera palmas, & c.“ 
„ Seized as he is,“ ſays St. Evremont, with this chilneſs through all his limbs, 
the firſt ſign of life we find in him, is his groauing ; then he lifts up his hands to 
« heaven, and in all a pearance, would implore its ſuccour, if the condition wherein 
the good hero finds htoſelf, would afford him firength enough to raiſe his mind to 
** the gods, and pray with attention. His ſoul, which could not apply itſelf to any 
* thing elſe, abandons itſelf to lamentations ; and like thoſe deſolate widov/s, who 
upon the firſt trouble they meet with, wiſh they were in the grave with their dear 
« huſbands, the poor Eneas bewails his not having periſhed before Troy with Hector, 
and eſteems them very opfer who left their bones in the boſom of ſo ſweet and dear 
a country.“ Some people,“ adds he, may perhaps believe he ſays ſo, becauſe 
« he envies their happineſs ; but I am perſuaded,” ſays St. Evremont, * it is for fear 
of the danger that threatens him. The ſame author, after he has expoſed his 
want of courage, adds,“ The good Aneas hardly ever concerns himſelf in any 
important or glorious deſign: it is enough for him that he diſcharges his conſcience 
in the office of a pious, tender, and compaſſionate man. He carries his father on 
„ his ſhoulders, he conjugally laments his dear Creuſa, he cauſes his nurſe to be 
« interred, and makes a funeral pile for his truſty pilot Palinurus, for whom he ſheds 
* a thouſand tears. Here is (ſays he) a ſorry hero in paganiſm, who would have 
« made an amirable ſaint among ſome Chriſtians.” In ſhort, it is St. Evremont's 
pinion, © he was fitter to make a founder of an order than a ſtate.” 
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Thus ſar, and perhaps too far, St. Evremont: I beg leave to take notice, that the 


ſtorm in Lucan is drawn in ſtronger colours, and ſtrikes the mind with 22 horror 
than that of Virgil; notwithſtanding the firſt has no ſupernatural cauſe aſfigned for 
it, and the latter is raiſed by a god, at the inſtigation of a goddeſs, that was both 
wife and ſiſter of Jupiter. 

In the Pharſalia, moſt of the tranſactions and events, that compoſe the relation, 
are wonderful and ſurprizing, though true, as well as inſtruftive and entertaining. 
To enumerate them all, were to — the work itſelf, and therefore I ſhall only 
hint at ſome of the moſt remar able. With what dignity, and juſtneſs of character, 
are the two great rivals, Pompey and Cæſar, introduced in the Firſt Book; and 
how beautifully, and with what a maſterly art, are they oppoſed to one another 2 
add to this, the juſteſt ſimilitudes by which their different characters are illuſtrated 
in the Second — Ninth Book. Who can but admire the figure that Cato's virtue 
makes, in more places than one? And I perſuade myſelf, if Lucan had lived to finiſh 
his deſign, the death of that illuſtrious Roman had made one of the moſt moving, as 
well as one of the moſt ſublime epiſodes of his poem. In the Third Book Pompey's 
dream, Cæſar's breaking open the temple of Saturn, the fiege of Marſeilles, the 
ſea-fight, and the ſacred grove, have each of them their particular excellence, that 
in my opinion come very little ſhort of any thing we find in Homer or Virgil. 

In the Fourth Book, there are a great many charming incidents, and among the 
reſt, that of the ſoldiers running out of their camp to meet and embrace one another, 
and the deplorable ſtory of Vulteius. The Fifth Book affords us a fine account of 
the oracle of Delphi, its origin, the manner of its delivering anſwers, and the reaſon 
of its then ſilence. Then, upon the occaſion of a mutiny in Cæſar's camp near 
Placentia, in his manner of paſſing the Adriatic in a ſmall boat, amidſt the ſtorm I 
hinted at, he has given us the nobleſt and beſi image of that great man. But what 
affects me above all is the parting of Pompey and Cornelia, in the end of the Book. 
It has ſomething in it as moving and tender, as ever was felt, or perhaps imagined. 

In the deſcription of the witch Erictho, in the Sixth Book, we have a beautiful 
picture of horror; for even works of that kind have their beauties in poetry as well as 
in painting. The Seventh Book is moſt taken up with what relates to the famous 
battle of Pharſalia, which decided the fate of Rome. It is ſo related, that the reader 
may rather think himſelf a ſpectator of, or even engaged in, the battle, than ſo 
remote from the age in which it was fought. There is, towards the end of this 
Book, a noble majeſtic deſcription of the general Conflagration, and of that laſt 
cataſtrophe, which muſt put an end to this ſrame of heaven and earth. To this is added, 
in the moſt elevated ſtyle, his ſentiments of the“ Immortality of the Soul, and 
of rewards and puniſhments after this life. All theſe are touched with the niceſt 
delicacy of expreſſion and thought, eſpecially that about the univerſal Conflagration; 
and agrees with what we find X it in Holy writ. In ſo much that I am willing to 
believe Lucan might have converſed with St. Peter at Rome, if it be true he was ever 
_ A or he might have ſeen that Epiſtle of his, wherein he give us the very ſame 
idea of it. | 

Inthe Eighth Book, our paſſions are again touched with the misfortunes of Cornelia 
and Pompey; but eſpecially with the death, and uuworthy ſuneral of the latter. In 
this book was likewiſedrawn, with the greateſt art, the character of young Ptolemy 
and his miniſters ; particularly that of the villain Photinus is exquiſitely expoſed in 
Vis oven ſpeech in council. 

In the Ninth Book, after the apotheoſis of Pompey, Cato is introduced as the 
fitteſt man after him to head the cauſe of Liberty and Rome. This Book is the 
longeſt, and, in my opinion, the moſt entertaining in the whole poem. The march 
of Cato through the deſerts of Libya, affords a noble and agreeable variety of matter; 
and the virtue of this hero, amidſt theſe diſtreſſes throu gh whichhe leads him, ſeems 
every where to deſerve thoſe raptures of praiſe he beſtows upon him. Add to this, 
the artful deſcriptions of the various poiſous with which thete deſeris abounicd, and 
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their different effects upon human bodies, than which nothing can be more moving 
or poetical. 
-=y Cato's anſwer to Labienus in this Book, upon his defiring him to conſult the 


oracle of Jupiter Hainmon about the event of the civil war, and the fortune of Rome, 
is a maſter-piece not to be equalled. All the attributes of God, ſuch as his omnipotence, 
his preſcience, his juſtice, his goodneſs, and his unſearchable decrees, are painted 
in the moſt awful and the ſtrongeſt colours, and fuch as may make Chriſtians 
themſelves bluſh, for not coming up to them in molt of their writings upon that 
ſubject. I know not but St. Evremont has carried the matter too ſar, when, in 
mentioning this paſſage, he concludes, * If all the ancient poets had tpoke as worthily 
« of the oracles of their gods, he ſhould make no ſcruple to prefer them to the 
« divines and philoſophers of our time. We may fee,” ſays he, © in the 
* concourſe of ſo many people, that came to conſult the oracle of Hammon, what 
effect a public opinion can produce, where zeal and ſuperſtition mingle together. 
« We may ſee in Labienus, a pious ſenſible man, who to his xefpc for the gods, 
« Joins the confideration and efteem we ought to preſerve for virtue in good men. 
« Cato is a religious ſevere philoſopher, weaned 1trom all. vulgar opinions, who 
<«« entertains thoſe lofty thoughts of the gods, which pure and undebauched reaſon 
and a true elevated knowledge can give us of them; every thing here,” ſays St. 
Evremont, is ical, every thing is conſonant to truth and reaſon. It is not 
” ical upon the ſcore of any . Hos fiction, or for ſome extravagant hyperbole, 
" E for the daring greatneſs and majeſty of the language, and for the noble 
elevation of the diſcourſe. It is thus, adds he, that poetry is the language of the 
* gods, and that poets are wiſe; and it is ſo much the greater wonder to find it in 
„ Lucan,” ſays he, & becauſe it is neither to be met with in Homer nor Virgil.” 
I remember Montaigne, who is allowed by all to have been an admirable judge in 
theſe matters, prefers Lucan's character of Cato to Virgil, or any other of the 
ancient poets. He thinks all of them flat and languiſhing, but Lucan's much morc 
Arong. though overthrown by the extravagancy of his own force. | 

The Tenth Book, imperfeR as it is, gives us, among other things, a view of the 
Xegyptiian magnificence, with a curious account of the then-received opinions of the 
increaſe and decreaſe of the river Nile. From the variety of the ſtory, and many 
other particulars I need not mention in this ſhort account, it may eaſily appear, that 
a true hiſtory may be a romance or fiction, when the author makes choice ot a ſubject 
that affords ſo many and ſo ſurpriſing incidents. 

Among the faults that have been laid to Lucan's charge, the moft jufily imputed 
are thoſe of his ſtyle; and indeed how could it be otherwiſe? Let us but remember 
the imperfect ſtate, in which his ſudden and immature death left the Pharſalia ; the 
defign itſelf being probably but half finiſhed, and what was writ of it, but ſlightly, 
if at all reviſed. We are told, it is true, he either corrected the three firſt books 
himſelf, or his wiſe did it for him, in his own life-time. Be it jo: but what are the 
corrections of a lady, or a young man of fix and twenty, to thoſe he might have 
made at forty, or a more advanced age? Virgil, the moſt correct and judicious poet 
that ever was, continued correcting his Eneid for near as long a ſeries of years 
together as Lucan lived, and yet died with a ſtrong opinion that it was imperfect 
fAtiil. If Lucan had lived to his age, the Pharfalia without doubt, would have made 
another kind of figure, than it now does, notwithſtanding the difference to be found 
in the Roman language, between the times of Nero and Auguſtus. | 

It muſt be owned he is in many places obſcure and hard, and therefore not ſo 
agreeable, and comes ſhort of the purity, ſweetneſs, and delicate propriety of 
Virgil. Yet it is ſtill univerſally agreed among both ancients and moderns, that his 
| Ho: was wonderfully great, but at the ſame time too haughty and headſtrong to 

governed by art; and that his ſtyle was like his genius, learned, bold, and lively, 
but withal too tragical and bluſtering. 

I am by no means willing to compare the Pharſalia to the Zneid; but I muſt 
ſay v ich St. Exremont, that for what purely regards the ele ation of thought, Pompcy , 
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Cuſar, Cato, and Labienus, ſhine much more in Lucan, than Jupiter, Mercury, 
Juno, or Venus, do in Virgil. The ideas which Lucan has given us of theſe 
reat men are truly greater, and affect us more ſenſibly, than thoſe which Virgil 
has given us of his deities: The latter has cloathed his gods with human infirmmes, 
io adapt them to the capacity of men: The other has raiſed his heroes ſo, as to brin 
| them into competition with the gods themſelves. In a word, the gods are not 10 
valuable in Virgil, as the heroes: In Lucan, the heroes equal the gods. After all, ie 
muſt be allowed, that moſt things throughout the whole Pharſalia are greatly and 
juſtly ſaid, with regard even to the language and expreſſion ; but the ſentiments are 
every where ſo beautiful and elevated, that they appear, as he deſcribes Cæſar in 
Amyclus's cottage, in the Fifth Book, noble and magnificent in any dreſs. It is in 
this elevation of thought that Lucan juſtly excels: this is his forte, and what raiſes 
him up to an equality with the greateſt of the ancient Poets. : 

I cannot omit here the delicate character of Lucan's genius, as mentioned b 
Strada, in the emblematic way. It is commonly known that Pope Leo the Ten 
was not only learned himſelf, but a great patron of learning, and uſed to be preſent 
at the converſations and performances of all the polite writers of his time. The 
wits of Rome entertained him one day, at his villa on the banks of the Tiber, with 
an interlude in the nature of a Poetical Maſquerade. They had their Parnaſſus, 
their Pegaſus, their Helicon, and every one of the ancient poets in their ſeveral 
characters, where each acted the part that was ſuitable to his manner of writing, 
and among the reſt one ated Lucan. * There was none,” ſays he, © that was 
placed in a higher ſtation, or had a greater proſpe& under him, than Lucan. He 
* vaulted upon Pegaſus with all the heat and intrepidity of youth, and ſeemed 
deſirous of mounting into the clouds upon the back of him. But as the hinder feet 
ol the horſe ſtuck to the mountain, while the body reared up in the air, the poet 
+ with great difficulty kept himſelf from fliding off, inſomuch that the ſpeCtators 
gave him for gone, and cried out now and then, he was tumbling.” Thus Strada. 

I ſhall ſum up all I have time to ſay of Lucan, witk another character, as it is given 
by one of the moſt polite men of the age he lived in, and who, under the protection 
of the ſame Pope Leo X. was one of the firſt reſtorers of learning in the latter end of 
the fifteenth and the beginning of the ſixteenth century; I mean, Johannes Sulpitius 
Verulanus, who, with the alliance of Beroldus, Badius, and ſome others of the 
lirſt f;rm in the republic of letters, publiſhed Lucan with notes at Rome in the year 
1514, being the firſt impreſſion, if I miſtake not, that ever was made of him. Poetry 
and Painting, with the knowledge of the Greek and Latin tongues, roſe about that 
time to a prodigious height in a ſmall compaſs of years; and whatever we may 
think to the contrary, they have declined ever ſince. Verulanus, in his dedication 
to Cardinal Palavicini, prefixed to that edition, has not only given us a delicate 
lententious criticiſm on his Pharſalia, but a beautiful judicious compariſon between 
him and Virgil, and chat in a ſtile which in my opinion comes but little ſhort ot 
dalluſt, or the writers of the Auguſtan age. L is to the following purpoſe: 

I come now to the author I have commented upon, ſays Sulpitius Verulanus, and 
Nall endeavour to deſcribe him, as well as obſerve in what he differs from that great 
poet Virgil. Lucan, in the opinion of Fabius, is no leſs a pattern for orators than 
lor pouts; and always adhering ſlrictly to truth, he ſeems to have as fair a pretence 
to the character of an hiſlorian; for he equally performs each of theſe offices. His 
ex preſſion is bold and lively; his ſentiments are clear, his fictions within compaſs of 
probability, and his digreſſions proper: his orations ariſul, correct, manly, and full 
of matter. In the other parts of his work, he is grave, fluent, copious, and elegant; 
abounding with great variety, and wonderful erudition. And in unriddling the 
amricacy of contrivances, deſigns, and actions, his ſlyle is ſo maſterly, that you 
rather lcem to ſce, than read of thoſe tranſactions. But as for enterprizes and battles, 
you imagine them not related, but at2d: towns alarmed, armies engaged, the 
eag2rnels and terror of the ſeveral ſoldiers, ſeem preſent to your view. As our 
author is frequeat aud fertile in deſcriptions; and none more f:iful in diſcovering 
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the ſecret ſprings of action, and their riſe in human paſſions : as he is an acute 
ſearcher into the manners of men, and moſt dextrous in applying all ſorts of learning 
to his ſubjet : What other coſmographer, aſtrologer, philoſopher, or mathematician, 
do we ſtand in need of, while we read him? Who has more judiciouſly handled, or 
treated him with more delicacy, whatever topics his fancy has led him to, or have 
caſually fallen in his way? Maro is, without doubt, a great poet; ſo is Lucan. In 
ſo apparent an equality, it is hard to decide which excels: For both have juſtly 
obtained the higheſt commendations. Maro is rich and magnificent; Lucan ſumptuous 
and ſplendid: The firſt is diſcreet, inventive, and ſublime; the latter free, 
harmonious, and ſull of ſpirit. Virgil ſeems to move with the devout ſolemnity 
of a reverend prelate: Lucan to march with the noble haughtineſs of a victorious 
general. One owes moſt to labour and application; the other to nature and practice: 
one lulls the ſoul with the ſweetneſs and muſic of his verſe, the other raiſes it by his 
fire and rapture. Virgil is ſedate, happy in his conceptions, free ſrom faults: 
Lucan 2 various, and florid: He ſeems to fight with ſtronger weapons, This 
with more. "The firſt 1 all in ſolid ſtrength; che latter excels in vigour and 
poignancy. You would think that the one ſ rather a larger and deeper toned 
trumpet ; the other a leſs indeed, but clearer. In ſhort, ſo great is the affinity, and 
the ſtruggle for precedence between them, that though nobody be allowed to come 
up to that Divinity in Maro; yet had He not been — of the chief ſeat on 


Parnaſſus, our author's claim to it had been indiſputable. 
FER. 26, 1718-19. 


LUCAN's PHARSA LI A. |Piles againſt piles oppos'd in impions fight, 

And cagles againſt cagles bending flight ; 

BOOK I. Of blood by friends, by kindred, parents, ſpilt. 

One common horror and promiſcuous guilt; 10 

DYE SUCK . ; A ſhatter'd world in wild diſorder _— 

ia the firſt Book, after bs Ppropeſrtion of bis Sulje, Leagues, laws, and empire, in confuſion loſt ; 
Heer view of the — occaſrened by the civil 70275 | Off all the woes which civil diſcords bring, 
in Italy, and a compliment to Nero, Lucan gives | And Rome o'ercome by Roman arms, 1 ſing. 
the principal carſes of the Civil War, together | What blind, deteſted madneſs could afford 15 
with the characters of Ceſar i and P * ofter | Such horrid licence to the murdering ſword ? 
ther, the fory probably begins evith Cafar's paſſing the Say, Romans, whence ſo dire a fury roſe, 
Rubicon, which was the bound of bis frownce to To glut with Latian blood your barbarous foes ? 
wards Rome, and bis march to Ariminium. Tu- Could you in wars like theſe provoke your fate ? 
ther the Tr — * Curio, obo bgd been driven Wars, where no triumphs on the victor wait ! 29 
a of the city by the pe party, come 10 him, | Mhile Babylon's proud ſpires yet riſe ſo high, 
end demand bis protection. Then folloxes bis ſpeech And rich by 1 ſpoils 4h Fo the 2 
to bis army, and a particular mention #f the ſeveral | yyhile yet no vengeance is to Craſſus paid, 
parts of Gaul from wobich bis troops were drawn | But unaton'd repines the wandering ſhade! 24 
logether to bis affiſlance. From Caeſar, the poet What tracts of land, v. hu: realms unknown beforc, 


turns to deſcribe the general conflernation at Rome, What ſeas wide-ſtretching :o the diſtant ſhore 
and the flight of great part of the ſcnate and people | What crowns, what empires, might that blood 
at the news of bis march. From hence be takes oc- have gain'd, 


caſion to relate the foregoing prodigics, which ere | With which Emathia's fatal fields were ſtain'd ! 
partly on occaſion of theſe panic terrors, and likes | Mere Seres in her ſilken woods reſide, 


wife the ceremonies that were uſed by the priefts for Vrhere ſwift Araxes rolls rapid his tide : 30 

purifying the city, and averting the anger of the | Mhhere-e ler (if ſuch a nation can be found) 

gods ; and then ends this Book with the inſpiration | Nile's ſecret fountainſpringing cleaves the ground; 

and prophecy of a Roman matron, in which fhe n Where ſouthern ſuns with double ardour riſe, 

merates the principal events wobich were to bappen | Flame o'er the land, and ſcorch the mid-day ſkies; 

in the courſe of the Civil War. Where Winter's hand the Scythian ſeas conſtrains, 

MATHIAN plains withflaughtercover'd o'er, | And binds the ſrozen floods in cryſtal chains: 
And rage unknown to civil wars before, Where-e'er the ſhady night and day-ſpring 

Fſtabliſh'd violence, and lawleſs might, come, : 

Avow'd and hallow'd by the name of right ; All had ſubmitted to the yoke of Rome. 

A race renown'd, the world's victorious lords, 5 | O Rome! if laughter be thy only care, 

Turn'd on themſelves with their own hoſtile | If ſuch thy fond delire of unpious war; 4 

Words; 
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Till thou art miſtreſs of the worid around, 
And none to conquer but thyſelf be found. 
Thy foes as yet a juſter war afford, 
And barharcus blood remains to glut thy ſword. 45 
But ſee! her hands in her own vitals ſeize, 
And no deſtruction but her own can pleaſe. 
chold her fields unknowing of the plow ! 
Behold her palaces and towers laid low | 
Sce where o'erthrown the maſſy column lics, 50 | 
While weeds obſcene above the cornice riſe. | 
Here zaping wide, half-ruin'd walls remain, 
ere mouldering pillars nodding roots ſuſtain. 
The lancſkip, once in various beauty ſpread, 
With yellow harveſts and the flowery mcad, 55 
Difplays a wild uncultivated face, 
Which buſhy brakes and bratables vile diſgrace : 
No human ſootſtep prints th* untrodden greun, 
No chearful maid nor villager is ſeen. 
Ev'n in her cities famous once and great, 60 
Where thouſands crouded in the noiſy ſtreet, 
No ſound is heard of human voices now, 
But whiſtling winds through empty dwcliings 

blow; 
While paſſing ſtrangers wonder, if they ſpy 
One ſingle melaacholy face go by. 
Nor Pyrrhus' ſword, nor Cannz's fatal ficld, 
Such univerſal deſolation yield: 
Her impious ſons have her worſt ſocs ſurpaſs'd, 
And Roman hands have laid Heſperia waltz. 

But if our fates ſeverely have decreed 70 
No way but this for Nero to ſucceed ; 
I only thus our herocs can be gods, 
And earth muſt pay for their divine abcdes ; 
If heaven could not the thunderer obtain, 


Turn from thyſelf, at leaſt, the deſtin'd "_ 


ill giants wars made room ſor Jove to rcign, 
'Tis juſt, ye gods, nor ought we to complain: 
Opyreſt with death though dire Pharſalia groan. 
Though Latian blood the Punic ghoits atone ; 
Though Pompcy's hapleſs ſons renew the war, 
And Munda vic the flaughter*'d hcaps from 
lar; 2 
Mtough meagre famine in Peruſia reign, 
Iough Mutina with battles fill the plain; 
Though Leuca's iſle, and wide Ambrocia's bay, 
Record the rage of Actium s tatal day; 
Theugh ſervile hands are arm'd to man the Acct, 85 
Ard on Sicilian ſeas the navics mcet 
All crimes, all horrors, we with joy regard, 
once thou, O Cæſar, art the great reward. 
Vaſt are the thanks thy gratciul Ron. ſhould 
- 
To wars, which uſher- in thy ſacrcd ſway. 
When, the great buſineſs of the worid atchiev'd, 
Late by the willing ſtars thou art recciv'd. 
Tkrough all the bliſsful feats che news ſhall roll, 
Aud heaven reſound with joy ſroin pole to pole. 
Whether great Jove rclign ſupreme command, 95 
And truſt his {cc ptre to thy abler hand; | 
r if thou cheoſe the cypire of the day, | 
And make the ſun's unwilling ſeeds obcy z 
Auſpicious if thou drive the luming team, 
While earth rejoices in thy gentler beam; 100 
* here - cer thou reign, with one conſenting voice, 
Ihe gads and WS mi approve tby choice, 
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But, oh! whatever be thy godhead great, 
Fix not in regions too remote thy ſeat ; 


Nor deign thou near the frozen bear to ſhine, 1d 
Nor where the ſultry ſouthern ſtars decline ; 

Leſs kinely thence thy influence ſhall come, 

And thy beſt rays obliquely viſit Rome. 

Preſs not too much on any part the ſphere: _. 
Hard were the taſk thy weight divine to bear; 110 
Soon would the axis feel th' unuſual load, 

And groaning bend beneath th' incumbent : 
O' er the mid orb more equal ſhalt thou riſe, 
And with a juſter balance fix the ſkies. 114 
Serene for ever be that azure ſpace, 

No blackenivs clouds the purer heaven diſgrace, 
Nor hide from Rome her Cæſar's radiant face. i 
"Then ſhall mankind conſent in ſweet accord, 
And warring nations ſheath the wrathſul ſword ; 
Peace ſhall the world in friendly leagues compoſe, 
And Jams? dreadful gates for ever cloſe. I2L 
To mc thy preſent godhead ſtands confeſt, 

Oh let thy ſacred ſury fire my breaſt ! 

So thou vouchſaſe to hear, let Phœbus dwell 
Still uninvok'd in Cyrrha's myſtic cell : 125 
By me uncall'd, let ſprightly Bacchus reign, 
And lcad the dance on Indian Nyſa's plain. 

To thee, O Cafar, all my vows belong ; 

Do thou alone iaſpire the Roman ſong. 

And now the mighty taſk demands our care, 130 
The fatal ſource of diſcord to declare; | 
What cauſe aceurſt produc'd the dire event, 
Why rage fo dire the madding nations rent, ? 
And peace was driven away by one conſent. 

But thus the malice of our fate commands, 13g 
And nothing great to long duration ſtands ; 
Aſpiring Rome hath riſen too much in height, 
And ſunk beneath her own unwieldy weight. 

So ſhall onde hour at laſt this globe controul, ? 


Break up the vaſt machine, diſſolve the whole, 


And time no more through meaſur'd ages roll. 

Then Chaos hoar ſhall icize his former right, 

And reign with anarchy and eldeſt night; 

"The ſtarry lamps ſhall combat in the ſky, 

And lot and blended in cach other die; 143 

Nucnch'd in the deep the heaveuly fires ſhall ſall, 

And occan caſt abroad o'cr-{pread the ball: 

The moon no more her well-known courſe ſhall 
run, 

But riſe ſram weſtern waves, and mect the ſun ; 

Ungovern'd ſhall ſhe quit her ancient way, L150 

Her ſelf ambitious to tupply the day: . 

Confuſion wild mall all around be hurl'd, 

And diſcord and diſorder tear the world. 


Thus power and greatnefs to G&cfiruftion haſte, 
Thus bounds to human happincſs are plac'd, 


And Jove ſorbids proſpcrity to laſt. | 
Yet Fortune, when the meant to wreak her hate, 
From foreign fees prepar'd the Roman Hate, 

Nor ſuffer'd barbarou hand to give the blow, 
That laid the queea of carth and occan low; 150 
Vo Rome herſelf for cnowies The fought, 

And Rome herſelſ ker own deſtruction vroun kt ; 
dome, that nc er know three loidly heads before, 
Firſt fell by ſaral partnerſuin of power, 

What blind ambition Lids your force combine? 16g 


| nat meats this frantic kigue a wick you juin? 


* 
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Miſtaken men! who hope to ſhare the ſpoil, 

d hold the world within one common toil ! 

ile earth the ſeas ſhall in her boſom bear, 
While earth herſelf ſhall hang in ambient air, 170 
While Phoabus ſhall his conſtant taſk renew; 
While through the Zodiac night ſhall day purſue ; 
No faith, no truſt, no friendſhip, ſhall be known 
Among the jealous partners of a throne ; 


But he who reigns, ſhall ſtrive to reign alone. 


Nor ſeek for forcign tales to make this 176 
Were not our walls firſt built in brother's blood ? 
Nor did the feud for wide dominion riſe, 
Nor was the worid their impious fury's prize ; 
Divided power contention till affords, 180 
And for a village ſtrove the petty lords. 

The ficrce triumvirate combin'd in peace, 
Preſerv'd the bond but for a little ſpace, | 
Still with an aukward diſagrecing grace. 

*T'was not a lcague by inclination made, 185 

But bare agreement, ſuch as friends perſuade. 

Deſire of war in either chief was ſeen, 

"Though interpoſing Craſſus ſtood between. 

Such in the midſt the parting iſthmus lics, 

While ſwelling ſcas on either ſide ariſc; 

The ſolid boundaries of carth reſtrain 

The fierce Ionian and gan main; 

But, if —— mound gives way, ſtraight rcaring 
ud 


190 


In at the breach the ruſhing torrents croud; 
Raging they mect, the daſhing waves run high, 
And work their ſoamy waters to the ſky. 

So when unhappy Cr. ſſius, ſadly flain, 

Dy'd with his blood Aſſyrian Carre's plain; 
Sudden the ſeeming friends in arms engage, 
The Parthian ſword let looſe the Latian rage. 200 
Ye fierce Arſacidz ! ye foes of Rome, 

Now triumph, you have more than overcome : 
The vanquiſh'd felt your victory from far, 

And from that field recciv'd their civil war. 

The ſword is now the umpire to decide, 20g 
And part what friendſhip knew not to divide. 
"T'was hard, an empire of ſo vaſt a ſize, 

Could not for two ambi::aus minds ſuffice ; 

The peopled carth, aud wide extended main, 
Could furniſh room for only one to reign. 210 
When dying Julia firſt fortook the light, 
And Hymen's tapers tunk in endleſs night, 
"The tender ties of Kindred love were torn, 
Forgotten all, and bury'd in her urn. 

Oh! if her death had haply been delay'd, 
How might the daughter and the wife perſuade ! 
J.tke the fam'd Sabine dames ſhe had been ſcen 
To ſtay the mecting war, and ſtand between: 
On either hand had woo'd them to accord, 


| 
'Sooth'd her fierce father, and her ſurious ord, 


"To join in peace, and ſheath the ruthleſs ſword. 
But this the fatal fiſters doom deny'd; 
The friends were ſ-ver*'d, when the matron dy'd. 
The rival l-aders mortal war proclaim, 
Rage fires their ſouls with jealouſy of ſame, 
And emulation fans the riſing flame. 

Thee Pompey thy paſt deeds by turns infeſt, 
And jealous glory burns within thy breaſt ; 
Thy fam'd piratic laurel ſeems to fade, 


Beneath ſucceisſul Cæſar's riſing ſhade ; 230 


215 


222 | 
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His Gallic wreaths thou view'ſt with anxious 


eyes 
Above thy naval crowns tri riſe. 
Thee, Cæſar, thy long labours paſt incite, 
Thy uſe of war, and cuſtom of the . 
While bold ambition prompts thee in the race, 235 
And bids thy courage ſcorn a ſecond place. 

ior power, fierce faction's deareſt care, 
One could not brook, and one diſdain'd to ſhare. 
Juſtly to name the better cauſe were hard, 
While greateſt names for either fide declar d: 240 
Victorious Cæſar by the gods was crown'd, 


| The vanquiſh'd party was by Cato own'd. 


Nor came the rivals equal to the ficld ; 

One to increaſing years began to yield, 

Old age came creeping in the peaceful gown, 245 

And civil ſunctions weigh'd the ſoldier down ; 

Diſus'd to arms, he turn'd hun to the laws, 

And pleas'd himſelf with popular applauſe ; 

With gifts and liberal bounty ſought for fame, 

And lov'd to hear the vulgar ſhout his name; 250 

In his own theatre rcjoic'd to fit, 

Amidſt the noiſy praiſes of the pit. 

Careleſs af future ills that might betide, 

No aid he ſought to prop his failing ſide, 

But on his ſot mer fortune much rely'd. 

Still ſrem'd he to poſſeſs, and fill his place; 256 

But ſtood the ſhadow of what once he was. 

So, in the field with Ceres“ bounty ſpread, 

Uprears ſome ancient oak his reverend head; 

> 206 and ſacred giſts his boughs adorn, 

And ſpoils of war by mighty herocs worn. 

But, the firſt vigour of his root now gone, 

He ſtands dependent on his weight alone; 

All bare his naked branches are diſplay d, 

And with his leafleſs trunk he forms a ſhade : 265 

Yet though the winds his ruin daily threat, 

As every blaſt would heave him from his ſeat ; 

Though thouſand fairer trees the field ſupplies, 

That rich in youthful verdure round him riſe ; 

Fix'd in his ancient ſtate he yields to none, 270 

And wears the honours of the grove alone. 

But Czſar's greatueſs, and his ſtrength was more 

Than paſt renown 2nd antiquated power ; 

"Twas not the fame of what he once had been, 

Or tales in old records and annals ſeen ; 275 

But *twas a valour, reſtleſs, unconfin'd, 

Which no ſucceſs could fate, nor limits bind; 

"Twas ſhame, a ſoldier's ſhame untaught to yield, 

That bluſh'd for nothing but an ill-fought field ; 

Fierce in his hopes he was, nor knew to ſtay, 280 

Where vengeance or ambition led the way ; 

Still prodigal of war whene'er withſtood, 

Nor ſpar'd to ſtain the guilty ſword with blood; 

Urging advantage, he improv d all odds, 

And made the moſt of fortune and the gods; 285 

Pleas'd to o' erturn whate'er withheld his prize, 

And ſaw the ruin with rejoicing eyes. 

Such while earth trembles, and heaven thunders 
loud, 

Darts the ſwiſt lightning from the rending cloud ; 

Fierce through the day it breaks, and in its flight 

The dreadful blaits confound the gazers ſight; 291 

Refiſtleſs in its courſe delights to rove, 


And cleaves the temples of its maſter Jove 3 


269 
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Alike wherc- e er it paſſes or returns, 
With equal rage the fell deſtroyer burns; 295 
Then with a whirl full in its ſtrength retires, 
And recolleQs the force of all its ſcatter d fires. 
Motives like theſe the leading chiefs inſpir d; 
But other thoughts the meaner vulgar ſit d. 
Thoſe fatal ſceds luxurious vices ſow, 
Which ever lay a mighty pcople low. 
To Rume the vanquiſh'd carth her tribute paid, 
And deadly treaſures to her view difplay'd : 
Then truth and ſimple manners left the place, 


300 


While riot rear'd her lewd, diſhoneſt face; 305 
Virtue to full proſperity gave way, 

And fled from rapine, and the luſt of prey. 

On every ſide proud palaces ariſe, 

And laviſh gold each common uſe ſupplies. 309 


And Aſia now and Afric are explor d, 

For high-pric'd daintics, and citron board. 

In filken robes the minion men appear, 

Which maids and youthful brides ſhould bluſh to 

wear. 

That honeſt poverty adorn'd, 

— ah A the —_ y Romans forth, is ſcorn'd; 

Where-c'er ought pernicious does abound, 

For luxury all lands are ranſack'd round, | 

And dear-bought deaths the finking ſtate con- 

found. 

The Curii's and the Carmilli's little field, 

To vaſt extended territories yield; 

And foreign tcnants reap the harveſt now, 

Where once the great Dictator held the plow. 
Rome, ever fond of war, was tir'd with eaſe; 

Ev'n liberty had loſt the power to pleaſe: 325 
ence rage and wrath their ready minds invade, 
nd want could every wickedneſs perſuade : 

Hence impious power was firſt eſteem'd a good, 

Worth _ ſought with arms, and bought with 

lood : 


With glory, tyrants did their country awe, 330 
And violence preſcrib'd the rule to law. 
Hence pliant ſervile voices were conſtrain'd, 
And force in popular aſſemblies reign'd ; 
Conſuls and tribunes, with oppoſing might, 
Join'd to conſound and overturn the right: 335 
Hence ſhameful magiſtratcs were made ſor gold, 
And a baſe people by themſelves were ſold : 
Hence laughter in the venal field returns, 
And Rome her yearly competitions mourns : 
Hence death unthrifty, careleſs to repay, 
And uſury ſtill watching for its day: 
Hence perjuties in every wrangling court; 
And war, the needy bankrupt's laſt reſort. 
Now Czfar, marching with ſwift wing'd haſte, 
The ſummits of the frozen Alps had paſt; 345 
With vaſt events and enterprizes fraught, 
And future wars revolving in his thought. 
Now near the banks of Rubicon he ſtood ; 
When lo! as he ſurvey'd the narrow flood, 
Amidſt the duſky horrors of the night, 350 
A wondrous viſion ſtood confeſt to ſight. 
Her awful head Rome's reverer:4 image rear'd, 
Trembling aud ſad the matron form appear'd ; 
A towery crown her hoary temples bound, 
And her torn treſſes rudely hung around: 


Their fathers frugal tables ſtand abhorr'd, 5 


320 
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Her naked arms uplifted ere ſhe e, 
CATS. cots. 


Preſumptuous men ! oh, whither do you run ? 
Oh, whither bear you theſe my enſigns on? 
360 


If friends to right, if citizens of Rome, 

Here to your utmoſt barrier are you come. 

She ſaid ; and ſunk within the cloſing ſhade : 

Aſtoniſhment and dread the chief invade ; 

Stiff roſe his ſtarting hair, he ſtood diſmay'd, 

And on the bank his lacken'ng ſteps were ſtay'd. 

O thou ſ at length he cry d) whoſe hand controls 366 

The forky fire, and rattling thunder rolls; 

Who from thy capitol's exalted height, 

Doſt o'er the wide-ſpread city caſt thy ſight ! 

Ye Phrygian gods, who guard the Julian line! 370 

Ye mytterics of Romulus divine 

Thou, Jove ! to whom from young Aſcanius 
came 

Thy Alban temple and thy Latian name : 

And thou, immortal ſacred Veſtal flame ! 

But chief, oh! chiefly, thou, majeſtic Rome 

My firſt, my great divinity, to whom 5 

Thy ſtill ſucceſsful Cæſar am I come; 

Nos do thou fear the ſword's deſtructive rage, 

With ther my arms no impious war ſhall wage. 

On him thy hate, on him thy curſe beſtow, 380 

Who would perſuade thee Cæſar is thy foe ; 

And ſince to thee I conſecrate my toil, 

Oh favour thou my cauſe, and on thy ſoldier 
{mile 


He ſaid ; and ſtraight, impatient of delay, 
Acroſs the ſwelling flood purſu'd his way. 
So when on ſultry Libya's deſert ſand 
The lion ſpies the hunter hard at hand, 
Couch'd on the earth the doubtful ſavage lies, 
And waits awhile till all his fury riſe ; 
His laſhing tail provoke his ſwelling fides, 390 
wan his neck his mane with horrot 

rides: 
Then if at length the flying dart inſeſt, 
Or the broad ſpear invade his ample breaſt, 
Scorning the wound, he yawns a dreadful roar, 
And flies like lightning on the hoſtile Moor. 395 

While with hot ſkies the ſervent ſummer 

The Rubicon an humble river flows ; 

Through lowly vales he cuts his windi 

And rolls his ruddy waters to the "wg ” 
His bank on either fide a limit ſtands, 


335 


400 


Between the Gallic and Auſonian lands. 


| — ſtronger now the wintry torrent grows, 

ie wetting winds had thaw'd the Alpine {nows, 
And Cynthia riſing with a blunted beam 

In the third circle drove her watry team, 

A ſignal ſure to raiſe the ſwelling ſtream. 

For this, to ſtem the water's rapid courſe 

Firſt plung'd amidſt the flood the bolder horſe ; 
With ſtrength oppos'd againſt the ſtream they 


cad, 
While to the ſmoother ford, the ſoot with eaſe 
ſucceed. 410 


The leader now had paſs'd the torrent o'er, 


| And reach'd fair Italy's forbidden ſhore : 


Then rearing on the hoſtile bank his head, 
Here farewell peace and injur'd laws! (be ſaid.) 414 
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Henceforth thou, goddeſs fortune art my guide; 
Let fate and war the great event decide. 

He ſpoke; and, on the dreadful taſk intent, 
Spcedy to near Ariminum he bent ; 
To him the Balearic fling is low, 1 
And the ſhaſt loiters from the Parthian bow. 
With cager marches ſwift he reach'd the gone, 


Since faith is broke, and leagues are ſet aſide. | | 


As the ſhades fled, the ſinking ſtars were gone, 
And Lucifer the laſt was left alone. 
At length the morn, the dreadful morn aroſe, 425 
Whoſe beams the firſt tumultuous rage diſcloſe : 
Whether the ſtormy ſouth prolong'd the night, 
Or the good gods abhorr'd the impious ſight, 
The clouds a-while withheld the mournful light. 
Tothe mid Forum on the ſoldier paſs'd, 430 
"There halted, and his victor enſigus plac'd : 
With dire alarms ſrom band to band around, 
The _ hoarſe horn, and rattling trumpets 
ound. 
The ſtarting citizens uprear their heads; 
The luſtier youth at once forſake their beds; 435 
Haſty they ſnatch the weapons, which among 
TLeir houſhold-gods in peace had reſted long; 
Old bucklers of the covering hides bereft, 
"The mouldering frames digjoin'd and barely left; 
Swords with foul ruſt indented deep they take, 440 
And uſeleſs ſpears with points invertcd ſhake. 
Soon as their creſts the Roman cagles rear'd, 
And Cæſar high above the reſt appear d; 
Fach trembling heart with ſecret horror ſhook, 
Aud ſilent thus within themſelves they ſpoke; 445 
Oh, hapleſs city! oh, ill-fated walls ! 
Rear'd for a curſe ſo near the neighbouring 
Gauls! 
By us deſtruction ever takes its way, 
We firſt become each bold invader{s prey; 
Oh, that by fate we rather had bcen pluc'd 450 
Upon the confines of the utmoſt eaſt ! 
"The frozen north much better might we know, 
Mountains of ice, and everlaſting ſnow. 
Butter with wandering Scythians chooſe toroam, 
Than fix in fruitful Italy our home, | 
And guard theſe dreadful paſſayes to Rome. 
Through theſe the Cimbrians laĩd Heſperia waſte; 
Through theſe the ſwarthy Carthaginian paſs'd; 
Whenever fortune threats the Latian Rates, 
War, dcath, and ruin, enter at theſe gates. 460 
In ſecret murmurs thus they ſought 1clicf, 
While no bold voice proclaim'd aloud their grief. 
Oer all one deep, one horrid ſilence reigns; 
As when the rigour of the winter's chains ; 
All nature, heaven, and earth at once conſtrains; 
The tuneful feather'd kind forget their lays, 466 
And ſhivering trcmble on the naked ſprays ; 
| Kv'n the rude ſcas compos'd forget to roar, 
And freezing billows ſliſſen on the ſhore. 
"The colder ſhades of night forſouk the ſkr, 470 
When, lo! Belloua lifts her torch on high : 
And if the chicf, by doubt or ſhame detain'd, 
Awhile from battle and from blood abſtain'd ; 
Fortune and ſate, impatient of delay, 
Force every {oft rclenting thought away. 475 
A lucky chance a fair pretence ſupplics, 


And jultice in his favor: ſcems to rilc. 


New accidents new ſtings to rage ſuggeſt, 

And fierc-r fires inflame the warrior's breaft. 

The ſcnate threatening high, and havghty grown, 

Had driven the — \n. tribunes from the town; 

In ſcorn of law, had chac'd them through the 
ate, 

And urg ꝗ them with the factious Gracchi's ſate. 

With theſc, as for redreſs their courle they ſped 


To Cæſar's camp the buſy Curio fled ; 485 
Curio, a ſpeaker turbulent and bold, 
Of venal eloquence, that ſerv'd for gold, 


And principles that _—_— he bought and fold. 
A tribune once himſclt, in loud debate, 

He ſtrove for public freedom, and the ſtate: 499 
Eſſay'd to make the warring nobles bow, 

And bring the potent purty-Icaders low. 

To Cæſar thus, while thouſand cares inſeſt, 
Revolving round, the warrior's anxious breaſt, 
His ſpeech the ready orator addreſt: 


While *twas allow'd me, Cæſar to defend, 
While yet the pleading bar was left me free, 
While I could draw unccrtain Rome to thee ; 

In vain their force the moody fathers join'd, 508 
In vain to rob thee of thy power combin'd ; 

I lengthen'd out the date of thy command, 

And fix'd thy conquering ſword within thy hand. 
But ſince the vanquiſh'd laws in war are dumb, 
To thee, behold an exil'd band we come; 303 
For thee, with joy our baniſhment we take, 

For thee our houſhold hearths and gods forſake ; 
Nor hope to ſee our native city more, 

ill victory and thou the loſs reſtore. 

Th' unready faction, yet confus'd with fear, 51e 
Deſenceleſs, weak, and unreſolv'd, appear; 
Haſte then thy towering eagles on their way: 
When fair occaſion calls, tis fatal to delay. 

If twice five years the ſtubborn Gaul withheld, 
And ſet thec hard in many a well-fought ficld; 515 
A nobler labour now before thee lies, 

The hazard lefs, yet greater far the prize : 

A province that, and portion of the w hole; 

"This the vaſt head that does mankind control. 
Succeſs ſhall ſure attend thee, boldly go 5 20 


| And win the world at one ſucceſsful blow. 


No triumph now attends thee at the gate; 
Ns templcs for thy ſacred laurel wait: 
But blatting envy hangs upon thy name, 
Denics thee right, and robs thee of thy fame; 525 
| Imputcs as crimes, the nations overcome, 
And makes it treaſon to h.ve fought for Rome : 
 Ev'n he who took thy Julia's plighted hand, 
| Waits to deprive thee of thy juſt command. 
Since Pempey then, and thoſe upon his ſide, 530 
Torbid thee, the world's empire to divide; 
Aftume that ſway which beſt mankind may bear, 
And rule alone what they diſdain to ſhare. 
He ſaid ; his words the liſtening chief engage, 

And fire his breaſt, already prone to rage. $535 

Not pcals of loud applauie with greater force, 
At Grecian Elis, rouſe the fiery horſe ; 
When eager for the courſe each nerve he trains, 
Hangs on the bit, and tugs the ſtubborn reins, 
At every ſhout erects his quivering ears, 540 


| Aud his broad breaſt upon the barrier bears. 


While yet my voice was uſcful to my friend; 496 | 
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guddden he bids the troops draw out, and ſtraight | Perhaps, for that too boldly 1 withſtand, 


The thronging legions round their enſigns wait: 

Then thus, the croud compoſing with a look, 544 

And, with his hand commanding ſilence, ſpoke : 
Fellows in arms, who choſe with me to bear ©; 

The toils and dangers of a tedious war, 0 

And conquer to this tenth revolving year ; 

See what reward the grateful ſenate yicld, 

For the loſt blood which ſtains yon northern field ; 

For wounds, for winter cams, for Alpine ſnow, 

And all the deaths the brave can undergo. 

See ! the tumultuous city is alarm'd, 

As if another Hannibal were arm'd : 

The luſty youth are cull'd to fill the bands, $55 

And each tall grove falls by the ſhipwrights hands; 

Fleets are equipp'd, the field with armies ſpread, 

And all demand devoted Cæſar's head. 

If thus, while fortune yields us her applauſe, 

While the god call us on and own our cauſe, 560 

If thus returning conquerors they treat, 

How had they us'd us flying from defeat ; 

If fickle chance of war had prov'd unkind, 

And the fierce Gauls purſued us from behind! 564 

But let their boaſted hero leave his home, 

Let him, diſſolv'd with lazy leiſure, come, 

With every noiſy talking tongue in Rome: 

Let loud Marcellus troops of gown-men head, 

And their great Cato pcaceſul burghers lead. 

Shall his baſe followers, a venal train, $70 

For ages, bid thcir idol Pompey reign ? 

Shali his ambition {till be thought no crime, 

His breach of laws, and triumph ere the time ? 

Still ſhall he gather honours and command, 

And grafp all rule in his rapacious hand ? 575 

What need I name the violated laws, 

And famine made the ſervant of his cauſe ? 

Who knows not, how the trembling judge beheld 

The peaceful court with arm'd legions fall'd ; 

When the bold ſoldier, juſtice to defy, 580 

In the mid, Forum rear'd his enſigns high; 

When glittering ſwords the pale aſſembly ſcar'd, 

When all for death and ſlaughter ſtood prepard, 

And Pompey's arms were guilty Milo's guard ? 

And now, diſdaining peace and ncedful eaſe, 585 

Nothing but rule and government can pleaſe. 

Alpiring till, as ever, to be great, 

He robs his age of reſt, to vex the ſtate : 

On war intent, to that he bends his cares, 

And for the field for battle now prepares. 390 

He copies from his maſter Sylla well, 

And would the dire example far excel. 

Hyrcanian tigers ſierceneſs thus retain, 

Whom in the woods their horrid mothers train, 

To chace the herds, and ſurfeit on the lain. 

Such, Pompey, ſtill has been thy greedy thirſt, 596 

In carly love of impious ſlaughter nui ſt; 

Since firſt thy infant cruelty cfſay'd, 

To lick the curſt dictator's re:kiog blade, 

None ever give the ſalvage nature o'er, 

Mhoſe jaws have once been drench'd in floods of 

gore, 

But whither would a power ſo wide extend? 
Where will thy long ambition find an end ? 
Remember him who taught thee to be great; 

t him who choſe to quit the ſovercign ſcat, 
Let ty own Sylla Wall thee iv reuicate 


Nor yield my conquering cagles on command ; 
Since the Cicilian pirate ſtrikes his ſail, 

Since o'er the Pontic king thy arms prevail ; 619. 
Since the poor prince, a weary life o'er-paſt. 

By thee and poiſon is ſubdued at laſt ; 

Pcrhaps, one lateſt province yet remains, 

And vanquiſh'd Cæſar muſt receive thy chains. 
But though my labours loſe their juſt reward, 615 
Yet let the fenate theſe my friends regard; 

{ Whate'cr my lot, my brave victorious bands 
Deſerve to triumph, whoſoe er commands. 
Where ſhall my weary veteran reſt ? Oh where 
Shall virtue worn with years and arms repair? 629 
What town is for his late repoſe aſſign'd ? 

| Where are the promis'd lands he hop'd to find, 

Fields for his plow, a country village ſeat, 
| Some little comfortable ſate retreat; 

Where failing age at length from toil may ceaſe, 625 
| And waſte the poor remains of lite with peace ? 
But march, your long-victorious enſigus rear, 

| Let valour on its own juſt cauſe appear, 

When for redreſs intreating armies call, 

They who deny jult things, permit them all. 630 
"The righteous gods ſhall ſurcly own the cauſe, 

| Which ſecks not ſpoil, nor empire, but the lawss 
Proud lords and tyrants to depoſe we come, 

And ſave from flavery ſubmiſſive Rome. 

He ſaid; a doubtſul ſullen murmuring ſound 63g 
Ran through the unreſolving vulgar round ; 

| The ſeeds of piety their rage reſtrain'd, 

And ſomewhat of their country's love remain'd 
Theſe the rude paſſions of their ſoul withſtood, 
Elate to conqueſt, and inur'd to blood : 640 
But ſoon the momentary virtue fail'd, 

And war and dread of Cæſar's frown prevail'd. 
Straight Lelieus from amidſt the reſt ſtood forth, 
An old centurion of diſtinguiſh'd worth ; 

The oaken wreath his hardy temples wore, 64g 
Mark of a citizen preſerv'd he bore. 

If againſt thee (he cry'd) I may exclaim, 
Thou greateſt leader of the Roman name ; 
If truth or injur'd honour may be bold, 
What lingering patience does thy arms withhold ? 
Canſt thou diſtruſt our faith ſo often try'd, 681 
In thy long wars not ſhrinking from thy ſide ? 
While in my veins this vital torrent flows, 
This heaving breath within my boſom blows ; 
While yet theſe arms ſufficient vigour yield 655 
To dart the javelin, and to lift the ſhield ; 
While theſe remain, my general wilt thou own. 
The vile dominion of the lazy gown ? 
Wilt thou the lordly ſenate chooſe to bear, 
Rather than conquer in a civil war ? ; 
With thee the Scythian wilds we'll wander o'er, 
With thee: burning Libyan ſands explore, 5 
| And tre:d the Syrt's inhoſpitable ſhore. 
Behold ! this hand, to nobler labours train'd, 
For thee the ſervile oar has not diſdain'd, 665 
For th-.e the ſwelling ſcas were taught to plow, 
Through the Rhine's whirling ſtream to force 

thy prow, 

That all the vanquiſh'd world tothee might bow. 

Each faculty, eacl power, thy will obey, 

And inclination ever leads the wy. 670 
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No friend, no fellow-citizen I know, 

Whom Czfſar's trumpet once proclaims a foe. 

By the labours of thy ſword, I ſwear, 

By all the fame acquir'd in ten years war, 

By thy paſt triumphs, and by thoſe to come, 675 

(No mater where the vanquiſh'd be, nor whom) 

Bid me to ſtrike my deareſt brother dead, 

To bring my aged father's hoary head, 

Or itab the pregnant partner of my bed; 

Though nature plead, and ſtop my trembling 
hand, 680 


I ſwear to execute thy dread command. 

Doſt thou delight to ſpoil the wealthy gods, 

And ſcatter flames through all their proud abodes? 

Sce through thy camp our ready torches burn, 

Moneta ſoon her _— fanc ſhall mourn. 685 

Wilt thou yon haughty factious ſenate brave, 

And awe the Tuſcan river's yellow wave ? 

On Tiber's bank thy enſign's ſhall be plac'd, 

And thy bold ſoldier lay Heſperia waſte. 

Doſt thou devote ſome hoſtile city's walls? 690 

Beneath our thundering rams the ruin falls ; 

She falls, ev'n though thy wrathſul ſentence 
doom 


The world's imperial miſtreſs, mighty Rome. 

He ſaid; the legions vow to join 
Their chief belov'd, in every bold deſign; 69g 
All lift their well-approving hands on high, 

And rend with peals of loud applauſe the ſky. 
Such is the ſound when Thracian Boreas ſpreads 
His weighty wing o'er Oſſa's piney heads: 

At once the noiſy groves are all inclin d, 700 
And, bending, roar beneath the ſweeping wind ; 
At once their rattling branches all they rear, 
And drive the leafy clamour — the air. 

Cæſar with joy the ready bands beheld, 
Urg'd-on by fate, and eager for the field; 70g 
Swift orders ſtraight the ſcatter'd warriors call, 
From every part of wide- extended Gaul; 

And, leſt his fortune languiſh by delay, 

To Rome the moving enfigns ſpced their way. 

Some, at the bidding of the chief, forſake 710 

Their fix d encampment near the Leman lake: 

dome from Vogeſus' lofty rocks withdraw, 

Plac'd on thoſe heights the Lingones to awe ; 

The Lingones ſtill frequent in alarms, 

And rich in many-colour'd painted arms. 715 

Others from Iſara's low torrent came, 

Who winding keeps through many a mead his 
name; | 

But ſecks the ſea with waters not his own, 

Loſt and confounded in the nobler Rhone. 

Their garriſon the Ruthen city ſend, 720 

Whoſe youth's long locks in yellow rings depend. 

No more the Varus and the Atax feel 

The lordly burden of the Latian keel. 

Alcides' fane the troops commanded leave, 

Where winding rocks the peaccful flood re- 
ceive z 725 

Nor Corus there, nor Zephyrus reſort, 

Nor roll rude ſurges on the Sacred Port; 

Circius' loud blaſt alone is heard to roar, 

And vex the ſafety of Moncchus' ſhore. 

The legions move from Galia's fartheſt ſide, 730 


Wzſh'd by the reſtleſs occag's various tide ; 


Now o'er the land flows in the pouring main, 

Now rears the land its riſing head again, 

And ſeas and earth alternate rule maintain. 

If driven by winds from the far diſtant pole, 735 

This way and that, the floods revolving roll ; 

Or if, compell'd by Cynthia's filver beam, 

Obedient Tethys heaves the ſwelling ſtream ; 

Or if, by heat attracted to the ſky, 

Old ocean lifts his heavy waves on high, 

And briny deeps the waſting ſun ſupply ; 

What cauſe ſoc*er the wondrous motion guide, 

And preſs the cbb, or raiſe the flowing tide ; 

Le that your taſk, ye ſages to explore, 

Who ſearch the ſecret ſprings of nature's power: 

To me, for ſo the wiſer gods ordain, 746 

Untrac'd the myſtery ſhall ftill remain. 

From fair Nemoſſus moves a warlike band, 

From Atur's banks, and the Tarbellian ſtrand, 

Where winding round the coaſt purſues its way, 750 

And folds the ſea within a gentle bay. 

The Santones are now with joy relcas'd 

From hoſtile inmates, and their Roman gueſt, 

Now the Bituriges forget their fears, 

And Sueſſons nimble with unwicldy ſpears: 755 

Exult the Leuci, and the Remi now, 

Expert in javelins, and the bending bow. 

The Belgæ taught on cover'd wains to ride, 

The Sequani the whceling horſe to guide; 

The bold Averni who from llium come, 760 

And boaſt an ancient brotherhood with Rome 

The Nervi oft rebelling, oft ſubdued, 

Whoſe hands in Gotta's ſlaughter were imbrucd ; 

Vangiones, like looſc Sarmatians dreſt, 

Who with rough hides their brawny thighs 
inveſt ; - | 

Batavians fierce, whom brazen trumps delight, 766 

And with hoarſc rattlings animate to fight ; 

The nations where the Cinga's waters flow, 

And Pyrenzan mountains ſtand in ſnow ; 

Thoſe where flow Arar meets the rapid Rhone, 778 

And with his ſtronger ſtream is hurry'd down ; 

Thoſe o'er the mountains lofty ſummer ſpread, 

Where high Gebenna lifts her hoary head; 

With theſe the Trevir and Ligurian ſhorn, 

Whoſe brow no more long falling locks adorn; 775; 

Though chief amongſt the Gauls he wont to deck, 

With ringlets comely ſpread, his graceful neck : 

And you where Heſus' horrid altar ſtands, 

Where dire Teutates human blood demands ; 

Where Taranis by wretches is obey d, 780 

And vies in laughter with the Scythian maid: 

All ſee with joy the war's departing rage, 

Seek diſtant lands, and other foes engage. 

You too, ye bards! whom ſacred raptures fire, 

To chaunt your heroes to your country's lyre; 785 

Who conſecrate, in your immortal ſtrain, 

Brave patriot ſouls in righteous battle ſlain ; 

Securely now the tuneful taſk renew, 

And nobleſt themes in deathleſs ſongs purſue. 

The Druids now, while arms are heard no more, 

Old myſterics and barbarous rites reſtore: 791 

A tribe who ſingular religion love, 

ind haunt the lonely coverts of the grove. 

lo theſe, and theſe of all mankind alone, 


The gods are ſure reveal'd, or ſure unknown. 795 
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u dying mortals doom they ſing aright, 

No hoſts deſcend to dwell in dreadful night : 
No parting ſouls to griſly Pluto go, 

Nor ſeek the dreary ſilent ſhades below: 

But forth they fly immortal in their kind, 
And other bodies in new worlds they find. 
Thus life for cver runs its endleſs race, 

And like a line, death but divides the ſpace, 
A ſtop which can but for a moment laſt, 

A point between the future and the paſt. 805 
Thrice happy they beneath their northern ſkies, 
Who that worſt fear, the fear of death deſpiſe ; 
Hence they no cares for this frail being f 

But ruſh undaunted on the pointed ſteel ; 
Provoke approaching fate, and bravely ſcorn 810 
To ſpare that liſe which muſt ſo ſoon return. 
You too tow'rds Rome advance, ye warlike band, 
That wont the ſhaggy Cauci to withſtand ; 
Whom once a better order did aſſign, 

To guard the paſſes af the German Rhine; 815 
Now from the fenceleſs banks you march away, 


And leave the world the fierce barbarians. prey. 
While thus the numerous troops, from every 


* 
Afſembling, raiſe their daring leader's heart; 819 
O'er Italy he takes his warlike way, 
The neighbouring town his ſummons ſtraight 
obey, 
And on their walls his enſigns high diſplay. 
Mean-while the buſy meſſenger of ill, 
Officious Fame, ſupplics new terror ſtill : 
A thouſand ſlaughters, and ten thouſand fears, 825 
She whiſpers in the trembling vulgar's cars. 
Now comes a frighted meſſenger, to tell 
Of ruins which the country round befel ; 
Ihe foe to fair Mevania's walls is X 
And lays Clitumnus' fruitful paſtures waſte ; 830 
Where Nar's white waves with Tiber mingling 
fall, 
Range the rough German and the rapid Gaul. 
But when himſelf, when Cæſar they would paint, 
The ſtronger image makes deſcription faint ; 
No tongue can ſpeak with what amazing dread8 35 
Wild thought preſents him at his army's head; 
Unlike the man familiar to their eyes, 
Horrid he fecms, and of gigantic ſize : 
Unnumber'd eagles riſe amidſt his train, 
And millions ſcem to hide the crouded plain. 840 
Around him all the various nations join, 
Between the ſnowy Alps and diſtant Rhine. 
He draws the fierce barbarians from their home, 
With rage ſurpaſſing theirs he ſeems to come, 
And urge them on to ſpoil devoted Rome. 
Thus fear does half the work of lying fame, 
And cowards thus their own misfortunes frame; 
By their own feigning fancies are betray'd, 
And y_ beneath. thoſe ills themſelves have 
made. — 
Nor theſe alarms the croud alone infeſt, 830 
But ran alike through every beating breaſt ; 
With equal dread the grave Patriclans ſhook, 
Their ſeats abandon'd, and the court ſorſock. 
The ſcattering fathers quit the public care, 
And bid the conſuls for the war prepare. 855 
Reſoly'd on ſtigkt, yer Fill unknowing where 
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Haſty and headlong diffcrent paths they tread, 

As blind impulſe and wild diſtraction lead 

The croud, a hurrying, heartleſs train, ſucceed. 

Who that the lamentable ſight bcheld, 86x 

The wretched fugitives that hid the ficld, 

Would not have thought the flames with rapid 
haſte 

Deſtroying wide, had laid their city waſte ; 

Orgroaning earth had ſhook beneath their feet, 865 

While threatening ſabrics nodded o'er the ſtreet. 

By ſuch unthinking raſhneſs were they led; 

Such was the madneſs which their fears had bred, 

As if, of every other bereft, 

To fly from Rome were all the ſafety left. $50 

So when the ſtormy ſouth is heard to roar, 

And rolls huge billows from the Libyan ſhore ; 

When rending ſails flit with the driving blaſt, 

And with a craſh down comes the lofty maſt ; 

Some coward maſter leaps ſrom off the deck, 875 

And, haſty to deſpair, prevents the wreck ; 

And though the bark unbroken hold her way, 

His trembling crew all plunge into the ſea. 

From doubtful thus they run to certain harms, 

And flying from the city ruſh to arms. 880 

Then ſons forſook their fires unnerv'd and old, 

Nor weeping wives their huſbands could with- 
hold; 

Each left his guardian Lares unador'd, 

Nor with one parting praycr their aid implor'd : 

None ſtop'd,or fighing turn d for one laſt view,885 

Or bid the city of his birth adieu. 

The headlong croud regardleſs urge their way, 

Though ev'n their gods and country aſk their 


*. 
And pleading nature beg them to delay. 
What means, ye gods! this changing in your 
doom? 


Freely you grant, but quickly you reſume. dt 

Vain 1s the ſhort-liv'd ſovercignty you lend ; 

The pile you raiſe you deign not to defend. 

See where, forſaken by her native bands, 

All deſolate the once-great city ſtands ! 895 

She whom her ſwarming citizens made proud, 

Where once the vanquiſh'd nations wont to 
croud, 

Within the circuit of whoſe ample ſpace 

Mankind might meet at once, and find a place ; 

A wide defenceleſs deſert now fl.: lies, gen 

And yields herſelf the viQor's caſy prize. 

Ihe camp intrench'd ſecureſt lumbers yields, 

Though hoſtile arms beſet the neighbouring fields ; 

Rude banks of earth the haſty ſoldier rears, 

Aud in the turfy wall forgets his fears; 

While Rome thy ſons all tremble from afar, 

And ſcatter at the very name of war; 

Nor on thy towers depend, nor ramparts height, 

Nor truſt their ſafety with thee for a night. 

Yet one excuſe abſolv'd the panic dread ; 910 
The vulgar juſtly ſear' d when Pompey fled. 
And, leſt ſweet hope might mitigate their woes, 
And expeRation better times diſcloſe, 

On every breaſt preſaging terror ſate, 

And threaten'd plain ſome yet more diſmal fate. 
"The gods declare their menaces aruund, 916 
Earih, air, and ſcae, in prodigies abound; 
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Then ſtars, unknown before, appear d to burn, 
And foreign flames about the pole to turn ; 
Unuſual fires by night were ſeen to fly, 

And dart obliquely through the gloomy ſky. 
Then horrid comets ſhook their fatal hair, 
And bade proud royalty for change prepare : 
Now dart ſwift lightnings through the azure clear, 
And meteors now in various forms appear: 925 
Some like the javelin ſhoot extended long, 

White ſome like ſpreading lamps in heaven are 


And tho 
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ugh no gathering clouds the day control, 
Through ſkies ſerene portentous thunders roll ; 
Fierce blaſting bolts from northern regions come, 
And aim their vengeance at imperial Rome. 931 
The ſtars, that rwinkled in the lonely night, 
Now lift their bolder head in day's broad light, 
The moon, in all her brother's beams array'd, 
Was blotted by the carth's approaching ſhade ; 935 
Ihe ſun himſelf, in his mcridian race, 
In fable darkneſs veiled his brighter face ; 
The trembling world bcheld his fading ray, 

And mourn'd defpairing for the loſs of day, 
Such was he ſeen, when backward to the caſt 940 
He fled, abhorring dire Ihyeſtes feaſt. 

Sicilian ZEtna then was heard to roar, 

While Mulciber let looſe his fiery ſtore ; 

Nor roſe the flames, but with a downward tide 
Tow'rds Italy their burning torrent guide; 945 
bdis dogs how! doleful o'er the flood, 

And all her whirling waves run red with blood; 
The Veſtal fire upon the altar dy'd, 
And o'er the ſacrifice the flames dfvide ; 
"ſhe parting points with double ſtreams aſcend, 950 
To ſhew the Latian feſtivals muſt end; 
Such from the Theban brethren's pile aroſe, 
Signal of impious and immortal foes. 
With openings faſt the gaping earth gave way, 
And in her inmoſt womb receiv'd the day. 955 
Ihe ſweliing ſcas o'er lofty mountains flow, 
And nodding Alps ſhook off their ancient ſnow. 
"Then wept the demi-gods of mortal birth, 
And ſweating Lares trembled on the hcarth. 
In temples then, recording ſtories tell, 
Untouch'd the ſacred gifts and garlands fell. 
Ihen birds obſcene, with inauſpicious flight, 
And ſcreamings dire, prophan'd the hallow'd 
light. 
"The ſalvage kind forſook the deſert wood, 
And ia the fireets diſclos'd their horrid brood. 955 
Then ſpeaking beaſts with human ſounds were 
heard, 
And monſtrous births the teeming mothers ſcar'd. 
Among the croud, religious fears diſperſe 
The ſaws of Sibyls, and forcboding verſe. 
Bellona's prieſts, a barbarous frantic train, 970 
Whoſe mang}:'d arms a thouſand wounds diſdain, 
ofs their wild locks, and, with a diſinal yell, 
he verathful gods and coming woes loretel. 
I wentlag ghoſts amidſt their aſhes mourn, 
And greuninęs echo from the marble urn. 
Ie rattling clank of arms is hcard around 
d voices laud in lonely woods reſound. 
Grim ſpectres every where affright the eye, 


Approaching glare, and 1 with horror by. 


960 


975 


| 


O EMS. 


A ſury fierce about the city walks, 
Hell-born, and horrible of ſize, ſhe talks: 
A flaming pine ſhe brandiſhes in air, 
And hiſſing loud up-rifc her ſnaky hair: 
Where-c'er her round accurſt the monſter 
The pale inhabitant his houſe forſakes. 
Such to Lycurgus was the phantom ſeen, 
Such the dire viſions of the ITheban queen; 
Such, at his cruel ſtepmother's command, 
Before Alcides, did Megæra ſtand : 

With dread, till then unknown, the hero ſhook, 990 
Though he had dar'd on hell's grim king te look, 
Amidſt the deepeſt ſilence of the night, 
Shrill-ſounding clarions animate the fight; 

The ſhouts of meeting armies ſeem to riſc, 

And the loud battle ſhakes the glooray ſcics. gg; 
Dead Sylia in the Martian field aſcends, 

And miſchzets mighty as kis own portends. 
Near Anio's fiream old Marius rears his head; 
The hinds beheld his griſly ſorm, and fled. 

Ii ſtate thus threaten'd, by old cuſtom taught, 
Forremgaſel to the Tuſcan prophets ſought : 100 
Of theſe the chief for learning fam d, and age, 
Aruns by name, ® venerable ſage, 
At Luna liv'd; none better could deſcry 
What . the lightnings journey through the 

Y3 

Preſaging veins and fibres well he knew, cos 
And omens read aright, from every wing that flew. 
Firſt he commands to burn the monſtrous breed, 
Sprung from mix'd ſpecics, and diſcordant ſeed; 
Forbidden and accurſed births, which come, 1010 
Where nature's laws defign'd a barren womb. 
Next, the remaining trembling tribes he calls, 
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To paſs with ſolemn rites about their walls, 
And with luſtrations purge the utmoſt bound. 1013 
The ſovereign prieſts the long proceſiiou lead, * 
Array'd all duly in the Gabine weed. 
There the chaſte head of Veſta's choir appears, 
% her, in ſole pre-eminence, is due, 

Phryg:an Minerva's awful thrine to view, 


In holy march to viſit all around, 

Inferior orders in the train ſucceed, 

A ſacred fillet binds her ræverend hairs ; 1020 
Next the fiftecn in order paſs along, 


| Who guard the fatal Sibyls' ſecret ſong: 


To Almen's ſtream Cybelc's form they bear, 1025 
And waſh the goddeſs each returning ycar. 
The 'Titian brotherhood, the Augurs band, 
Obſerving gights on the left lucky hand; 
"The ſeven ordain'd Jove*s holy feaſt to deck; 
The Salii biithe, with bucklers on the neck, 1039 
All marching in their order juſt appear: 
And luſt the gencrous Flamens cloſe the rear. 
While theſc through ways uncouth, and tireſome 
ground, 
Patient perform their long laborious round, 1014 
Aruns colledts the marks of heaven's dread flame; 
In carth he hides them with religious hand, 
Murmurs a prayer, then gives the place a name, 
Aud bids the fix'd Bidental hallow'd ftard. 
Next from the herd a choſen male is ſought, 
And ſoon before the ready altar brought. 
And now the ſcer the ſacrifice began, 
Ihe pouring wir upon the victim ran; 
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The mingled mea! his brow was plac'd ; 
The — the deſtin'd line had trac'd ; 
When with teluctant rage th' impatient beaſt 1045 
"The rites unpleaſing to the Gd confeſt. 

At length compell'd his ſtubborn head to bow, 
Vanquiſh'd he yields him to the fatal blow; 

The guſhing vcins no chearful crimſon pour, 

But ſtain with poiſonous black the ſacred floor. Io59 
The paler prophet ſte od with horror ſtruck ; 
Then with a haſty hand the entrails took, 

And ſought the angry gods again; but there 
Prognoſtics worſe, and ſadder ſigns, appear; 
The pullid guts with ſpots were marbled oer, 1055 
With thin coid ſerum ſtain'd, and livid gore; 
The liver wet with putrid ſtreams he ſpy'd, 

An veins that threaten'd on the hoſtile fide : 
Part of the heaving lungs is no where found, 
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The chinky veſſels ouze on every part; 

Ihe nevet-lailing harbinger of ill: 

And a pale, ſickly, withering viſage wears; 1070 

Ye gods! (he cry d) forbid me to relate 

The dreadful Stygian gods this victim claim, 

come. 

Arts may be falſe, by which our fires divin'd, 1085 
But Figulus exclaims (to ſcience bred, 

Well could he judge the labours of the ſphere, 

Or, if the laws of nature yet remain, 

Shall raging drought infeſt the ſultry ſky ? "MN 


And thinner films the ſever d entrails bound; 1060 
No uſual motion ftirs the panting heart; 

"The cawl, where _ the cloſe inteſtines lie, 
Betrays its dark receſſes to the eye. 

One prodigy ſuperior threaten'd itill, 

lo! Ly the fibrous liver's riſing hcad, 

A ſecond rival prominence is ſpread ; 

All ſunk and poor the friendly part appears, 
While high and full the adverſe veſicls ride, 

And drive, impetuous, on their purple tide. 
Amaz'd the ſage ſoreſaw th' impending fate; 5 
What woes on this devoted people wait. 

Nor doſt thou, Jove, in theſe our rites partake, 
Nor ſmile propitious on the prayer we make; 
And to our ſacritice the furics came. 

The ills we fecl command us to be dumb; 1080 
Yet ſomewhat worſe than what we feel ſhall 
But may the gods be gracious from on high, 

Some better proſperous event ſupply, 

Fibres may err, and augury may lie; 

And Tages taught them, to abuſe mankind. 
Thus darkly he the prophecy expreſt, 

And riddling ſung the double-dealing prieſt. 

And in the gods myſtcrious ſecrets read; 1090 
Whom nor Agyptian Memphis“ ſons excell'd, 
Nor with more ſkill the rolling orbs beheld : 

And calculate the juſt revolving year). 

The ſtars (he cries) are in confuſion hurl'd, 1095 
And wandering crror quite miſguides the world ; 
Some ſwift deſtruction now the Fates ordain. 
Shall earth's wide opening jaws for ruin call, 
And ſinking cities to the centre fall? 

Shall faithleſs earth the promis'd crop deny? 
Shall poiſonous vapours o'er the waters brood, 
And taint the limpid ſpring and ſilver flood? 
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Ye gods! what rvin does wrath prepare! 110g 

Comes it from heaven, earth, ſrom ſeas, or 
air ? 

The lives of many to a period haſte, 

And thouſands ſhall together breathe their laſt. 


If Saturn's ſullen beams were lifted high, 
And bancful reign'd aſcendant o'er the ſky, 1110 
Then moiſt Aquarius deluges might rain, 


And earth once more lic ſunk beneath the main: 


Or did thy glowing beams, O Phœbus, ſhine 

Malignant in the Lion's ſcorching ſign, 

Wide o'er the world conſuming fires might roll, 1115 

And heaven be ſeen to flame from pole to pole: 

Through peaceful orbits theſe unangry glide, 

But, God of Battles, what doſt thou provide ? 

Who in the threatening Scorpion doſt preſide ? 

With potent wrath around thy influence ſtreams, 

And the whole monſter kindles at thy beams: 1121 

While Jupiter's more gentle rays decline, 

And Mercury with Venus faintly ſhine ; 

Ihe wandering lights are darken'd all and gone, 

And Mars now lords it o'er the heavensalone. 1125 

Orion's ſtarry falchion blazing wide, 

Reſulgent glitters by his dreadful fide. 

War comes, and ſalvage ſlaughter muſt abound, 

The ſword of violence ſhall right confound : 

The blackeſt crimes fair virtue's name ſhall wear, 

And impious ſury rage for many a year. 1131 

Yet aſk not thou an end of arms, O Rome, 

Thy peace muſt with a lordly maſter come. 

Protract deſtruction, and defer thy chain, 

The ſword alone prevents the tyrant's reign, 

And civil wars thy liberty maintain. | 
The heartleſs vulgar to the ſage give heed, 

New riſing fears his words foreboding breed. 

When, lo! more dreadful wonders ſtrike their 


ee, 

Forth 1 the ſtreets a Roman matron flies, 
Mad as the Thracian dames that bound along, 
And chant Lyæus in their frantic ſong : 
Enthuſiaſtic heavings ſwelled her breaſt, 
And thus her voice the Delphic god confeſt : 1744 

Where doſt thou ſnatch me Pzan ! wherefore 

bear 

Through cloudy heights and tracts of pathleſs air t 
I ſee Pangean mountains white with ſnow, 
mus and wide Philippi's ficlds below. 
Say, Phebus, wherefore does this fury riſe ? 


What mean theſe ſpears and ſhields before my 
eyes? | 1150 
I ſee the Roman battles croud the plain! 


I ſee the war, but ſeck the foe in vain. 

Again I fly, I ſeck the riſing day, 

Where Nilc's Egyptian waters take their way: 

I ſee, 1 know upon the guilty ſhore, 1155 

The hero's headleſs trunk beſmear'd with gore. 

The Syrts and Libyan ſands beneath me lie, 

Thither Emathia's ſcatter'd relics fly. 

Now o'er the cloudy Alps I ſtretch my flight, 

And ſoar above Pyrene's airy height: 1160 

To Rome, my native Rome, I turn again, 

And ſee the ſenate recking with the Qlain. 

Again the moving chicſs their arms prepare; 

Again I follow through the world the war. 1164 
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Oh, give me, Phcobus ! give me to explore, 
Some region new, ſome undiſcover d ſhore ; 
1 ſaw Philippi's fatal fields before. 

She ſaid : the weary began to ceaſe, 
And left the fainting in peace. 


LUCAN's PHARSALIA 
BOOK 1. 


THE ARGUMENT, 

ia the general conflernation that ſore-ran the Civil 
ar, the poet introduces an old man giving an ac- 
count of tle miſeries that attended on that of Marius 
am Sylla; and comparing their preſent circumſtances 
to thoſe in which the commonwealth was when that 
former war broke out. Brutus conſults with Cato, 
whether it were the duty of a private man to concern 
Gimſelf in the public troubles ; to which Cato replies 
in the affirmative : Then follows bis receiving 
Marcia again from the tomb of Hortenſius. 
. While Pompey goes to Capua, Caſar maler bimſelf 
maſter of the greateſl part of Italy, and among the 
of Corfinium, where itiur, nor 
for Pompey, is ſeized by bis garriſon, and delivered 

to Ceſar, who pardons and diſmiſſes bim. 
Pompey, in an oration to bis army, makes a trial of 


tbeir diſpoſition to a battle; but not finding it 
to anſwer his ation, he ſends bis ſon to ſolicit the 


aſſiſtance of bis friends and allies ; then marched bim- 
Jelf to Brundiſium, where be is like to be put up by 
Ce,ar, and eſcapes at length with much difficulty. 


OW manifeſt the wrath divine appear'd, 


And nature thro' the world the war declar d; | 


"Teeming with monſters, ſacred law ſhe broke, 
And dire events in all her works beſpoke, _ 4 
"Thou Jove, who doſt in heaven ſupremely reign, 
Why does thy providence theſ: ſigus ordain, 

And give us preſcience to increaſc our pain? 


-—» Doubly we bear thy dread- inflicting doom, 


And feel our miſcrics before they come. 
Whether the great creating parent ſoul, 10 


When firſt from Chaos rude he form'd the whole, 


Difpos'd futurity with certain hand, 
And bade the neceſſary cauſes ſtand; 
Made one decree for ever to remain, 
And bound himſelf in Fatc's eternal chain; 15 
Or whether fickle fortunc lcads the dance, 
Nothing is fix'd, but all things come by chance ; 
Whate'er thou ſhalt ordain, thou ruling power, 
Unknown and ſudden be the dreadful hour : 
Jet mortals to their ſuture fate be blind, '20 
And hope relieve the miſcrable mind. 

While thus the wretched citizens behold 
What certain ills the faithful gods forctold ; 
Juſtice ſuſpends her courſe in mournful Rome, 
And all the noi!y courts at once are dumb; 25 
No honours ſhine in the diſtinguiſh'd weed, 
Nor rods the purple magiſtrate precede : 
A diſmal filent ſorrow ſpreads around, 
No groan is heard, nor onc complaining ſound. 
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So when ſome generous youth refigns his breath, 30 
And parting finks in the laſt pangs of death, 
With ghaſtly eyes, and many a lift-up hand, 
Around his bed the ſtill attendants ſtand ; 

No tongue as yet preſumes his fate to tell, 
Nor ſpeaks aloud the ſolemn laſt farewell; 35 
As yet the mother by her darling lies, 

Nor breaks lamenting into frantic cries; 

And though he ſtiſſens in her fond embrace, 

His eyes are ſet, and livid pale his face; 

Horror awhile prevents the ſwelling tcar, 40 
Nor is her paſſion gricf, as yet, but ſcar; 

In one fix'd poſture motionleſs ſhe keeps, 

And wonders at her woe before ſhe weeps. 

The matrons ſad, their rich attire lay by, 

And to the temples madly crowding fly : 45 
Some on the ſhrines their guſhing ſorrows pour, 
Some daſh thcir breaſts againſt the marbic floor, 
Some on the ſacred threſholds rend their hair, 
And howling ſeck the gods with horrid prayer. 
Nor Jove received the wailing tuppliants all, 50 
In various fanes on various powers they call. 

No altar then, no god was left alone, 

Unvex'd by ſome impaticnt parent's moan. 

Of theſe, one wretch her gricf, above the reſt, 
With viſage torn, and mangled arms confeſt. 55 
Ye mothers! beat (ſhe cry d) your boſoms now, 
Now tear the curling honours from yur brow ; 
The preſent hour even all your tears demands, 
While doubtful fortune yet ſuſpended ftands, 
When one ſhall conquer, then for joy prepare, 66 
The victor chief, at leaſt, ſhall end the war. 
Thus, from renew'd complaints, they ſeck relicſ, 
And only find freſh cauſes out for grief. 

The men too, as to different camps they go, 
Join their ſad voices to the public woc; 65 
Impatient to the gods they raiſe their cry, 

And thus expoſtulate with thoſe on high : 

Oh hapleſs times! oh that we had been born, 

When Carthage made our vanquiſh'd country 
mourn ! 

Well had we then been number'd with the flain 70 

On Trebia's bai.is, or Cannz's fatal plain. 

Nor aſk we peace, ye powers, nor ſo:t repoſe ; 

Give us new wars, and multitudes oi foes; 

Let every potent city arm for ſight, 

And all the neigbour nations round unite ; 75 

From Median Suſa let the Parthians come, 

And Maſſagetes beyond their lſther roam : 

Let Elbe ana Rhine's unconquer'dſprings ſend forth 

The yellow Suevi from the ſarthelt north: 

Let the conſpiring world in arms engage, 80 

And ſave us only from domeſtic rage. 

Here let the hoſtile Dacian inroads make, 

And there his way the Gete invader take. 

Let Cæſar in Ibo. ia tame the foc ; 

Let Pompcy break the deadly caſtern bow, : 

And Rome no hand unarm'd for battle know. 

But if Heſperia ſtand condemn'd by fate, 

And ruin on our name end nation wait; 

Now dart thy thuader, dread almighty fire, 

Let all thy flaming heavens deſcend in fire; 90 

On chicfs and parties hurl thy bolts alike, 

And, ere their crimes have made them guilty, 
ſtrike 
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Is it a cauſe ſo worthy of our care, 

hat power may fall to this, or that man's ſhare ? 
Do we for this the gods and conſcience brave, 95 
That one may rule, and make the reſt a flave ? 
When thus ev'n liberty we ſcarce ſhould buy, 

But think a civil war a price too high. 

"Thus groan they at approaching dire events, 
And thus expiring piety laments. 100 
Mean-while the hoary fire his ycars deplores, 

And age that former miſeries reſtores : 

He hates his weary life prolong d for woe, 

Worſe days to ſee, more impious rage to know. 

Then fetching old examples from afar, 105 

'T'was thus (he cries) Fate uſher'd in the war: 

When Cimbrizns fierce, and Libya's fwarthy lord, 
Had fall'n before triumphant Marius' ſword ; 

Yet to Mimurnæ's marſh the victor fled, 

Ard hid un o0zy nags his exil'd head. 110 

The ſairhlefs full the hunted chief reliev'd. 

And ie dgy waters fortune's pledge receiv'd. 

Deep ina dungeon plung'd at length he lay, © 

nere gyves and rankling fetters cat their way, 

And noiſome vapours on his vitals prey. | { 

O:tan'? ac caf. to dine in wretched Rome, 116 

He fuFer'4 then, for wickeenels to come. 

la vai his foes had arm'd th Cimbrian's hand, 

De.:1 wil not always wait upon command: 

Aha to ſtribe, the Nlave with horror ſhock, 120 

Fh. uſch 

Tirck I:fng mes a light unnſual gave, 

Ind '+:Gen ſhone around th: gloomy cave; 

Dre tu the Gods of yuiit beigre hira ſtood, 

And Nia ius terr ble in future blood; 7 

MV hen thus a voice began : Raſh man forbear, 

Ker touch that hend which fate reſclves to ſpare; 

Thouſands are doow'd beneath his arm to bleed, 

And counticſ; Ccaths before his own decrecd : 

Thy wrath and purpeſe to d roy is vain; 139 

Would'ſt thou avens+ thee or thy nation flain ? 

Preſerve this man; and in ſome coming day 

The Cimbrizn laughter well he ſhall repay. 

No pitying god, no power to mortals good, 

Could ſave a ſalvage wreeech who joy'd in bie od- 435 

But Fate reſerv'd to perform its doom, 

And be he miniſter of wrath to Rome. 

By ſivelliug ſeas too favourebly toſt, 

Safely he reach'd Numidia's Loltite coaſt ; 139 

Ihre, driven from man, to wild; he teck his 

way, 

And on the earth, where once he conquer'd lay; 

There in the lone unpeopled deſert ſield, 

Proud Carthage in ker ruins ke beheld ; 

-Amidit her aſhes pleas'd he ſat him down, 

And joy'd in the deſtruction of the tawen. 

Une genius of the place, with mutusl hate, 

Rear'd its tad head, and ſmil'd at Mlarius' fate; 

Lach with delight ſurvey'd their fallen for, 
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And cuch ſorgave the gods, that Lid the other 


low. ; 
There with new fury was his ſoul poſi t, 
And Libyan rage colle Sed in Lis breaſt. 
Soon as returning ſortune own'd his canſe, 
I'roops of revolting } end- nun forth he draws; 
Cut-throats aud faves reſort to his command, 
Aud wrms are given to every baſer hand. 
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None worthily the leader's ſtandard bore, 
Unſtain'd with blood or blackeſt crimes before: 
Villains of fame, to fill his bands were ſought, 
And to his camp increaſe of crimes they brought. 
Who can relate the horrors of that day, 160 
When firſt theſe walls became the victor's prey ! 
W:th what a ſtride devouring —_— 
And ſwept promiſcuous orders in her haſte ! 
O'er noble and plebeian rang'd the ſword ; 
Nor pity or remorſe one pauſe afford. 165 
"The fſliding ſtreets with blood were clotted o er, 
And ſacred temples ſtood in pools of gore. 
The ruthleſs ſteel, impatient of delay, 
Forbade the fire to linger out his day: 
It truck the bending father to the earth, 
And cropt the wailing infant at his birth. 
( Can innocents the rage of parties know, 
And they who nc'er offended, find a foe ?) 
Age is no plea, and childhood no defence, 
To kill is at! the murderer's pretence. 175 
Rage ſtays not to inquire who ought to die, 
Numbers muſt fall, no matt . which, or why ; 
Each in his hand a grieſty viſſage bezrs, 
And as the trophy of his virtuc wears. 
Who wants a prize, Rtraight ruſhes through the 
ſtreets, * 180 
And undiſtinguiſh'd mows the firſt he meets; 
The trembiing crowd, with ſcar officious ſtrive, 
And thoſe who kiſs the tyrant's hand ſurvive. 
Oh could you fall fo low, degenerate race! 
And purchaſe: ſafety 2 a price ſo baſe ? 185 
What thopch the ſword was maſter of your doom, 
Though Marius coull have given you years to 
come, 
Can Romans live by infamy ſo mean? 
But ſoon your changing ſortune ſhifts the ſcene 
Short is Your date; you 97:7 live to mourn 190 
Your kepes de- ivd, and tylla's ſwift return. 
The vulgar falls, and none laments his fate, 
Sorrow has hardly leifure for the great. 
What tears could Babius' haſty death deplore ! 
A thou and hands his mangled carcafe tore; 195 
His ſcatter'd cntrails round the ſtrects were toſt, 
And in a moment all the men was loft. 
Who wept, Antonius' murder to behold, 


170 


Whoſe moving tongue the miſchie* oft fcretold ? 


Spite of his age and cluquence he bled ; 200 

Ihe birbarous ſoldier ſnatch'd his hoary head; 

Dropping h bore it to his joyful lord, 

And while he fcaited plac'd it on the board. 

Ihe Craſſi both by Fimbria's hand were ſlain, 

And bleed. magiſtrates the pulpit ſtain. 

Then did the dom of that neplecing hund, 

Thy fare, O holy Scxvola, command 

In vain tor ſuccour to the gods he fi. s, 

"The pri-ft before te Velial altar Cs: 

A fuckle ſtream porr'd forth tlie xluauſted fire, 210 

And ſpar'd to qucuch the cver- l ving fire. 

Ihe ſeventh returning Faſces now appear, 

And bing ſtern Marius“ lateſt deſtin'd year: 

"Thus the long toils of chanying life o'ervaſt, 

Hoary and full cf days he breath'd his laſt. 215 

While Fortune frown'd, her fierce wrath %e her, 

And weile ſhe nid enjay'd her any leſt pon 'r: 
M 2 
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All various turns of good and bad he knew, 
And prov'd\ the moſt that chance or fate could 
do. 

What heaps of flain th- Colline gate did yield! 
What bodies ftrew'd the Sacriportan field, 221 
When einpire was ordain'd to change her ſeat, 
To leave her Rome, and make Præneſte great 
When the proud Samnites troops the ſtate defy d. 
In terms beyond their Caudine treaty's pride. 225 
Nor Sylla with leſs cruelty returns, 

With rage the fierce avenger burns: 
What the feeble city yet retain'd, 
With too ſevere a healing hand he drain'd : 
Too deeply was the rams Free Reel employ'd, 230 
What maladies had hurt, the leach deftroy'd. 
were of life bereft: 

guilty only then were left. 
Diſſembled hate and rancour rang'd at will, 
All as they plcas'd took liberty to kill; 
And while revenge no longer fear'd the 
Each private murder was the public cauſe. 
The leader bade deftroy : — gen the word, 
The maſter ſell beneath the ſervant's ſword. 
Brothers on brothers were for giſts beſtow'd, 240 
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And ſons contcnded for their father's blood. 
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For reſuge ſome to caves and foreſts fled ; 

Some to the lonely manſions of the dead ; 

Some, to t the cruel victor, die; 

"Theſe ſtrangled hang from fatal beams on high; 245 
While thoſe, from tops of lofty turrets thrown, 
Came headlong on the daſhing pavement down. 
Some for their funcrals the wood prepare, 

And build the ſacred pile with haſty care : 

Then bleeding to the kindling flames they preſs, 250 
And Roman rites, while yet they may, poſſeſs. 
Pale heads of Marian chiefs arc borne on high, 
And heap'd together in the Forum lie ; 

"There join the meeting flaughters of the town, 
There each performing villain's deeds are known. 
No fight like this the Thracian ſtables knew, 256 
Antæus' Libyan ſpoils to theſe were ſcw: 

Nor Greece bcheld fo many ſuitors fall, 

To grace the Piſan tyrant's horrid hall. 

At length, when putrid gore, with foul diſgrace 260 
Hid the diſtinguiſh'd features of the face, 

By night the miſcrable parents came, 

And bore their ſons to ſome forbidden flame. 
Well I remember in that woeſul reign, 

How I my brother ſought amongſt the lain; 265 
Hopeful by ſtealth his poor remains to burn, 

And cloſe his aſhes in a peaceful urn ; 

Hlis viſage in my trembling hand I bore, 

And turn'd pacific Sylla's trophies cer ; 

Full many a mangled trunk I try'd, to fee 270 
Which carcaſe with the head would beſt agree. 
Why ſhould my grief to Catulus return, 

And tcl the victim offer'd at his urn; 

When, ſtruck with horror, the relenting ſhade 
Bcheld his wrongs too cruelly repay'd ? 275 
I ſaw where Marius hepleſs brother ſtood, 

With limbs ail torn, and cover'd o'er with blood; 
A thouſand gaping wounds increas'd his pain, 
V hile weary life a wiſſage ſought in vain ; 
hat mercy ſtill his ruthleſs focs deny, 

ud, whom they man to kill, forbid to dic. 


230 


| 


| 


ROWE'S POE MS. 


This from the wriſt the ſuppliant hands divides, 
That hews his arms from off his naked ſides; 
One crops his breathing n«<ſtrils, one his ears, 
While from the roots his tongue another tears ; 285 
Panting awhile upon the carth it es, 

And with mute motion trembles ere it dies: 
Laſt, from the ſacred caverns where they lay, 
The blcecing orbs of fight are rent away. 289 
Can late poſterity believe, whene'er 

This tale of Marius and his foes they hear, 

They could inflict ſo much, or he could bear ? 
Such is the broken carcaſe ſeen tc lie, 

Cruſh'd by ſome tumbliag turret from on high; 
Such to the ſhore the ſhipwreckt corſe is borne, 295 
By rending rocks, and greedy moniters torn, 
Miſtaken rage! thus mangling to diſgrace, 

And blot the lines of Marius“ hated face ! 

What joy can Sylla take, unlcfs he know, 

And mark the ſcatures of his dying foe ? 

Fortune bcheld, from her Præneſtine ſane, 

Her helpleſs worſhippers around her flain ; 

One hour of fate was common to them all, 

And like one man ſhe ſaw a people fall. 

Then dy'd the luſty youth in manly bloom, 3og 
Heſperia's flower, and hope for times to come; 
Their blood, Rome's only itrength, diſtains the fold, 
Ordain'd th' aſſembling centuries to hold. 
Numbers have oft been known, on fea ard land, 
To fink of old by death's deſtructive hand; 310 
Battles with multitudes have ftrown the plain, 
And many periſh on the ſtormy main: 
Earthquakes deſtroy, malignant vapours blaſt, 
And plagues and famines lay whole nations waſte : 
But juſtice, ſurc, was never ſecn, till now, 315 
To maſſacre her thouſands at a blow. 

Saticty of death the victors prove, 

And flowly through th' incumbering ruin move: 
So many fall, there fcarce is room for more, 
"The dying nod on thoſe who fell befor: ; 
Crouding in heaps their murderers they aid, 
And, by the dead, the living are o'erlaid, 
Mrcan while the ſtern di@ ator, from on high, 
Beholds the laughter with a fearleſs cyc; 
Nor fighs, to think his drcad commands ordain 325 
So many thonſand wretches to be flain. 

Amidſt the '[iber's waves the load is thrown, 
The torrent roils the guilty burden down; 
Till rifing mounds obſtruct his watery way, 
And carcaſes the gliding veſſels ſtay, 

But ſhon another ſtream to aid him roſe, 
Swift o'er the fields a crimſon deluge flows: 
The "Tuſcan river ſwells above his ſhores, 
And floating bodics to the land reſtores: 
Struggling at length he drives his ruſhing flood. 335 
And dyes the Tyrrhene ocean round with blood. 
Could deeds like theſe the glorious ſtile demand 
Of proſperous, and ſaviour of the land ? 

Could this renown, could theſe atchievements build 
A tomb for Sylla in the Martian ficld ? 340 
Again, behold the circling woes return, 

Again the curſe of civil wars we mourn ; 

Battles and blood, and vengeance, ſhall ſuccecd, 
And Rome once more by Roman hands ſhall bleed, 
Or if, for hourly thus our fears preſage, 345 
With wrath more fierce the preicat chicſs ſhall 
rage, 
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Mankind ſhall ſome v>heard-of plagues deplore, 
And groan for miſerics unknown before. 
Marius an end of exile only ſought ; 
Sylla to cruſh a hated faction fought ; 

A larger recompence theſe leaders claim, 
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And higher is their vaſt ambition's aim : 

Could theſe be ſatisfy'd with Sylla's power ; 

Nor all he had poſſeſſing, aſk for more ; 

Neither had force and impious arms employ'd, 355 
Or fought for that which guiltleſs each enjoy'd. 

Thus wept lamenting age o'er hapleſs Rome, 
Remembering evils paſt, and dreading thoſe to 

come. 

But Brutus temper fail'd not with the reſt, | 
Nor with the common weakneſs was oppreſt ; | 
Safe and in peace he kept his manly breaſt. 

Twas when the ſolemn dead of night came on, 
When bright Caliſto with her ſbining ſon | 
Now half their circle round the pole had run; 

When Brutus, on the buly times intent, 365 
To virtuous Cato's humble dwelling went: | 
Waking he found him, careful for the ſtate, 
Grieving and fcaring for his country's fate; 

For Rome, and wreiched Rome, alone he fear'd ; 
Secure within himſelf, and for the worſt prepar'd. 

To him thus Brutus ſpoke: O thou, to whom 371 

Forſaken Virtuc flies, as to her home, 
Driv'n out, and by an impious age oppreſt, 
She finds no room on earth but Cato's breaſt : 
There, in her one good man, ſhe reigns iccure, 375 
Then teach my ſoul, to doubt and crror prone, 
Teach me a reſolution like thy own. 
Let partial favour, hopes, or intereſt guide, 
By various motives, all the world beſide, 
Thou, Cato, art my leader. Whether peace 382 
And calm repoſe amidſt theſe ſtorms ſhall pleaſe : 
Or whether war thy ardour ſhall engage, 
To gratify the madneſs of this age, 
people's rage. 

The ruthan, bankrupt, looſe adulterer, 
All who the power of laws and juſtice fear, : 
From guilt lcarn ſpecious reaſons fur the war. 

3 
Wiſely they arm for ſafcty aud reward. 5 

find ? 

Art thou to arms ſor love of arms inclin'd ? 
Haſt thou the manners of this age withſtood, 
And for ſo many years been ſingly good, | 
Let thoſe to vice inur'd for arms prepare, 
In thee it will be impiety to dure; 5 
Preſerve at leaſt, ye gods, theſe hands ſrom war. ) | 
Nor do thou meauly with the rabble join, 400 
Nor grace their cauſe with ſuch an arm as thine, 
Inclining, unaufpicious ſame ſhall yield ; 
Ruch to thy ſword ſhould preſs, and wiſh to be 
Imputed as thy crime, and charg'd on thee. 405 
Happy thou Mert, it with retirement bleſt, 
Which noite and faction never ſhould moleſt, | 


Fearleſs of vice, and fortune's hoſtile power. 

To Pompey's, or ambitious Cæſar's fide ; 5 
Herd with the factious chiefs, and urge the 
By ſtarving want and wickedneſs prepar'd, 

But, oh ! what cauſe, what reaſon, canſt thou 
To be repay'd with civil wars and blood ? 

To thee, the fortune of the fatal field 

Nor break the icred quict of thy breaft 3 


POEM $. 85 
Where harmony and order neꝰ er ſhould ceafe, 
But every day ſhould take its turn in puace, 410 
So, in eternal ſteady motion, roll 
Ihe radiant ſpheres around the ſtarry pole: 
Fierce lightnings, meteors, and the winter's ſtorm, 
Earth and the face of lower heaven deſorm, 
Whilſt all by nature's laws is calm above ; 
No tempeſt rages in the court of Jove. 
Light particles and idle atoms fly, 
Toſs'd by the winds, and ſcatter d round the ſky; 
While the more ſolid parts the force ruſiſt, 
And fix'd and ſtable on the centre reſt. 420 
Cæſar ſha!l hear with joy, that thou art join d 
With fighting ſadꝭ ions to diſturb mankind : 
Though ſworn his foe, he ſhall applaud thy choice, 
And think his wicked war approv'd by Cato's voice. 
Sec! how ta ſwell their mighty leader's ſtate 428 
The conſuls and che ſervile ſenate wait: 
Ev'n Cato's ſelf to Pompey's yoke muſt bow, 
And all mankind arc ſlaves but Cæſar now. 
If war, however, be ai laſt cur doom, 
If we muſt arm for Liberty and Rome: 
While undecided yet their fate depends, 
Cæſar and Pomp+y arc alike my friends ; 
Which party I thall, chooſc, is yet to know, 
That let the war decide; who conguers is my Toe. 
Ihus ſpoke the youth. When Cato thus expreſt 
The ſacred counſels of his moſt inmoſt breaſt : 
Brutus! with thee, 1 own the crime is great; 
With thee, this impious civil war I hate; 
Put Virtue blindly follows, led by Fate. 
Anſwer yourſelves, ye gods, and ſet me free; 440 
If I am guilty, *tis by your decree. 
If yon fair lamps above ſhould loſe their light, 
And leave the wretched world in endieſs night; 
If Chaos ſhould in heaven and earth prevail, 
And univerſal nature's frame jhould fail; 
What Stoic would not the misfertune ſhare, 
And think that deſolation worth his care ? 
Princes and nations whom wide ſcas divide, 
Where cther ſtars far diſtart heavens do gr. 
Have brought their caſigns to the Roman fide. 
Forbid it, gods! when barbarous Scythians come 
From their cold north, to prop declining Rome, 
That I ſhould ſec her fall, and fit ſecure at home. 
As ſome unhappy fire by death undone, 
Robb'd of his uge's joy, his only ſen, 
Attcuds the funeral with pious care, 
Jo pay his Jaſt paternal office there; 
Takes a ſad picuſure in the crowd to go, 
And be himſelf part of the pompous woe; 
Ihen waits till, every ceremony paſt, 
His own fond hand may light the pile at laſt. 
So fix d, ſo faithful to thy cauſe, O Rome, 
With ſuch a conſtancy and love I come, 
Reſolv d for ther and liberty to mourn, 
And never! never from your ſides be torn; 465 
Reſolv's to follow ſtill your common fate, 
And on your very names, and laſt remains to wait. 
Thus let it bc, ſince thus the gods ordain 
Since hecatombs of Romans muſt be flain, 
Aſſiſt the ſacrifice with every hand, 470 
And give them all the ſlaughter they demand. 
O! were the gods contented wish my fall, 
Ii Catv's lle could aubrir ic yl wil, 
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Like the devoted Decius would I go, \ 

To force from either fide the mortal blow, 

And for my country's ſake, wiſh to be thought 
her foe. 

To me, ye Romans, all your rage confine, 

To me, ye nations from the barbarous Rhine, : 

Let all the wounds this war ſhall make be mine. 


Open my vital ſtreams, and lot them run, | 


— 


Oh, let the le ſacrifice atone 

For all the i 2 offending Rome has done. 

If flavery be all the faction's end, 483 

ff chains the prize for which the fools contead, 

To me cenvert the war, let me be flain ; 

Me, only me, who fondly ſtrive, in vain, 1 

"Their uſeleſs laws and freedom to maintain: 

So may the tyrant ſafely mount his throne, 

And rule his ſlaves in peace, when 1 am gone. 

Howe'er, ſince free as yet from his command, 490 

For Pompey and the commonwealth we ſtand.” 

— U —— f 

If proof againſt ambxion's charms 

But, urg'd with greatneſs, and defire of ſway, 

May dare to make the vanquiſh'd world his prey. 

Then, leſt the hopes of empire ſwell his pride, 496 

Let him remember | was on his fide ; 

Nor think he conquer d for himſelf alonc, | 

To make the harveſt of the war his own, 499 

Where half the toil was ours. So ſpoke the ſage. 

His words the liſtening eager youth engage 

Too much to love of arms, and heat of civil rage. 
Now *gan the ſun to lift his dawning light, 

Before him fled the colder ſhades of night; 

When lo: the ſounding doors are heard to turn, 505 

<haſte Martia comes from dead Hortenſius urn. 

Once to a better huſband's happier bed, 

With bridal rites, a virgin was ſhe led: 

When, every debt of love and duty paid, 

And thrice a parent by Lucina made, 510 

The treming matron, at her lord's command, 

To glad Hortenfius gave her plighted hand; 

With a fair ſtock his bærren houſe to grace; | 

And mingle by the mother's fide the race. 

At length th s huſband in his aſhes laid, 515 

And every rite of due religion paid, 

Forth from his monument the mournful dame, 

With beuten breaſts, and locks diſhevel'd, came ; 

Then with a pale dejeSed ructul look, 

Thus pleaſing to her former lord ſhe ſpoke: 520 
While nature yet with vigour fed my veins, * 

And made me equal to a mother's paius, 

To thce obedieut, I thy houſe forſook, 

And to my arms another huſband took : 

My powers at length with genial labours worn, 525 

Weary to thee, and waſted, 1 return. 

At length a barren wedlock let me prove, 

Give me the name, without the joys of love; 

No more to be abaudon'd, let me come, 

That Cato's wife may live upon my tomb. 530 


So ſhall my truth to lateſt times be read, 4 3 


And none ſhall aſk if guiltily 1 fled, 

Or thy command eftr:ng*d me from thy bed. 
Nor aſk I now thy happineſs to ſhere, 

I ſeck thy days of toil, thy nights of care: 535 
Give me, with thee, to meet my cout. try's ſoc, 


Iny weary marches aud t y camps to Ec; 7 


Nor let poſterity with ſhame record. 
Cornelia follow d, Martia left her lord. 

She ſaid : The hero's manly heart was mov d. 5 46 
And the chaſte matron's virtuous ſuit approv'd. 
And though the times far dificring thoughts de- 

mand, 

Though war difſents from Hymen's holy band ? 
In plain unſolemn wiſe his faith he plights, 
Ana calls the gods to view the lonely rites. 545 
No garlands gay the chearful portal crown'd, 
Nor woolly fillets wove the poſts around; 
— genial bed with rich embroidery grac'd, 

ivory ſteps in loſty ſtate was plac'd ; 549 
No hymeneal torch preceding ſhone, 
No matron put the towery frontlet on, 
Nor bade her fect the ſacred threſhold ſhun. 
No yellow veil was looſcly thrown, to hide 
The riſing bluſhes of the trembling bride ; 
Noglutering zone herflowt 
Nor ſparkling gems her encompaſs'd round; 
No filken ſcarf, nor decent winding lawn, 
Was o'er her naked arms and ſhonlders drawn : 
But, as ſhe was, in funeral attire, 
With all the ſadneſs ſorrow — inſpire, 560 
With eyes dejected, with a joyleſs face, 
She met her huſband's, like a ſon's embrace. 
No Sabine mirth provokes the bridegroom's 


cars, 
Nor ſprightly wit the glad aſſembly chears. 
No friends, not e ven heir children, grace the feaſt, 
Brutus attends, their only nuptial gueſt : 566 
He ſtands a witneſs of the filent rite, 
And ſees the melancholy pair unite. 
Nor he, the chief, his ſacred viſage chear'd, 
Nor ſmooth'd his matted locks, or horrid beard; 570 
Nor deigns his heart one thought of joy to know, 
But met his Martia with the ſame ſtern brow : 
(For when he ſaw the fatal faRtions arm, 


| The coming war, and Rome's impending harm; 


Regardleſs quite of every other care, 575 

Unſhorn he leſt his looſe neglected hair; 

Rude hung the hoary honours of his head, 

And a foul growth his mcuraſul checks o'cr- 
1 pread, 

No "A. x of private hate his peace infeſt, 

No partial favour grew upon his breaſt ; 586 

But, ſafe from prejudice, he kept his mind 

Free, and at leiſure to lainent markind.) 

Nor could his former love's returning fire, | 


The warmth of one connubial wiſh inſpire, 


But ſtrongly he wit!iſtood the juſt deſire. 
Theſe were the ſtrict manners cf the man, 
And this the ſtubborn courſe in which they ran; 
The golden mean unchanging to purſue, 
Conſtant to keep the propoſed end in view z 
Religiouſly to follow nature's laws, 590 
And die with pleaſure in his country's cauſe, 
10 think he was not for himſelf deſgn'd, 

Put born to be of uſe to all mankind. 
%o him 't was fcaſting, hunger to repreſs; 
And home-ſpun garments were his coſtly dreſs: 599 
No marble pillars rear'd his roof on high, 
'T ves warm, and kept him from the winter ſky: 
He (ought no end of 412 but increaſe, 


Nor wiſu'd a pleaſurz, but h.s country's peace: 


garments bound, 555 
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That took up all the tendereſt parts of life, 600 

His country was his children and his wife. 

From juſtice' righteous lore he never ſwerv'd, 

But rigidly his honeſty preſerv'd. 

On univerſal good his thoughts were bent, 

N r knew what gain, or ſelf- affection meant; 605 

And while his benefits the public ſhare, 

Cato was always laſt in Cato's care. 0 
Meantime, the trembling troops, by Pompey 

led, 4 

Haſty to Phrygian Capua were fled. 

Reſolving here to fix the moving war, 

He calls his ſcatter d legions from afar ; 

Here he decrees the daring ſoe to wait, 

And prove at once the great event of fate; 

Where Appennine's delightful ſhades ariſe, 

And lift Heſperia lofty to the ſkies. 

Between the higher and inlerior ſea, 

The long- extended mountain takes his way; 

Piſa and Ancon bound his floping ſides, | 

Waſh'd by the Tyrrhene and Dalmatic tides; 619 

Rich in the treaſure of his watery ſtores, 

A thouſand living ſprings and ſtreams he pour þ 

And ſecks the different ſeas by different ſhores. 

From his left falls Cruſtumium's rapid flood, 

And ſwift Metaurus red with Punic blood; 

There gentle Sapis with Iſaurus joins, 

And Sera there the Senones confines ; 

Rough Afidus the meeting ocean braves, 

And laſhes on the lazy Adria's waves; 

Hence vaſt Eridanus with matchleſs force, 

Prince of the ſtreams directs his regal courſe; 630 

Proud with the ſpoils of ficlds and woods he flows, 

And drains Heſperia's rivers as he goes, 

His ſacred banks, in ancient tales renown'd, 

Firlt by the ſpreading poplar's ſhade were crown'd; 

When the ſun's fiery ſterds forſook their way, 635 

And downward drew to carth the burning day : 

When every flood and ample lake was dry, 

The Po alone his channel could ſupply. 

Hither raſh Phaeton was headlong driven, 
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And in theſe waters quench'd the flames of heaven. 


Nor wealthy Nile a fuller ſtream contains, 641 
Though * — he ſpreads o'cr Egypt's flatter 
ns; 

Nor Iſter rolls a larger torrent down, 

Sought he the ſea with waters all his own ; 

But meeting floods to him their homage pay, G45 

And heave the blended river on his way. 

Theſe from the left; while from the right there 
come 

The Rutuba and Tiber dear to Rome; 

Thence ſlides Vulturnus' ſwift deſcending flood, 

And Sarnus hid bencath his miſty cloud; 650 

Thence Lyris, whom the Vettin fountains aid, 

Winds to the ſea through cloſe Marica's ſhade : 

Thence Siler through Salernian paſtures falls, 

And ſhallow Macra creeps by Luna's walls. 

Bordering on Gaul the loftieſt ridges riſe, 655 

And the low Alps from cloudy heights deſpiſe; 


Thence his long back the fruirful mountain bows, 


Beneath the Umbrain and the Sabine plows ; 
The race primæval, natives all of old, 


Eis woody rocks withia their circuit hold; 600 


Far as Heſperia's utmoſt limits paſe, 0 

The hilly father runs his mighty maſs ; 

Where Juno rears her high Lacinian fane, 

And Scylla's raging dogs moleſt the main. 

Once, farther yet tis ſaid) his way he took, 665" 

Till through his ſide the ſcas conſpiring broke; 

And till we ſce on fair Sicilia's ſands 

Where, part of Apennine, Pelorus ſtands. 
But Cæſar for deſtruction eager burns, 

Free paſſages and bloodleſs ways he ſcorns ; 

In fierce conflicting fields his arms delight, 

He joys to be oppos'd, to prove his might, 

Reſiſtleſs through the widening breach to go, 

To burſt the gate, to lay the bulwark low, 

To burn the villages, to waſte the plains, 

And maſſecre the poor laborious ſwains. 

Abborring law, he chooſes to offend, 

And bluſhes to be thought his country's friend. 

The Latian cities now, with buſy care, 

As various they inclin'd, for arms prepare. 680 

Though doom'd before the war's firſt rage to 

yield, 

Trenches they dig, and ruin'd walls rebuild ; 

Huge ſtone and darts their lofry towers ſupply, 

And bulwarks menace from on high. 

To Pompey's part the proner people lean, 685 

Though Czſzr's ſtronger terrors ſtand between. 

So when the blaſts of ſounding ,Auſter blow, 

The waves obedient to his cmpire flow ; 

And though the ſtormy god fierce Eurus frees, 

And ſends him ruſhing croſs the ſwelling ſeas ; 690 

Spite of his force, the billows yet retain 

Their former courſe, and that way roll the main: 

The lighter clouds with Eurus driving ſweep, 

While Auſter ſtill commands the watery deep. 

Still fear too ſure o'er vulgar minds prevails, 693 

And faith before ſucceſsful fortune fails. 

Etruria vainly truſts in Libo's aid, 

And Umbria by Thermus is betray'd ; 
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Sylla, unmindſul of his father's fame, 
Fled at the dreadful ſound of Cæſar's name. 700 
Soon as the horſe near Auximon appear, 
Retreating Varus owes his abject tear, ; 
And with a coward's haſte neglects his rere; 

On flight alone intent, without dclay, 

Through rocks and devious woods he wings his 
way. 


The Eſculcan fortreſs Lentulus ſorſakes, 706 
A ſwift purſuit the ſpeedy victor makes ; 

All arts of threats and promiſes apply*'d, 

He wins the ſaithleſs cohorts to his fide. 

The leader with his enſigns fled alone, 710 


To Cæſar fell the ſoldier, ard the town. 

Thou, Scipio, too doſt for retreat prepare; 

Thou leav'ſt Luccria, truſted to thy care ; 

Though troops well try'd attend on thy command, 

(The Roman power can boaſt no braver band, 715 

By wily arts of old from Cazſar rent, 

Againſt the hardy Parthians vere they ſent; 

But the r firſt chief the legion now obeys, 

And Pompey thus the Gallic loſs repays ; 

Aid to his foe too freely he aflords, 

And lends his hoſtile father Roman ſwords. 
But in Corfinium bold Domi'tius lies, 

Ard from his walls th' advancing power defies ; 
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Secure of heart, for all events prepar'd, 


He heads the s once blocdy Milo's guard. 725 
Soon as he ſeer the cloudy duſt ariſe, 
And glittering arms reflect the ſunny ſkies : 
Away, companions of my arms ! he cry'd, 
And haſte to guard the river's ſedgy fide : 729 
W the bridge. And thou that dwell'ſt 
ow, 

Thou watery god, let all thy fountains go, 
And ruſhing bid thy foamy torrent flow ; 
Swell to the utmoſt brink thy rapid ſtream, 733 
Bear down the planks, and every floating beam ; 
Upon thy banks the ling*ring war delay, 
Here let the headlong c en. 
T is victory to ſtop the victor's way. 

He ceas'd ; and ſhooting ſwiftly croſs the plain, 
Drew down the ſoldi-r to the flood in vain. 
For Cæſar early from the neighbouring field, 740 
The e to obſli uct his march beheld : 
Kindling to wrath, oh baſeſt fear ! (he crics) 
To whom nor towers, nor ſheltering walls ſuffice. 
Are theſe your coward ſtratagems of war? 
Hope you with bros my conquering arms to bar? 
Though Nile and Iſt-r ſhould my way control, 7 46 
"Though ſwelling — ſhould to guard you roll, 
What ſtreams, what floods ſoe er athwart me fall, 
Who paſs'd the Rubicon ſhall paſs them all. 
Haſte to the paſſage then, my friends. He ſaid; 750 
Swift as a ſtorm the nimble horſe obey d; 
Acroſs the ſtream their deadly darts they throw, 
And from their ſtation drive the yielding foe : 
The victors at their caſe the ford explore, 
And paſs the undeſended river o'er. 738 
The vanquiſh'd to Corfinium's ſtrength retreat, 
Where warlike engines round the ramparts threat. 
Cloſe to the wall the creeping vinea lies, 
And mighty towers in dread approaches riſe. 

But ſee the ſtain of war! the ſoldier's ſhame! 760 
And vile diſnonour of the Latian name 
The faithleſs garriſon: betray the town, 
And captive drag their valiant leader down. 
The noble Roman, ſearleſs, though in bands, 
Before his haughty ſellow- ſubject ſtands, 765 
With looks crea, ard with a daring brow, 
Neath he provokes, and courts the fatal blow : 
But Cafar's arts his inmoſt thoughts deſcry, 
His fear of pardon, and deſire to die. 
From me thy ſorfeit life (he ſaid receive, 
And, though repinivg, by my bounty live; 
That all, by thy example taught, may know, 
How Cæſar's mercy treats a vanquiſh'd foe : 
Still arm againſt me, kecp thy hatred ſtill, 
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Aud if thou conquer it, uſe thy conqueſt, kill. 775 


t 
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Returns of love, or fa vour, ſeck 1 none; 
Nor give thy life to birgain for my own. 
So ſaying, on the inflant he commands 
To looſe the galling f-tters from his hands. 


Oh fortune ! better were it, he had dy'd, 780 


And ſpar'd the Roman ſhame, and Cæſar's pride. 
What greater grief can a Roman ſeize, 
Than to be forc'd to live on terms like theſe ! 
To be forgiven, fighting for the laws, 

And need a pardon in his country's cauſe ! 
Struggling with rage, undaunted he repreſt 
Ihe ſwelling paſhcng of his labouring breaſt : 


785 


ROWE's 


| 


POEMS 


Thus i to himſelf: Wilt thou to Rome, 
Baſe as thou art, and ſeek thy lazy home ? 
To war, to battle, to deſtruction fly, 

And haſte, as it becomes thec well, to die; 
Provoke the worſt effects of deadly ſtrife, 
And rid thee of this Cæſar's gift, this life. 
© Meanwhile, unknowing of the captiv'd chief, 
Pompey prepares to march to his relief. 795 
He means the ſcattering forces to unite, 

And with increaſe of ſtrength expect the fight, 
Reſolving with the following ſun to move, 

Firſt he decrecs the ſoldier's heart to prove : 

Then into worlds like theſe, rever'd he broke, 800 
The ſilent legions liſtening while he ſpoke : 

Ye brave avengers of your country's wrong, 

You who to Rome and liberty belong ; 

Whoſe breaſts our fathers virtuc truly warms, 
Whoſe hands the ſenate's ſacred order arms, 805 
With chearful ardor meet the coming fight, 
And pray the gods to ſmile upon the right. 
Behold the mournful view Heſperia yiclds, 
Her flaming villages and waſted ficlds ! 

See where the Gauls a dreadful deluge flow, 
And ſcorn the boundaries of Alpine ſnow. 
Already Cæſar's ſword is ſtain'd in blood, 
Be that, ye Gods, to us an omen good; 
That gl ry ſtill be his peculiar care, 

Let him begin, while we ſuſtain the war. 
Yet call it not a war to which we go; 

We ſeck a malefactor, not a for ; 

Rome's awful injur'd majeſty demands 
The puniſhment of traitors at our hands. 

If this be war, then war was waged of old, 
By curſt Cethegus, Catiline the 

By every villain's hand who durſt conſpire 
In murder, robbery, or midnight fire. 

Oh! wretched rage! thee, Cæſar, fate deſign'd 
To rank amongſt the patrons of mankind; 825 
With brave Camillus to enrol thy fame, 

And mix thee with the great Metelli's name : 
While to the Cinna's thy fierce ſoul inclines, 

And with the flaughter-loving Marii joins. 

Since then thy crimes, like theirs, for juſtice call, 
Beneath our axe's vengeance ſhalt thou fall: 831 
"Thee rebel Carbo's ſentence, thee the fate 

Of Lepidus and bold Sertorius wait. 

Believe me yet (if yet I am believ'd), 

My heart is at the taſk unpleaſing griev'd: 835 
I mourn to think that Pompey's hand was LY 
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His Julia's hoſtile father to oppoſe, 

And mark thee down amongſt the Reman foes. 
Oh that, return'd in ſafety from the eaſt, 

This province victor Craſſus had pofſeſt; 840 
New honours to his name thou might'ſt afford, 
And die like Spartacus beneath his ſword : 

Like him have fallen a victim to the laws, 

The ſame th' avenger, and the ſame the cauſe. 
But ſince the gods do otherwiſe decree, 845 
And give thee, as my lateit palm, to me; 

Again my veins confeſs the fervent juice, 

Nor has my hand forgot the javelin's uſe. 

And thou ſtalt l-arn, that thoſc who humbly know 
Vo peace and juſt author:ty to bow, 850 
Can, when their country's cauſe demands their care, 
Reſume their ardor, and return to war. 
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But let him think my former vigour fled ; 
Diftruſt not, you, your general's hoary head ; 
The marks of age and long-declining years, 855 
Which 1 your leader, his whole army wears : 
Age till is fit to counſel, or command, 

But falters in an unperforming hand. 
Whate'er ſuperior power a people free 
Could to their ſellow- citizens decree, 

All lawful glories have my fortunes known, 
And rcach'd all heights of greatneſs but a crown; 
Who to be more, than Pompey was, deſires, 
To kingly rule, and tyranny aſpires. 

Amidſt my ranks, a vencrable band, 

The Conſcript Fathers and the Conſuls Rand. 
And ſhall the ſenate and the vanquiſh'd ſtate 
Upon vicorious C:eſar's triumph wait? 
Forbid it, gods, in honour of mankind ! 
Fortune is not ſo ſhameleſs, nor ſo blind. 870 
What fame atchiev'd, what uncxampled praiſe, 
To theſe high hopes the daring hero raiſc ? 

It is his age of war, for trophies calls 

Hi. two whole years ſpent on the rebel Gauls ? 

1; it the hoſtile Rhine forſook with haſte? 875 
Is it the ſhoaly channel which he palt, 

That Ocean huge he talks of ? dacs he boaſt 

His flight on Britain's new diſcover'd coalt ? 
Perhaps abardon'd Rome new pride ſupplies, | 
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He views the naked town with joyful eyes, 
While ſrom his rage an arm'd people flies. 

But know, vain man, no Roman fled from thec; 
They lefttheir walls, 'tistrue; but was to follow me, 
Me, who ere twice the moon her orb renew'd, 
The pirates formidable fleet ſubdu'd : 885 
Soon as the ſca my ſhining enſigns bore, 
Vanquiſh'd they fled, and ſought the ſafer ſhore ; 
Humbly content their foricit lives to ſave, 

And take the narrrw lot my bounty gave. 

By me the mighty Mithridates chac'd 890 
Through all the windings of his Pontus paſs'd. 
He who the fate of Rome delay'd ſo long, 

While in ſuſpenſe uncertain empire hung ; 

He who to Sylla's ſortunc ſcorn'd to yield, 

To my prevailing arms reſign'd the field: 895 
Driv'n out at length, and preſs'd where-e'cr he fled, 
He ſought a grave to hide his vanquiſh'd head. 
Oer the wide world my various trophies riſe, 
Beneath the vaſt extent of diſtant ſkies ; 

Me the cold Bear, the northern climatcs know, oo 
And Phaſis* waters through my conqueſts flow; 
My deeds in Egypt and Syene live, 

Where high meridian ſuns no ſhadow give. 
Heſperian Bætis my commands obeys, 
Who rolls remote to ſeck the weſtern ſeas. 90g 
By me the captive Arabs hands were bound, 

And Coichians for their raviſh'd flezce renown'd ; 
O'cr Aſia wide my conquering enſigus ſpread, 
Armenia me, and lofty Taurus dread ; 

To me ſubmits Cicilia's warlike powers, 910 
And proud Sophene veils her wealthy towers: 
The Jews I tam'd, who vrith religion bow 
To . myſterious name, which none beſide them 


ow. 
ls there a land, to ſum up all at laſt, 914 
Through 2 my arms with conqueſt have not 
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The world, by me, the world is overcome, 

And Cæſar finds no enemy but Rome. | 
He ſaid. The crowd in dull ſuſpenſion hung, 

Nor with applauding acclamations rung ; 

No chearful ardour waves the lifted hand, 

Nor military cries the fight demand. 

The chief perceiv'd the ſoldiersꝰ fire to ſail, 

And Cæſar's fame forerunning to prevail; 

His cagles he withdraws with timely care, 

Nor truſts Rome's fates to ſuch uncertain war. 225 

As when, with fury ſtung, and jealous rage, 

Two mighty bulls for ſovereignty engage ; 

The vanquiſh'd far to baniſhment removes, 

To lonely fields and unfrequented groves ; 

There, for a while, with conſcious ſhame he burns, 

And tries on every trec his angry horns: 231 

But when his former vigour ſtands confeſt, 

And larger muſcles ſhake his ample breaſt, 

With better chance he ſeeks the fight again, 

And drives his rival bellowing o'er the plain; 935 

Ihen uncontrol'd the ſubject herd he leads, 

And reigns the maſter of the ſruitful meads. 

Unequal thus to Cæſar, Pompey yields 

The fair dominion of Heſperia's fields: 

Swift through Apulia march his flying powers, 940 

And ſeck the ſafety of Brundufium's towers. 

This city a Dictæan people hold, 

Here plac'd by tall Athenian barks cf old; 

When with falſe omens from the Cretan ſhore, 

Their ſable ſails victorious Theſeus bore. 
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4 
Here Italy a narrow length extends, that 
And in a ſcanty flip projected ends. 
A crooked mole around the waves ſhe winds, 
And in her folds the Adriatic binds. 949 


Nor yet the bending ſhores could form a bay, 
Did not a barrier iſle the winds delay, 5 
And break the ſeas tempeſtuous on their way. 
Huge mounds of rocks are plac'd by nature's hand, 
To guard around the hoſpitable ſtrand; 
To turn the ſtorm, repulſe the ruſhing tide, 955 
And bid the anchoring bark ſecurely ride. 
Hence Nercus wice the liquid main diſplays, 
And ſpreads to various ports his watery ways; 
Whether the pilot from Corcyra ſtand, 
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Or for Illyrian Epidamnus' ftrand, 

Hither when all the Adriatic roars, 

Aud thundering billows vex the double ſhores ; 

When fable clouds around the welkin ſpread, 

And frowning ſtorms involve Ccraunia's head; 

When white with froth Calabraia Saſon lies, 963 

Hither the the tempeſt-beaten veſſcl flies. 
Now Pompey, on Hefperia's utmoſt ccaſt 

Sadly ſurvey d how all behind was loſt ; 

Nor to Iberia could he force his way; 

Long interpoſingAlps his paſſage ſtay. 

At length amon; © the pledges cf His bed, 

He choſe his cldeſt-born ; and thus hz f id: 
Haſte thee, my ſen! to every diſtant land, 

And bid the rations rouſe at my command : 

Where fam'd Euphrutes lows, or where the Nile 

With muddy waves 2mproves the fattening ſoil; 976 

Where-e*cr difius'd by vid ory and fame 

Thy tather's arms have borne the Romain name. 

Bid the Cilician quit the ſhore again, 
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| And ſtretch the ſwelling canvas on the main: 980 
N 
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Bid Ptolemy with my Tigranes come, 

And bold Pharnaces lend his aid to Rome, 
"Through each Armenia ſpread the loud alarm, 
And b.d the cold Ri mountains arm. 

Pontus and Scythia's wandering tribes explore, 985 
The Euxine and Mzotis' icy ſhore ; 

Where heavy- loaded wains flow journeys take, 
And priat with ing wheels the frozen lake. | 
But wherefore ſhould my words delay thy haſte ? 


Scatter my wars around through all the caſt. 990 
Summon the vanquiſh'd world to ſhare my fate, 
And let my triumphs on my enſigns wait. 
But you whoſe names the Roman annals beat, 
You who diſtinguiſh the revolving year ; 
Ye conſuls! to Epirus ſtraight repair, 995 
With the firſt northern winds that wing the air; 
From thence the powers of Greece united raiſe, 
While yet the wintery year the war delays. 
So ſpoke the chief; his bidding all obey ; 
Their ſhips forſake the port without delay, 
And ſpeed their paſſage o'er the yielding way. 
But Cxfſar, never patient long in peace, 
Nor truſting in his fortune's preſent face ; 
Cloſely purſues his flying ſon behind, 
While yet his fate continucd to be kind. oog 
Such towns, ſuch fortreſſes, ſuch hoſtile force, 
Swept in the torrent of onc rapid courſe ; 
Such trains of long ſucceſs attending till, 
And Rome herſclf abandon'd to his will ; 
Rome, the contending parties nobleſt prize, 1010 
To every wiſh but Cæſar's might ſuffice. 
But he with empire fir'd and vaſt defires, 
To all, and nothing leſs than all, aſpires ; 
He reckons not the paſt, while aught remain'd 
Great to be done, or mighty to be gain d. 1075 
Though ltaly obey his wide command, 
Though Pompey linger on the fartheſt ſtrand, : 
He gricves to think they tread one common land; 
His heart diſdains to brook a rival power, 
Ev'n on the utmoſt margin of the ſhore ; 
Nor would he leave, or earth, or ocean free ; 
The foe he drives from lands, he bars from ſca. 
With moles the opening flood he would rcſtrain, 
Would block the port, and intercept the main; 
But deep devouring ſeas his toil deride, 
The plunging quarries fink beneath the tide, | 
And yielding ſands the rocky fragments hide. 
Thus, if huge Gaurus headlong ſhould be thrown, 
In fathomleſs Avernus' deep to drown ; 
Or if from fair Sicilia's diſtant ſtrand, 1030 
Eryx uprooted by ſome giant hand, 
If, ponderons with his rocks, the mountain vaſt, 
Amidſt the wide Ægean ſhould be caſt ; 
The rolling waves o'er either maſs would flow, 
And each be loſt within the depths below. 1035 
When no firm bafis for his work he found, 
But fill it fail'd in occan's faithleſs ground, 
Huge trees and barks in maſſy chains he bound. 
For planks 2nd beams he ravages the wood, 
And the tough bottom extends acroſsthe flocd. 1040 
Such was the road by haughty Xerxes made, 
When o'er the Helleſpont his bridge he laid. 
Vaſt was the taſk, and daring the deſign, 
Europe and Aſia's diſtant ſhores to jon, 
And make the world's divided parts combine. 
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Proudly he paſs'd the flood tumultuous o'er, 1046 
Fearleſs of waves that beat, and winds that roar : 
Then ſpread his ſails, and bid the land obey, 

And through mid Athos find his fleet a way. 

Like him bold Cæſar yoked the ſwelling tide, 1050 
Like him the b>iſterous elements defy'd ; 

This floating bank the ſtraitening entrance bound, 
And riſing turrets trembled on the mound. 

But anxious cares revolve in Pompey's breaſt, 
The new ſurrounding ſhores his thoughts moleſt ; 
Secret he meditates the means, to free 1056 
And ſpread the war wide-ranging o'er the ſea. 

Oft driving on the work with well-fill'd fails, 

The cordage ſtretching with the freſhenin 

Ships with a thundering ſhock the mole divide, z069 
And through the watery breach fecurely glide. 
Huge engines oft by night their vengeance pour, 
And dreadful ſhoot from far a fiery ſhower ; 
Through the black ſhade the _—_ flame deſcends, 
And kindling o'cr the wooden wall extends. 1005 
At length arriv'd with the revolving night, 

The choſen hour appointed for his flight ; 

He bids his friends prevent the ſeamen's roar, 
And ſtill the deafening clamours on the ſhore ; 
No trumpets may the watch by hours renew, 1070 
Nor ſounding ſignals call aboard the crew. 


The heavenly Maid her courſe had almoſt run, 


And Libra waited on the riſing ſun ; 

When huſh'd in filence deep they leave the land : 

No loud-mouth'd voices call with hoarſe com- 
mand, 


To heave the flooky anchors from the ſand. 


 Lowly the czreful maſter's orders paſt, 


To brace the yards, and rear the loity maſt ; 
Silent they ſpread the ſails, and cables haul, 

Nor to their mates for aid tumultuous call. 1080 
The chief himſelf to fortune breath'd a prayer, 

At length to take him to her kinder care; 

That ſwiftly he might paſs the liquid deep, 

And loſe the land which ſhe forbad to Leep. 
Hardly the boon his niggard fate allow'd, 108: 
Unwillingly the murmuring ſcas were plow'd ; 


| The foamy furrows roar'd beneath his prow, 


And ſounding to the ſhore alarm'd the foc. 

Straight through the town their ſwift purſuit they 
ſped, 

(For wide her gates the faithleſs city fpread) 1090 

Along the winding port they took their way, 

But griev d to find the fleet had gain d the fea. 

Cæſar with rage the leflening ſails deſcries, 

And thinks the conqueſt mean, though Pompey flies. 

A narrow paſs the horncd mole divides, 

Narrow as that where Euripusꝰ ſtrong tides 

Beat on Eubœan Chalcis” rocky fides : | 

Here two tall ps becomes the victor's prey: 

Juſt in the ſtrait they ſtuck ; the foes belay ; 

The crooked grappling's ſteely hold they caſt, 1100 

hen drag them to the hoſtile ſhore with haſte. 

Here civil ſlaughter firſt the ſea profanes, 

And purple Nereus bluſh'd in guilty ſtains. 

The reſt purſue their courſe before the wind, 

Theſe of the rear-moſt only left behind. 1105 

So when the Pegaſæan Argo bore 

The Grecian heroes to the Colchian ſhore ; 

Earth her Cyancan iſlands floating ſent, 

The bold adventurer's paſtage to prevent; 
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But the fam'd bark a fragment only loſt, 110 
While ſwiftly o'er the dangerous gulf ſhe croſt: 
'Shundering the mountains met, and ſhook the main, 
But move no more, fince that attempt was vain. 


Now through njght's ſhade the carly dawning 
broke 


And changing ſkies the coming ſun beſpoke; 1115 
As yet the morn was dreſt in duſky white, 

Nor purpled o'er the caſt with ruddy light ; 

At length the Pleiads fading beams gave way, 
And dull Bo'ites languith'd into day; 


Each larger ſtar withdrew his fainting head, 1120 


And Lucifcr from ſtronger Phœbus fled; 
When Pompey, from Heſperia's hoſtile ſtore 
Eſcaping, for the azure offing bore. 
O hero, happy once, once ſti!'d the Great! 
What turns prevail in thy uncertain fate! 1125 
How art thou chang'd fince ſovercign of the main, 
Thy natives cover d o'er the liquid plain! 
When the ßerce pirates fled before thy prow, 
Mhere- ever waves could waft, cr wind, could 
blew! 
But fortune is grown wcary of ther now. 
With thee, thy ſons, and tender wiſc, prepare 
The toils of war and baniſhment to bear ; 
And holy hot ſhold-gods thy ſorrows ſhare. 
Ard yet a mighty exile ſhalt thou go, 
While nations follow to partake thy woe. 
Far lies the land in which thou art decreed, 
Unjuſtly by a villain's hand to bleed. 
Nor think the gods a death fo diſtant doom, 
To rob thy aſhes of an urn in Rome; 
But fortune favourably remov'd the crime, 1140 
And forc'd the guilt on Egypt's curſed clime ; 
Ihe pitying powers to Italy were good, 
And fav'd her from the ſtain of Pompey's blood. 
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Fach to the vaſt Tonian turns his eye, 

Where ſeas and ſkies the proſpect wide ſupply : 
But Pompey backward ever bent his look, 
Nor to the laſt his native coaſt ſorſook. 

His watery eyes the leſſening objects mourn, 
And parting ſhores that never ſhall return ; 
Still the lov'd land attentive they purſue, 

Till the tall hills are veil'd in cloudy blue, 
Till all is loſt in air, and vaniſh'd from his view. 
At length the weary chieftain ſunk to reſt, 
And creeping flumbers ſooth'd his anxious breaſt : 
When, lo! in that ſhort moment of repoſe, 

His Julia's ſhade a dreadful viſion roſe ; Is 
"Through gaping earth her ghaſtly head ſhe rear'd, 
And by the light of livid flames appear d. 

Thy impious arms (ſhe cry'd my peace infeſt, 
And drive me from the manſions of the bleſt: 
No more Elyſium's happy ficlds I know, 
Dragg'd to the guilty Stygian ſhades below: 

I faw the Fury's horrid hands prepare 

New rage, new flames to kindle up thy war. 
14c ſire no longer truſts his ſingle boat, 

But navies on the joyleſs rivers float. 
zpacious hell complains for want of room, 
And ſeeks new plagues for multitudes to come. 

Her nimble hands each fatal ſiſter plies, 
Ihe ũſters ſcarcely to the taſic ſuſſice, 29 
When thou wert mine, what laurels crown'd thy 
head ! 

Now thou haſt chang'd thy fortune with thy bed. 
In an ill hour thy ſecond choice was mate, 
To ſlaughter thou, like Craſſus, art betray'd. 
Death is the dower Cornelia's love affords, 
Ruin ſtill waits upon her potent lords: 35 
While yet my aſhes glow'd, The took my place, 
And came a harlot to thy looſe embrace. 
But 1-t her partner of thy warſare go, 
Let her by land and ſca thy labours know; 
In all thy broken fleeps I will be ncar, 
In all thy dreams fad Julia ſhall appear. | 
Your loves ſhail find no moment for delight, 
The diy ſhall all be Cæſar's, mine the night. 
Not the dull ftream, where long oblivion's roll, 
Shall blot thee out, my huſband, from my ſoul. 48 
Ihe powers beneath my conſtancy approve, 
And bid me follow whereſoc'er you rove. 
Arnidit the joining battles will I ſtand, 
And ſtill remind thee of thy plighted hand. 49 
Nor think, thoſe ſacred ties no more remain; 
The ſword of war divides the knot in vain, : 
That very war ſhall make thee mine again. 

Ihe phantom ſpoke, and, gliding from the 

place, 

Dcluded her aſtoniſh'd lord's embrace. 
But he, though gods forewarn kim of his fate, 55 
And furics with deſtruction threatening wait, 
With new refolves his contant boſum warms, 
And ſurc of ruin ruſhes on to arms. 
What mean theſe errors of the night? he crics? 
Why dance theſe viſions vain before our eyes? 60 
Or cndleis apathy ſucceeds to death, 
And ſenſe is loſt with our expiring breath; 
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40 


| Or, if the ſoul ſome ſuture life hall know, 


| 


To better world immortal ſhall we go: 
Vhatc'or event the doubtful queſtion chars, 65 


Death wil be il way wthy of our f. ars. 
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Now headlong to the weſt the ſun was fled, 
And half in ſcas obſcur'd his beamy head; 
Such ſecms the moon, while, growing yet, ſhe 

ſhines, 

Or waining from her fuller orb declines : 70 
When hoſpitable ſhores appear at hand, 
When fair Dyrrachium ſpreads her friendly ſtrand. 
The ſcamen ſurl the canvas, flrike the maſt, 
Then dip their numble ears, and landward haſte. 

Thus, while they fled, aud leſſening by degrees, 
The navy ſeem'd to hide beneath the ſcas; 76 
Cæſar, though left maſter of the field, 
With eyes unpleas'd the ſoes eſcape beheld : 
With fierce impatience victory he ſcorns, 
And, viewing Pompey's flight, his ſafety mourns. 
To vanquiſh ſecms unworthy of his care, 81 
Unlefs the blow decides the lingering war. 
No bounds his headlong vaſt ambition knows, 
Nor joys in ought, though ſortunc all beſtows. 
At length his thoughts from arms and vengeance 


ccaſc, 
And for awhile revolve the arts of peace; 35 
Careful to purchaſe popular applauſe, 
And gain the vulgar to his cauſe, 
He knew the conſtant practice of the great, 
That thoſe who court the vulgar bid them cat. 99 
When pinch'd with want, all reverence they with- 
draw; 
For hungry multitudes obey no law: 
Thus therefore factions make their parties good, 
And buy authority and power with food. 
The murmurs of the many to prevent, 95 
Curio to fruitful Sicily is ſent. 
Of old the ſwelling ſeas impetuous tide 
Tore the fair iſland from Heſperia's ſide : 
Still foamy wars the jcalous waves maintain, 
For fear . neighbouring lands ſhould join again. 
Sardinia too, renown'd for yellow fields, 101 
With Sicily her bountcous tribute yields; 
No lands a glebe of richer tillage boaſt, 
Nor waft more plenty to the Roman coaſt : 
Not Libya more abounds in wealthy grain, 105 
Nor with a ſuller harveſt ſpreads the plain; 
W winds their cloudy treaſures 
ar, 

To temper well the ſoil and ſultry air, 
And fattening rains increaſe the proſperous year. 

This done, to Rome his way the leader took: 110 
His train the rougher ſhows of war ſorſook ; 
No force, no fears their hands unarm'd bear, 
But looks of peace and gentleneſs they wear. 
Oh! had he now his country's friend return'd, 
Iſad none but barbarous foes his conqueſt mourn'd; 
What ſwarming crowd: had iſſued at the gate, 116 
On the glad triumph's lengthening train to wait ! 
How might lis wars in various glorics ſhine, 
Ihe orcun vanquiſh'd, and in bonds the Rhine! 
How would his lofty chariot roll along, 120 
Through loud applauſes of the joyful throng ! 
How might he view from high his captive ihralls, 
The beauteous Britons, and the noble Gauls 
But, oh! what fatal honours has he won! 
How is his ſame by viAory undone ! 125 
No cheerful citiens the victor meet, 


But luſh 'd wath awiul dicad luis paſſage greet, 
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He too the horrors of the croud approv'd, 

Joy'd in their fears, and wiſh'd not to be lov'd. 
Now ſteepy Anxur paſt, and the moiſt way, 130 

Which o'er the faithleſs Pomtine merſhes lay; 

1krough Scythian Dian's Aricinian grove, 

Caſar approach'd the fanc of Alban Jove. 

hither with yearly rites the conſuls come, 

And thence the chief ſurvey d his native Rome: 1 35 

Wondering awhile he view'd her from afar, 

Long from his eyes withheld by diſtant war. 

Fled they from thee, 'Thou Scat of Gods! (he cry'd) 

Ere yet the fortune of tlie fight was try'd ? 

If thou art leſt, what prize can earth afford, 145 

Worth the contention of the warrior's ſword ? 

Well for thy ſafety now the gods provide, 

Since Parthian inroads ſpare thy naked fide 

Since yet no Scythians and Pannonians join, 

Nor warlike Daci with the Getes combine; 145 

No ſorcign armies are againft thee led, 

While thou art curſt with ſuch a coward head. 

A gentler fate the heavenly powers beſtow, 

A Civil War, and Czfar for thy ſoe. 149 
He ſaid; and ſtraight the ſrighted city ſought: 

The city with confuſion wild was fraught, 

And labouring ſhook with every dreadful 

thought. 

They think he comes to ravage, ſack, 

Religion, gods, and temples to o'erturn. 

Their fears ſuggeſt him willing to purſue 155 

Whatever ills unbounded power can do. 

Their hearts by one low paſſion only move, 

Nor dare ſhew hate, nor can diſſemble love. 

The lurking fathers, a diſhearten'd band, 159 

Drawn from their houſes forth, by proud command, 

In Palatine Apyllo's Temple mect, 

And ſadly view the conſul's empty ſcat 

No rods, no chairs curule, adorn the place, 

Nor purple magiſtrates th* aſſembly grace. 

Cxiar is all things in himſcll alone, 16 

Ihe ſilcut court is but a looker-on ; 

With humble votes obedient they agree, 

To what their mighty ſubject ſhall decree : 

Whether as King, or God, he will be fcar'd, 

If royal thrones, or altars, ſaall be rear'd. 172 

Ready for death, or baniſhwent, they ſtand, 

And wait their doom from his diſpoſing hand : 

But he, by ſecret Shame's reproackes Raid, 

Bluſh'd to command, what Rome would have 

obey'd. 

Yet Liberty, thus fightcd and bctray'd, 175 

One laſt effort with indignation made; 

One man ſhe choſe to try th' uncqual fight, 

And prove the power of juſtice againſt might. 

While with rude uprcar armed hands eſſay 

To make old Saturn's træaſuring ſans their prey; 

The bold Metcllus, careleſs of his fate, © 181 

Ruſh'd through, and ſtood to guard the Holy Gate. 

So daring is the ſordid love of gold: 

So fearleſs death and dangers can behold ! 

Without a blow deſenceleſs fell the laws ; 183 

While wealth, the haſeſt, moſt inglorious cauſe, 

Againſt oppꝛeſſing tyranny makes head, 

Finds hands to fight, and eloquence to plead. 

"The burilling tribune, ſtruggling in the croud, 


Thus warus the victor of the wrong aloud: 199 


—— 
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Through me, thou robber! ſorce thy horrid way, | 


My ſacred blood ſhall ſtain thy impious prey. 

But there are gods, to urge thy guilty fate ; 

Sure vengeance on thy ſacrilege ſhall wait. 

Remember, by the tribunes curſe purſued, 195 

Craſſus, roo late, the violation rued. 

Pierce then my breaſt, nor ſhall the crime diſpleaſe, 

This croud is us'd to ſpectacles like theſe. 

In a forſaken city are we left, 

Of Virtue, with her nobleſt ſons bereft. 200 
Why 2 thou ours? Is there not foreign 

d! 

Towns to be ſack'd, and people to be ſold? 

With thoſe reward the ruftian ſoldier's toil 

Nor pay him with thy ruin'd country's ſpoil. 

Haſt thou not war? Let war thy wants provide. 205 
He ſpoke. The victor, high in wrath, reply d: 

Sooti: not thy foul with hopes of death ſo vain, 

No blood of thine my conqu'ring ſword ſhall ſtain. 

Thy titles and thy popular command, 

Can n. ver wake thee worthy Cæſar's hand. 

Art thou thy -ountry's ſole defender! thou! 

Can Lilctiy and Rome be fali®n {© low! 

Nor time, nor cnunce breed ſuck confuſions yet, 

Nor are he men ſo rai*'d, nor ſunk the great 
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- But lav's theme. ves would rather chooſe to be 215 


Suppe d by Cæſar, tha preſerv d by thre. 

H: faid. The ſtubborn tribune kept his place, 
nu anger redden'd on the warrior's faces , 
His wrathſul hand deſcending graſ d his blade, 
And half forgot the peaceful part he play'd. 
When Cotta, to prevent the kindling fire, 
Thus ſooth'd the raſh Metellus to retire: 

Where kings prevail, all Liberty is loſt, 
And none but he thut reigns can freedom boaſt; 
Some ſhadow of the biifs thou ſhalt retain, 225 
Chooſing to do what ſovereign powers ordain: 
Vanquiſh'd and long accuſtom'd to ſubmit, 
With patience undern-ath our loads we fit ; 
Our chains alone our flaviſh fears excvſc, 
While we bear ill, we know not to reſuſe. 
Far hence the fatal treatures let him bear, 
The ſeeds of miſchicf, and the cauſe of war. 
Free ſtates may well a loſs like this deplorc ; | 


2 
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In ſervitude none miſs the public ſtore, 

Aud : tis the curſe of kings for ſubjects to be poor. 
The tribune with unwilling ſteps withdrew, 236 

While impiovs hands the rude aſlault renew: 

The brazcn gates with thundering ſtrokes reſourd, 

And the Farpeian mountain rings around. 

At length the facred ſtore-houlſe, open laid, 24 

The hoarded wealth of ages paſt difplay'd ; 

There might be ſeen the ſums proud Carthage ſuit, 

Her long impending ruin to prevent. 

There heap'd the x lacedonian treaſures ſhone, 

What great Flaminius and /Emilius won : 

From vangquiſh'd Philip, and his hapleſs ſon. 

There lay, u kat flying Pyrthus loft, the gold 

Scorn'd by the parriot's hohe ſty of old: 

Whatc'cr our parumonious fires could ſave, 

What tributary gifts rich Syria gave; 

The hundred Cretan cities ample ſnoil ; 

What Cato gathered from the Cyprian iſle, 

Riches of captive kings by Pompey born, 
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In happi-r days his triumph to adorn, 
From utmoſt ludia and the riüng morn; 
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Wealth infinite, in one rapacious day, 

Became the needy ſoldiers lawleſs prey : 

And wretched Rome, by robbery laid low, 

Was poorer than the bankrupt Cæſar now. 
Meanwhile the world, by Pompey's fate alarm'd, 

Nations ordain*'d to ſhare his fall had arm'd, 261 

Greece firſt with troops the neighbouring war 

ſupply'd, 

And ſent the youth of Phocis to his ſide; 

From Cyrrha and Amphiſa's towers they mov'd, 

And high Parnaſſus by the Muſe belov'd; 265 

Cephiflus' ſacred flood aſſiſtance lends, 

And Dirce's ſpring his Theban leaders ſends. 

Alph:eus too affords his Piſa's aid: 

By Viſa's wall the ſtream is firſt convey'd, 

Then ſ-cks through ſeas the lov d Sicilian maid. 

From Mznelzus Arcadian ſhepherds ſwarm, 271 

And warriors in Herculean Trachyn arm ; 

The Dryopes Chaonia's hills forſook, 

And Sellæ left Dodona's filent oak. 

Though Athens now had drain'd her naval tore, 
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And the PhaQbcan arſ:nal was poor, 276 
Three ſhips of Salamis to Pompey came, 

To vindicate their iſle's conteſted name, 

And juſtify the ancient Attic claim. 

Jove's Cretan people haſtening to the war, 280 


The Gnoſſian quiver and the ſhaft prepare; 

The bending bow they draw with deadly art, 

And rival ev'n the flying Parthian's dart. 

With Athamans who in the woods delight, 

With Dardan Oriconians unite ; 28g 

With theſe th' Encheliz who the name partake, 

Since Iheban Cadmus firſt became a ſnake : 

The Colchians planted on Illyrian ſhores, 

Where ruſhing down Abſyrtos foamy roars; 

With thoſe where Peneus runs, and hardy ſwains, 

Whoſe ploughs divide Jolcos' fruitful plains. 291 

From thence, ere yet the ſeaman's art was taught, 

Rude Argo through the deep a paſſage ſought : 

She firſt explor'd the diſtant foreign land, 

And ſhew'd her ſtrangers to the wond'ring ſtrand : 

Then nations nations knew, in leagues were join'd, 

And univerſal commerce mix'd mankind. 

By her made bold, the daring race defy'd 

The winds tempeſtuous, and the ſwelling tide : 

Much f.: enlarg'd deſtruction's ample power, 300 

And op:n'd ways to death unknown before. 

"Then Pholoe's heights, that fabled Centaurs boaſt, 

And Thracian Hæmus then his warriors loſt. 

Then Strymon was forſook, whoſe wintry flood 

Commits to warmer Nile his feather'd brood ; 305 

then bands from Cone and from Peuce came, 

Where Ifter loſcs its divided ſtream ; 

From Idalis where cold Caicus flows, 

And where Ariſbe, thin, her ſandy ſurſace ſtrows ; 

From Pytanc, and ſad Celenz's walls, 310 

Where now in ſtreams the vanquiſh'd Marſyas 
falls : 

Still his lamenting progeny deplore 

Minerva's tuneſul, and Pherbus* power; 

While through deep banks his torrent ſwiſt hie 
leads, 

And with Mzxander winds among the meads. 315 

Proud Lydia's plains ſends forth her wealthy ſou -, 

Pactolus there, and golden Hermus runs: 
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From earth's dark womb hid treaſures they convey, | 
And rich in yellow waters riſe to day. 

From llium too ill-omen'd enſigus move, 320 
Again ordain'd their fate to prove ; 
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Nor fought a chief to Dardan ally'd : 
Though tales of Troy proud Cæſar ey grace, 
With great Eneas and the — race. 325 
The Syrians ſwift Orontes” forſake, 
And from Idume's palms their journey take ; 
Damaſcus obvious to the driving wind, 

With Ninos' and with Gazas' force is join'd. 


Unſtable Tyre now knit to firmer ground, 330 


With Sidon for her le ſhells renown'd, 
Safe in the Cynoſure, glittering guide, 
With well-directed navies ſtem the tide. 
{ Phenicians firſt, if ancient fame be true, 
The ſacred of letters knew; 535 
They firſt, by ſound in various lines defign'd, 
the meaning of the thinking mind ; 
The power of words by figures rude convey'd, 
— And uſeful ſcience everlaſting made. 
"Then M ere the reedy leaf was known, 3410 
Engrav'd her precepts and her aits in fone ; 
While animals in various orders placed, 
The learn'd hierogliphic column grac'd. 
Then left lofty Taurus' ſpreading grove, 
And Tarſos, built by Perſeus, born of Jove; 345 
Then Mallian, and Coryciap towers they leave, 
Where rocks diſcloſe a gaping cavc. 
"The bold Cilicians, es now no more, 
Unfurla juſter ſail, and ply the oar; 
To Egz's port they gather all around, 350 
The ſhores with ſhouting mariners 
Tar in the eaſt war ſpreads the loud alarm, 
Where of diſtant Ganges arm; 
Right to the breaking day his waters run, 
Ihe only ſtream that braves the rifing ſun. 355 
By this — flood, and by the ocean bound, 
Proud Alexander's arms a limit found; 
Vain in his hopes the youth had graſp d at all. 
And his vaſt thought took-in the vanquiſh'd ball; 
But own'd, when fosc'd from Ganges to retreat, 
The world too mighty, and the taſk too great. 3060 
Then on the banks of Indus nations roſe, 
Where unperceiv'd the mix'd Hydaſpes flows 
In numbers vaſt they coaſt the rapid flood, 


Strange in their habit, manners, and their food. 365 


Withſaffron dyes their dangling locks they ſtain, 
With glittering gems their flowing robes con- ( 
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rain, 
And quaff rich juices from the luſcious cane. 
On their own funerals and death they ſmile, 
And living leap amidſt the burnii:g pile; 370 
Heroic minds! that can ev'n Fate command, 
And bid it wait upon a mortal hand; 
Who full of life forſake it as a feaſt, 
Take what they like, and give the gods the reſt. 
Deſcending then fierce Cappadocian ſwains, 375 
From rude Amanus' mountains ſought the plains. 
Armenians from Niphates' rolling itream, 
And from their lofty woods Coaſtrians came. 
Then wondering Arabs ſrom the ſultry line 
For ever r nocthwecs ſaw the ſhade incline. 380 
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Then did the madneſs of the Roman rage 
Carmanian and Oloſtrian chicfs engage: 

Beneath far diſtant ſouthern heavens they lic, 
Where half the ſetting Bear forſakes the ſky, 
And ſwiſt our low Bo'tes ſeems to fly. 
Theſe Furics to theſun-burn'd Æch iops ſpread, 386 
And reach the great Euphrates' riſing head. 
One ſpring the Tigris and Euphrates know, 

And join'd awhile the kindred rivers flow ; 
Scarce could we judge between the doubtful claim, 
If Tigris, or Euphrates, give the name : 391 
But ſoon Euphrates' parting waves divide, | 
Covering like fruitful Nile the country wide; 
While Tigris, finking from the fight of day, 
Through ſubterrancan channels cuts his way ; 395 
Then from a ſecond fountain ſprings again 
Shoots ſwiftly on, and ruſhing ſecks the main. 
The Parthian powers, to neither chicf a fricnd, 
The doubtful iſſue in ſuſpenſe attend; 

With neutral eaſe they view the ftrifefrom far, 400 
And only lend occaſion to the war. 

Not ſo the Scythians where cold Bactros flows, 
Or where Hircania's wilder ſoreſt grows, 

Their baneful ſhafts they dip, and _ their 

deadly bows. 

Th“ Heniochi of Sparta's valiant breed, 405 
Skilful to preſs, and rein the fiery ſteed. 
Sarmatians with the fiercer Moſchi join'd, 

And Colchians rich where Phaſis' waters wind, 
To Pompey's fide their aid aſſembling bring, 
With Halys, fatal to the Lydian king; 410 
With Tanais falling from Riphzan ſnows, | 
Who forms the world's diviſion as he goes: 

With nobleſt names his riſing banks arc crown'd, 
This ſtands for Europe's, that for Aſia's bound; 
While, as they wind, his waves at fall command, 
| Diminiſh, or enlarge th' adjacent land. 416 
Then arm'd the nations on Cimmerian ſhores, 
Where through the Boſphorus Mzotis roars, ; 
And her full lake amid the Euxine pours. 

This trait, like that of Hercules, fupplies 420 
The midland ſeas, and bids th* /Egean riſe. 
Sitbonians fierce, and Arimaſpians bold, 

| Who bind their plaited hair in ſhining gold. 

The Gelon nimble, and Areian ſtrong, 

March with the hardy Maffagete along: 423 
The Maſſagete, who at his ſalvage feaſt 

Feds on the generous ſteed which once he preſt, 

Not Cyrus when he ſpread his caſtern reign, 
And hid with multitudes the Lydian plain ; 
Not haughty Xerxes, when his power to boaſt, 430 
By ſhafts he counted all his mighty hoſt; 
Not be who drew the Grecian chizfs along, 
Bent to revenge his injur'd brother's wrong; 
Or with ſuch navics plow'd the foamy main, 434 
Or led ſo many kings, amonꝑſt their warlike train. 
Sure in one cauſe ſuch numbers never yet, 
Various in countries, ſpeech, and manners, met! 
But fortune gather'd o'er the ſpacious ball, 
Theſe _ to grace her once-Joy'd favourite's 
all. 

Nor then the Lybian Moor withheld his aid, 440 
While ſacred Ammon lifts his horned head: 
All Afric, from the weſtern occan's bound, 


To eaſtern Nile, the cauſe of Pompey own'd, 
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Mankind aſſembled for Pharſalia's day. 
To make the world at once the victor's prey. 445 
Now trembling Rome ſorſook, with ſwifteſt 


haſte, 
Cxſar the cloudy Alpine hills had paſt. 
But while the nation, with ſubjection tame, 
Yicld to the errors of his mighty name; 
With faith uncommon to the changing Greeks, 450 
What duty bids, Maſſilia bravely ſecks: 
And, true to oaths, their liberty and laws, 
To ſtronger Fate prefer the juſter cauſe, 
But firſt to move his haughty ſoul they try, 
Intreaties and perſuaſion oft apply; 455 
Their brows Minerva's peaceful branches wear, 
And thus in gentle terms they greet his car : 
When fore:gn wars moleſt the Roman ſtate, 
With ready arms our glad Maſſilians wait, | 
o ſhare y« ur dangers, and partake your fate. 
This our unſhaken friendſhip vouches well, 
And your recording annals beſt can tell. 
Ev'n now we yield our ſtill devoted hands, 
On foreign focs to wreak your dread commands 
Would you by worlds unknown your triumphs 
if 


Bchold ! we follow whereſoe'er you lead. 466 
But if you rouſe at diſcord's baleful call, 
If Romans fatally on Romans fall; 
All we can offer is à pitying tear, 
And conſtant refuge for the wretched here. 470 
Sacred to us you are: oh, may no ſtain 
Of Lucian blood our innocence profane ! 
Should heaven itſelf be rent with civil rage, 
Should giants once more with the gods engage; 
Officious piety would hardly dare 475 
To proffer Jove aſſiſtance in the war. 
Man unconcern'd and humble ſhould remain, 
Nor ſeek to know whoſe arms the conqueſt gin 
Jove's thunder will convince them of his reign. 
Nor can your horrid diſcords want our ſwords, 480 
The wicked world its multitudes affords ; 
Too many nations at the call will come, 
And gladly join to urge the ſate of Rome. 
Oh, had the reſt like us their aid deny'd, 
Yourſelves muſt then the guilty friſe decide; 435 
Then, who but ſhould withhold his lifted hand, 
When for his foe he ſaw his father ſtand ? 
Brothers their rage had mutually repreſt, 
Nor driven their javelins on a brother's breaſt. 
Your war had ended ſoon ; had you not choſe 490 
Hands for the work, which Nature meant for ſocs : 
Who, ſtrangers to your blood, in arms delight, 
And ruſh remorliclcfs to the cruel fight. 
Briefly, the ſum of all that we requeſt 
Is, to receive thee as our honour's gueſt 3; 
Leet thoſe thy dreadful enſigns ſhine afar, 
Let Cæſar come, but come without the war. 
Let this one place from impious rage be ſree ; 
That, if the gods the peace of Rome decrec, 
IH your relenting angers yield to treat, 520 
Pompey and thou, in ſafety, here may meet. 
Then, wherefore doſt thou quit thy purpos'd way ? 
Why thus Ibcria's nobler wars delay? 

can, and of little conſequence. we arc, 
A conqueſt much unworthy of thy care. 
When Phocis' towers were laid in aſhes lov, 
Hither we fled for reluge from the toc; 
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Here, for our plain integrity renown'd, 
A little town in narrow walls we bound : 
No name in arms nor victories we boaſt, 
But live poor exiles on a foreign coaſt. 

If thou art bent on violence at laſt, 

To burſt our gates, and lay our bulwarks waſte, 
Know we are equally rcſolv'd, whate'er 

The victor's fury can inflict, to bear. 51 
Shall death deſtroy, ſhall flames the town o erturn 
Why—lect our people bleed, our buildings burn. 
Wilt thou forbid the living ſtream to flow ? 
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We *ll dig, and ſearch the watery ſtores below. 


Hunger and thirſt with patience will we meet, 520 
And, what offended nature nauſcates, eat. 
Like brave Saguntum, daring to be free, 
Whate'er they ſuffer'd, we Il expect from thee. 
Babes raviſh'd from the ſainting mother's breaſt, 
Shall headlong in the burning pile be caſt. 523 
Matrons ſhall bare their boſoms to their lords, 
And beg deſtruction from their pitying ſwords ; 
The brother's hand the brother's heartſhall wound, 
And univerſal ſlaughter rage around. 
If civil wars muſt waite this hapleſs town, $530 
No hands ſhall bring that ruin but our own. 
Thus ſaid the Grecian meſſengers. When lo! 
A gathering cloud involv'd the Roman's brow ; 
Much grief, much wrath, his troubled viſage 
ſpoke ; 
Then into theſe diſdainful words he broke: $535 
This truſting in our ſpeedy march to Spain, 
Theſe hopes, this Grecian confid is vain ; 
Whate'er we purpoſe, leiſure will be found 
To lay Maſlilia level with the : 
This bears, my valiant friends, a ſound of joy; 540 
Our uſeleſ arms, at length, ſhall find employ. 
Winds loſe their force, that unrefiſted fly, 
And flames, unfed by fucl, fink and die. 
Our courage thus would ſoften in repoſe, 
But fortune and rcbellion yield us foes. 545 
Yet mark! what love their friendly ſpeech expreſt! 
Unarm'd and ſingle, Cæſar is their gueſt. 
Thus, firſt they dare to ſtop me on my way, 
Then ſeek with fawning treaſon to betray. 
Anon, they pray that civil rage may ceaſe: $50 
But war ſhall ſcourge them for thoſc hopes * 
And makes them know the preſent times afford, 
At leaſt while Cæſar lives, no ſafety like the ſword. 
He ſaid; and to the city bent his way: 
The city, fearleſs all, before him lay, 555 
With arm'd hands her battlements were crown'd, 
And luſty youth the bulwarks mann'd around. 
Near to the walls, a riſing mountain's hcad 
Flat with a litt! level plain is ſpread : 
Upon this height the wary chicf deſigns 560 
His c:.mp to ſtrengthen with ſurrounding lines. 
Lofty alike, and with a warlike mien, J 
Maſlilia's neighbouring citadel is fecn ; 
An humble vallcy fills the ſpace between. 
Straight he decrees the middle vale to fill, 
And run a mole athwart from hill to hill, 
But firſt a lengthening work extends its way, 
Where open to the land this city lay, 
And from the camp projecting joins the ſea. 
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Low finks the ditch, the turſy breaſt- works rity 
And cut the captive town trum all ſupplies: 
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While, gazing from their towers, the Grecks be- 
moan 


own. 
Well have they thus acquir'd the nobleſt name, 
And conſecrated theſe their walls to fame. £575 
Fearleſs of Cæſar and his arms they ſtood, 


Nor drove before the hcadlong ruſhing flood : 
And while he ſwept wholc nations in a day, 
Maſſilia bade th' impatient victor ſtay, 
And clogg d his rapid conqueſt with delay. 
Fortune a maſter for the world prepar d, 381 
And theſe th* approaching ſla very retard. 
Ye times to come record the warrior's praiſe, 
Who lengthen'd out expiring freedom's days. 
Now while with toil unweary'd roſe the mound, 
The ſounding ax invades the groves around ; 586 
Light earth and ſhrubs the middle banks ſupply'd, 
But firmer beams muſt fortify the ſide ; 
Leſt _ the tow'rs advance their ponderous 
ight, 
The mouldering maſs ſhould yield beneath the 
Weight. s 

Not ſar = for ages paſt had ſtood 891 
An old inviolated ſacred wood; 
Whoſe gloomy boughs, thick interwoven, made 
A chilly chearleſs cverlaſting ſhade : 
There, nor the ruſtic gods, nor ſatyrs ſport, 555 
Nor fauns and ſylvans with the nymphs reſort : 
But prieſts ſome dreadful power adore, 
And lu every tree with human gore. 
If myſteries in times of old receiv'd, 
And pious ancientry be yet believ'd, ' 600 
There not the feather'd ſongſter builds her neſt, 
Nor lonely dens conceal the ſalvage beaft : 
There no tempeſtuous winds preſume to fly, 
Even lightnings glance aloof, and ſhoot obliquely 
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No wanton breezes toſs the dancing leaves, 605 
But ſhivering horror in the branches heaves. 
Black ſprings with pitchy ſtreams divide the 

ound, 

And bubbling tumble with a ſullen ſound. 

Old images of forms miſhapen ſtand, 

Rude and unknowing of the artiſt's hand; 610 
With hoary filth begrim'd, each ghaſtly head 
Strikes the aſtoniſh'd gazer's ſoul with dread. 
No gods, who long in common ſhapes appear'd, 
Were e' er with ſuch religious awe rever'd: 

But zealous crowds in ignorance adore, 615 
And ſtill the leſs they know, they fear the morc. 
Oft (as Fame tells) the carth in ſounds of woe 

Is heard to groan from hollow depths below; 
The baleful ye, though dead, has oft been ſeen 
To riſe from earth, and ſpring with duſky green; 621 
With ſparkling flames the trees unburning ſhine, 
And round thcir boles prodigious ſerpents twins. 
The pious worſhipers approach not near, 

But ſhun their gods, and kneel with diſtant fear ; 
'The prieſt himſelf, when, or the day, or night, 625 
Rolling have reack'd their full meridian height, 
Reſrains the gloomy paths with wary fect, 
Dreading the Dæmon of the grove to mect ; 
Who, terrible to ſight, at that ſix'd hour, 
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This wood near ntighb'ring to th? encompaſs'd 
town 

Untouch'd by former wars remain'd alone; 
And ſince the country round it naked ſtands, 
From hence the Latian chief ſupplics demands, 
But lo ! tLe bolder hands, that ſhould have ſtruck, 
With ſome unuſual horror trembling ſhook : 636 
With filent dread and reverence they ſurvey'd 
The gloom majeſtic of the ſacred ſhade ; 
None dares with impious ſtecl the bark to rend, 
Left on himſelf the deſtin'd ſtroke deſcend. 640 
Cæ ſar perceiv'd the ſpreading fear to grow, 
Then, eager, caught an ax, and aim'd a blow. 


| Deep ſunk within a violated oak 


The wounding edge, and thus the warrior ſpoke, 
Now, let no doubting hand the taſk decline; 64; 
Cut you the wood, and let the guilt be mine. 
The trembling bands unwillingly obcy'd ; 
Two various ills were in the balance laid, 
And Cæſar's wrath againſt the gods was weigh'd. 
Then Jove's Dodonian tree was forc'd to bow; 650 
The lofty aft: and knotty holm lay low; 
The floating alder by the current born, 
The cypreſs by the noble mourner worn, 
Veil their atrial ſummits, and diſplay, 
Their dark receſſes to the golden day; 
Crouding they fall, each o'er the other lies, 
And heap'd on high the leafy piles ariſe. 
With grief, and fear, the groaning Gauls beheld 
Their holy grove by impious ſoldiers fell'd ; 
While the Maffilians, from th* encompais'd wall, 
Rejoic'd to ſee the ſylven honours fall : 661 
They hope ſuch power can never proſper long, 
Nor think the patient gods will bear the wrong. 
But, ah! too oſt ſucceſs to guilt is given, 
And wretches only ſtand the mark of heaven. 665 
With timber largely from the wood ſupply'd, 
For wains the legions ſearch the country wide; 
Then from the crooked plow unyoke the ſtcer, 
And leave the ſwain tomourn the fruitleſs year. C69 
Meanwhile, impatient of the lingering _ 


655 


The chicfrain to Iberia bends afar, 

And gives the leaguer to 'Trebonius* care · 

With diligence the deſtin'd taſk he plics 

Huge works of earth with ſtrengthening beams 
ariſc: 

High tottering towers, by no fix'd baſis bound, 675 

Roll nodding on along the ſtable mound. 

Ihe Greeks with wonder on the movement 

And fancy earth's foundations deep are ſhook ; 

Fierce winds they think the beldame's entrails tear, 


And anxious for their walls and city ſcar: 680 


The Roman from the lofty top looks down, 
And rains winged war upon the town. 

Nor with leſs active rage the Grecians burn, 
But larger ruin on their foes return; 

Nor hands alone the miſſile deaths ſupply, 683 
From nervous croſs-bows whiſtling arrows fly ; 
The ſtecly croflet and the bone they break, 
Through multitudes their fatal journeys take; 
Nor wait the lingering Parcz's flow delay, 

Dut wound, aud to new ſlaughter wing their waf- 
Ne by ſome viſt machine a ponderous itone, 
Pernicious, from the hoſtile wall is thrown ; 

At once, cn many, fwift the ſhock deſcends, 


Aud the cruſu'd carcaſes conſoundig blends. 694 
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Looſe from its root by raging whirlwinds torn, 
Ard thundering down the precipice is born, 
O'er craſhing woods the maſs is ſcen to ride, 
To grind its way, and plain the mountain s fide. 
Gal!'d with the ſhot from ſar, the legions join, 7co 
Their bucklers in the warlike ſhell combine ; 
Compact and cloſe the brazen roof they bear, 
And in juſt order to the town drav- ncar : 
Safe they advance, while with unwearied pain 
The wrathful engines waſte their ſtorcs in vain; 755 
High o'er their heads the deſtin'd deaths are toft, 
And far behind in vacant air are loſt ; 
Nor ſudden could they change their erring aim, 
Slow and unwicldy moves the cumbrous frame. 
This ſeen, the Greeks, their brawnyarms employ, 
And hurl a ſtony tempeſt from on high : 711 
Ihe clattering ſhower the ſounding fence aſſails; 
But vain, as when the ſtormy winter hails, 
Nor on the ſolid marble roof prevails : 
Till tir'd at length the warriors fall their ſhic14s ; 
And, ſpent with toil, the broken phalanx yiclds. 
Now other ſtratagems the war ſupplies, 


$9 rolls ſome falling rock by age long worn, 


Moves to the walls its well defended head; 720 
Within the covert ſafe the miners lurk, 
And to the deep foundation urge their work. 
Now juſtly pois'd the thundering ram they fling, 
And drive him forceful with a lanching ſpring ; 
Haply to looſe ſome yiclding pert at length, 725 
And ſhake the firm cemented bulwark's ſtrength. 
But from the town the Grecian youth prepare 
With hardy vigour to repel the war: 
Crouding they gather on the rampart's height, 729 
And _ tongh ſtaves and ſpears maintain the 
ght; 
Darts, fragmentsoſ the rock, and flames they throw, 
And tear the planky ſhelter ſix d below; 
Around by all the warring tempeſt beat, 
The bafſſled Romans ſullenly retreat. 
Now by ſucceſs the brave Mliſſilians fir d, 735 
To fame of higher enterprize aſpir' d; 
Nor longer with their walls defence content, 
In daring ſallies they the foe prevent. 
Nor arm'd with ſwords, nor pointed ſpears they go, 
Nor aim the ſhaft, nor bend the deadly bow : 740 
Fierce Mulciber ſupplies the bold deſign, 
And for their weapons kindling torches ſhine. 
Silent they iſſue through the gloomy night, 
And with broad ſhiclds reſtrain the beamy light : 
Sudden the blaze on every ſide began, 745 
And o'er the Latian works reſiſtleſs ran; 
Catching, and driving with the wind it grows, 
Fierce through the ſhade the burning deluge g; 
Nor carth, nor greener planks its force delay, 
Swift o'er the hiſſing beams it rolls away : f 750 
Embrown'd with ſmoke the wavy flames aſcend, 
Shiver'd with heat the crackling quarries rend ; 
Till with a roar at laſt the mighty mound, 
Towers, engines, all, come thundering to the 
iqde- ſprea iſcontinuous ruins lie 
And vaſt conſuſion fills the gazer's eye. ; " 
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Vanquiſh'd by land, the Romans ſeek the main, 
And prove the fortune of zhe watery pla : 
Theit navy rudely built, and ripg'd in haſte, 
Down through the rapid Rhone deſcending paſt. 
No golden gods protect the fairing row, 761 
Nor ſilken ftreamers lightly dancing flow; 
But rough in fable flooring s lies the wood, 
As in the native ſor: |} once it ſtood. 
Rearirg above the reſt her tower head, 768 
Brutus tall ſhip the floatir g ſquadron led. 
To ſc: ſoon wafted by the haſty tide, 
Right to the Stechades their courſe they guide. 
Reſolv'd to urge their fate, with equal carcs, 
Maſſilia for the naval war prepares; 770 
All hands the city for the taſk requires, 
And arms her ſtriplings young. and hoary fircs. 
Veſſels of every fort and ſize ſhe fits, 
And ſpeedy to the briny deep commits 774 
The crazy hulk, that, worn with winds and tides, 
Safe in the dock, and long neglected, rides. 5 
She planks anew, and calks her leaky ſides. 
Now roſe the morning, and the golden fun 
Vith beams reſrected on the occan ſhone ; 
C'car was the ſky, the waves from murmur ceaſe, 
And every ruder wind was huſh'd in peace: 781 
Smooth lay the glaſly ſurface of the main, 
And offer'd to the war its ample plain : 
When to the deſtin'd nations all repair ; 
Here Czſar's powers, the youthof Phocis there.; 8; 
Their brawny arms are bar'd, their ours they dip 
Swift o'er the water glides the nimble ſhip ; 
Feels the ſtrong blow the well- compacted oak, 
And trembling ſprings at each repeated ſtroke, 
Crooked in frent the Latian navy ſtood, 790 
And wound a bending creſcent o'er the flood. 
With four full banks of oars advancing high, 
On either wing the larger veſſels ply, | 
While in the centre ſafe the larger galliots lie. 
Brutus the firſt, with eminent command, 795 
In the tall admiral is ſeen to ſtand; 
Six rows of lengthening pines the billows ſweep, 
And hcave the burden o'er the groaning deep. 
Now prow to prow advance each hoſtile fleet, 
And want but one concurring ſtroke to meet, 800 
When peals of ſhouts and mingling clamours roar, 
And frown the brazen trump and plunging oar. 
The bruſhing pine the frothy ſurface plies, 
While on their banks the luſty rowers riſe : 
Each brings the flroke back on his ample cheſt, 805% 
Then firm upon his ſcat he lights repreſt. 
With claſhing beaks the launching veſſels meet, 
And from the mutual ſhock alike retreat. 
"Thick clouds of flying ſhaſts the welkin hide, 
Then fall, and floating ftrew the ocean wide. 8 10 
At length the ſtretching wings their order leave, 
And in the line the mingling foe receive : 
Then might be ſcen, how, daſh'd from ſide to fide, 
Before the ſtemming veſſel drove the tide ; 
Still as each kcel her foamy ſurrow plows, B15 
New back, now forth, the ſurge obedient flows. 
Thus warring winds alternate rule maintain, 
And this, and that way, roll the yielding main. 
Maſſilia's navy, nimble, clean, and light, 
With beſt advantage ſeck or ſhun the fight; 820 
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With ready calc all auſwer to command, 
Obey the helm, and feel the pilot's hand, 
Not ſo the Romans; cumbrous hulks they lay, 
And flow and heavy hung upon the ſea ; 
Yet firong, and for the cloſer combat good, 825 
hey yield firm ſooting on th' unſtable flood. 
Thus Brutus ſaw, and to the maſter crics 
(The maſter in the lofty poop he ſpies, f 
Where ſtreaming the Prætorian enſign flies“, 
Still wilt thou bear away, ſtill ſhift thy place, 830 
And turn the battle to a wanton chace ? 
is this a time to play ſo mean a part, 
To tack, to veer, and boait thy trifling art? 
Bring to. The war ſhall hand to hand be try'd ; 
Oppoſe thou to the foe our ample fide, 835 
And let us meet like men. Ihe chieſtain faid ; 
The ready maſter the command obey d, : 
And ſide-long to the foe the ſhip was laid. 
Upon his waite ficrce fall the thundering Grerks, 
Faſt in his timber ſtick their brazen beaks; 840 
Some lie by chains and grapplings ſtrong compell'd, 
While others by the tangling or are held; 
The ſeas are hid beneath the cloſing war, 
Nor need they caſt the javelin now from far ; 
With hardy ſtrokes the combatants engage, 845 
And with keen faulchions deal their deadly rage : 
Man againſt man, and beard by board they lic, 
And on thoſe decks their arms. defended di-. 
Ihe rolling ſurge is ſtuin d around with blood, 
And foamy purple ſwells. the rifing flood; 330 
Ihe floating carcaſcs the ſhips delay, 
Hang on each kecl, and inte her way; 
Helpleſs beneath the deep the dying fink, 
And gore, with briny ocean mingling, drint. 
Some, while amidſt the trembling waves they ſtrive, 
And ſtruggling with deſtruction float alive, 856 
Or by ſome ponderous beam are beaten down, 
Or ſink transfix'd by darts at random thrown. 
That fatal day no javelin flies in vain, 
Miſſing their mark, they wound upon the main. 860 
It chanc'd, a warrior ſhip on Czſar's fide, 
Py two Mathlian foes was warmly ply'd ; 
But with divided force ſhe meets th' attack, 
And bravely drives the bold afſailants back: 
When from the lofty poop, where fierce he fought, 
Tagus to ſeize the Grecian ancient ſought. 866 
But double death his daring hand repreſs'd, 
One ſpear trensfix'd his back, and one his breaſt, | 
And dead!y met within his heavy cheſt. 
Poubtful awhile the flood was ſeen to ſtay, 870 
At length the ſtcely ſhafts at once gave way 
Ihe fleeting life a twoſold paſſage found, 
And ran divided from each ſtreaming wound. 
flithcr h's fate unhuppy Telen led, 
To navi arts from carly childhood bred ; 875 
Xo hand the helm more ſkilfully could guide, 
Or ſtem the fury of the boiſterons tide ; 
He knew what winds ſhould on the morrow blow, 
And how the fails for ſafety to beſtow ; 879 
Celeſtial ſignals well he could deſcry, 
Could judge the radiant lights that ſhine on 

- |. High, 
And read the coming tempeſt of the ſky: 
Full on a L2tian bark his beak he drives, 
"The brazen beak the ſhivering elder rives ; 
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When from ſome hoſtile hand, a Roman dart, 885 

Deep piercing, trembled in 3 heart: 

Vet ſtill his careful hand its taſk ſupplies, 

And turns the guiding rudder as he dies. 

To fill his place bold Gyareus eſſay d, 889 

But paſſing from a neighbouring ſhip was ſtay' d. 

Swift through his loins a flying javelin ſtruck, 

And nail'd him to the veſſel he forſook. 
Friendlike, and fide by fide, two brethren fought, 

Whom, at a birth, their fruitful mother — : 

So like the lincs of cach reſembling face, 895 

The fame the features, and the ſame the grace, 

That fondly erring oft their parents look, 

And each, for each, alternately miſtook : 

But death, tos ſoon, a dire diſtinction makes, 

While one, untimely ſnatch'd, the light forſakes. 

His brother's fornr the ſad ſurvivor wears, 891 

Anſt ſtill renews his hapleſs parents tears: 

Loo ſure they ſce their ſingle hope remain, 

And while they bleſs the living, mourn the ſlain. 

He, the bold youth, as board and board they ſtand, 

Fix'd on a Roman ſhip his daring hand ; 905 

Full on his arm a mighty blow deſcends, 

And the torn limb from off the ſhoulder rends; 

The rigid nerves are cramp'd with ſtiffening cold. 


Nor funk his valour by the pain depreit, 

But nobler rage influm'd his mangled breaſt + 
His left remaining hand the combat tries, 

And fiercely forth to catch the right he flies; 
The ſame hard deſtiny the left demands, 915 
And now a naked helpleſs trunk he ſtands. 

Nor deigus he, though de fenceleſs to the foe, 
To ſeek the ſafety of rhe hold below; 

For every coming javclin's point prepar'd, 


Till fix'd, and horrid with a wood of ſpears, 921 
A thouſand deaths at others aim'd he wears. 
Reſolv'd at length his utmeſt force to excrt, | 
His ſpirits gather'd to his fainting heart, ; 
And the laſt vigour rouz d in every part; 
Then nimble from the Grecian deck he roſe, 926 
And with a leap ſprung fierce amidſt his foes : 
And when his hands no more could wreak his 
hatc, 

His ſword no more could miniſter to fate, 
Dying he preſt them with his hoſtile weight. 
O'ercharg'd the ſhip with carcaſes and blood, 93! 
Drunk faſt at many a lezk the briny flood ; 
Yielding at length the waters wide give way, 
And fold her in the boſom of the ſea ; 
Then o'cr her head returning rolls the tide, 935 
And covering waves the ſinking hatches hide. 

That fatal day was ſlaughter ſecn to reign, 
In wonders various, on the liquid plain. 

On Lycidas a ſtecly grappling ſtruck ; 
Struggling he drags with the tenacious hook, 94e 
And deep had drown'd beneath the greedy wave, 


But that his fellows ſtrove their mate to ſave ; 


Clung to his legs, they claſp him all they can. 
Tie grappling tugs, aſunder flies the man. 
No ſingle wound the gaping rupture ſeems, 94. 


But from an opening horrible and wide, 


A thouſand veſſels pour the burſting tide ; 


Convulſive graſp, and ſtill retain their hold. 91 


| He ſteps between, and ftands his brother's guard: 


Where trickling crimſon wells in lender ſtreams ; 
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At once the winding channe!'s courſe was broke, 

Wherc wandering life her mazy journey took: 930 

At once the currents all forgot their way, 

And loſt their purple in the azure ſea 

goon from the lower parts the ſpirits fled, 

And motionleſs th* exhauſted limbs lay dead : 

Not ſo the nobler regions, where the heart 955 

And heaving lungs their vital powers exert ; 

There lingering late, and long confli æing, life 

Roſe againſt fate, and ſtill maintzin'd the ſtrife ; 

Driven out at length, unwillingly and low, 

She left her mortal houke, and ſought the ſhades 
bet 


ove. 

While, cager {or the fight, an hardy cxew 961 
To one ſile fide their force united drew, | 
Ihe bark, unapt th* uncqual poiſe to bear, 
Turn'd o'er, and rcar'd her loweſt keel in air; 
In rain his active arms the ſwimmer tries, 965 
No aid the ſwimmer's uſeleſs art ſupplies; 
"The covering vaſt o'crwhelminrg ſhuts them down, 
And helpleſs in the hollow hold they drown. 

One laughter terrible above the reſt, 


The fatal horror of the ſight expreſt. 970 
As o'er the crouded ſurface of the flood 

A youthful ſwimmer ſwi't his way purſued ; 
Two meeting ſhips, by qual fury preſt, 

With hoſtile prows transfix'd his ample ; 
Suſpended by the dreadful ſhock he kung, 975 


The brazen beaks within his boſon rung; 
Blood, bones, and entrails, maſking with the blow, 
From his pale lips a hideous mixture flow. 
At lerpth the backing oars the fight reſtrain, 
Ihe lifeleſs body Crops amidſt the main; 
goon enter at the breach the ruſhing waves, 
And the ſalt ſtream the mangled carcaſe laves. 
Around the watcry champain wide diſpread, 
The living ſhipwrecks float amidit the dead; 
With active arms the liquid deep they ply, 
And panting to their mates for ſuccour cry: 
Now to ſome ſocial veſſel preſs they near, 
Their fcllows pale the crouding numbers fear ; 
With ruthleſs hearts their well-known friends 
withſtand, 
And with keen faulchions lop each graſping hand; 
The dying fingers cling and clench the wood, 99 
The heavy trunk ſinks helplcfs in the flood. 
Now ſpent was all the warriors ſteely ſtore, ; 
996 
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New darts they ſeck, and other arms explore, 
This wields a flag-ſtaff, that a ponderous oar. 
Wrath's ready hands are never at a loſs: 

The fragments of the ſyatter'd ſnip they toſs. 
The uſeleſs rower from his ſcat is caſt, 

Then fly the benches and the broken maſt. 
Some ſeizing, as it ſinks, the breathleſs corſe, 1200 
From the cold graſp the b!ood-ſtain'd weapon force. 
Some from their own freſh blceding boſoms take, 
And at the foe the dropping javelin ſhake : 

The leſt-hand ſtays the blood, and ſooths the pain. 


The right ſends b 1 cking ii ain. Z00 
eee eee Io me, my friends (he cry'd), your aid ſup ly, 

Nor uſcleſs let your ſellow-ſoldier die; 

Sive me, oppos'd againſt the for to ſtund, 1070 


Now gods of various elements couſpire; 
To Nereus, Vulcan joins his hoſtile fire; 
With oils, and living ſulphur, darts they frame, 
Prepar'd to ſpread afar the kindling flame ; 
und the catching miſchiefs ſwift ſueceed, TOTC 
Ehe floating kulks their oven diftruRtion ſced; | 
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The ſmeary wax the Lrightening blaze fapplics, 
And wavy fires from pitchy planks ariſe: 
Amidſt the flood the ruddy torrent ſtrays, 
And fierce upon the ſcattering ſi;pwrecks preys. 
Here one with haſte a flaming veſlel leaves: 
Another, ſpent ard beaten by the waves, 5 
As cager to the burning ruin cleavcs. 
Ami ſt the various ways of death to kill, 
Whether by ſeas, by fires, or wounding ſec], 
The ne os is that, whoſe preſent force we 
ſecl. 
Nor valour leſs her fatal rage maintains, 
In daring breaſts thet ſwim the liquid plains : 
Some gather up the darts that floating lie, 
And to the combatants new dcaths ſupply. 1025 
Some ſtruggling in the deep the war provoke, 
Riſe o'er the ſurge, and aim a languid ſtroke. 
Some with ſtrong graſp the foe conflicting join, 
Mix limbs with limbs and hottile wreathings twine. 
Till plunging, preſſing to the bottom down, 10 30 
Vanquiſh'd, and vanquiſhers, alike they drown. 
One, chief above the reſt, is mark'd by Tame, 
For watery figlit, and Phoceus was his name : 
The leaving breath of life he knew to keep; 
V hile long he dwelt within the loweſt decp; 2035 


Full many a fathom down he kad explor'd, 


For treaſures loſt, old oceans oozy hoard ; 

Oft when the flooky anchor ſ.uck below, 

He ſunk, and bade the captive veſiel go. 

A foe he ſeiz'd cloſe cleaving to his breaſt, 1040 
And underneath the tumbli g billows ꝓreſt: 

But when the ſkilful victor would repair 

To upper ſeas, and fought the freer air; 

Hapleſs beneath the crouding keels he roſe, 

The crouding keels his wonted way oppoſe ; 1045 


Back beaten, and aſtoniſh'd with the blow, 


He ſinks, to bide for ever now below. 
Some hang upon the oars with wei fl 
To — hoſtile veſicl's — AY 
Some to the laſt the cauſe they love defend, 1050 
And valiant lives by uſeſul deaths would cnd ; 
With ”m oppos'd the thundcring beats they 
rave, 
And what they fought for living, dying ſave, 
As Tyrrhen, from a Roman poop on high, 
Ran o'er the various combat with his eye; 1055 
Sure aiming, from his Balcaric thong, 
Bold Ligdamus a ponderous bullet ſlung; 
Through liquid air the ball ſhrill whiſtiing flies, 
And cuts his way through hapleſs 'I'yrricn's eyes. 


Ih' aſtoniſh'd youth ſtands ſtruck with ſudden 


night 1060 
ht. 
At firſt he took the darkncfs to be death, 


And thought himſelf ainidſt the ſhades beneath; 


But ſoon recovering from the ſtunning ſound, 


1065 


He liv'd, unappily he liv'd, he found. 
Vigour at length, and wonted force returns, 
And with new rage his vaiiant boſom burns: 


While like ſome engine you direct my hand. 
And thou, my poor remaining lite, prepare 


To meet each hazard of the varioue war ; 
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At leaſt, my mangled carcaſe ſhall pretend 
To interpoſe, and ſhield ſome valiant friend: 1075 
Plac'd like a mark their darts 1 may ſuſtain, 
And, to preſerve ſome better man, be flain. 

Thus ſaid, unaiming he a javelin threw, 

The javelin wing'd with ſure deſtruction flew ; 
In Argus the deſcending ſtecl takes place, 1080 
Argus, a Grecian of illuſtrious race. 

Deep ſinks the piercing point, where to the loins 
Above the navel high the belly joins: | 

'The ſtaggering youth ſalls forward on his fate, 
And helps the goring weapon with his weight. 1085 

It chanc'd to ruthleſs deſtiny defign'd, 

To the ſame ſhip his aged fire was joined : 

While young, for high atchicvements was he 
known, 

The firſt in ſair NzTilia for renown ; 

Now an example merely, and a name, 

Willing to rouze the younger ſort he came, 

And firc their ſouls to emulate his fame. 

When from the prow, where diſtant far he ſtood, 

He ſaw his ſon lic weltering in his blood; 

Soon to the poop, oft ſuumbling in his haſte, 1295 

With faultering ſteps the feeble father paſt. 

No falling tgars his wrinkled cheeks bedew, 

But ſtiffening cold and mot iouleſs he grew 

Deep night and deadly ſhades of darkneſs riſe, 

And hide his much-lov'd Argus from his cycs. 1100 

As to the dizzy youth the fire appears, 

His dying, weak, unwieldy head he rears; 

With lifted eyes he caſt a mournful look, 

His pale lips mov'd, and fain he would have ſpoke; 

But unexpreſs'd th* imperfect accent hung, 1105 

Loft in his falling jaws and murmuring tongue: 

Yet in his ſpeechleſs viſage ſeems expreſt, 

What, had he words, would be his laſt requeſt, 

That aged hand to ſeal his cloſing eye, 

And in his father's fond embrace to die: 1110 

Yut he, when grief, with keeneſt ſenſe revives, 

With nature's ſtrongeſt pangs conflicting ſtrivcs; 

Let me not loſe this hour of death, he cries, 

Which my indulgent deſtiny ſepphes ; 

And thou forgive, forgive me, oh my ſon, 

If thy dear lips and laſt embrace I ſhun. 

Warm from thy wound the purple current flows, 

Aud vital breath yet heaving comes and goes: 

Yet my ſad eyes behold thee yet alive, 

And thou ſhalt, yet, thy wretched fire ſurvive. 1125 

He faid, and fierce, by frantic ſorrow preſt, 

Piung'd his ſharp ſword amidſt his aged breaſt : 

And though life's guſhing trezras the weapon ſtain, 

Headlong he leaps amidſt the grey main; 

While this laſt wiſh ran ever in his mind, 

To die, and leave his darling ſon behind ; 

Eager to part, his ſoul diſdain'd to wait, 

And truſt uncertain to a ſingle fate. 

And now Maſlilia's vanquiſh'd ſorce gives way, 
And Cæſar's fortune claims the doubtful day. 1130 
he Grecian fleet is all difpers'd arourd, 

Some in the bottom of the deep lie drown'd ; 

Some, captives made, their haughty victors bore, 
Waile ſome, but thoſe a few,fledtimely tothe ſore. 
Put, oh! what verſe, what numbers, can expreſs 
The mournful city, aul her ſore diſtreſs! 1136 
Upon the beach lamenting rwtrons ftand, 


nd wailings echo cc: the lergthcning ſtrand; 
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Their eyes are fix d upon the waters wide, 

And watch the bodies driving with the tide. 1149 

Here a fond wiſe, with pious error, preſt 

Some hoſtile Roman to her throbbing breaſt ; 

There to a mangled trunk two mothers run, 

Each graſps, and cach would claim it for her ſon ; 

Each, what her boding heart perſuades, believes 

And for the luſt office fondly ftrives. 1046 
But Brutus, now victorious on the main, 

To Cæſar vindicates the watery plain; 

Firſt to his brow he binds the naval crown, 

And bids the ſpacious deep the mighty maſter own. 


LUCAN's PHARSALIA 
BOOK IV. 
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Ceſar having joined Fabius, zebom he had ſent before hin 
to Spain, incampus ujon a riſing ground near Tlerda, 
and not far from the river Sicoris : there, the wwaters 
being jwwe!len by graut rains, endanger bis camp; but 
the weather turning fair, and the floods abating, 
P ompey's lente, Afranins and Petreius, 2 · bo 
loy oe him, dicamp ſuddenly, Cafar fol. 
lows, and incamps ſo as to cr! off their paſſage, or 
any ufe of the river Theres. As buth armics lay now 
very ncar to eacb other, the ſoldiers on both ſidis Ine tv, 

and ſalut.d ons another; and furgetting the oppoſite 
interfis and fattions they were engaged in, ran out 
from ti ir ſ-veral camps, and embraced one another 
with great tenderneſs. Many of Cafar's ſoldiers 
were invited into the enemy's camp, and feaſted by 
their friends and relations. But Petrivs apprebent- 
irg this familiarity might be of ill conſequence to his 
forty, commanded them all ( tοονẽ anainff the 
rules of Lumanity and brſptiality) to be Filled, After 
this, te altempts in wain to morch back towards 
era; out is prevented, and incleſ:d ly Caſor ;, to 
dt · hon, both lin ſelf and Afranins, afier their army 
bad ſuffered extremely for want of water and other 
neceſſarics, are compelled to ſurrender, writhout aſſ ing 
@ay other conditions then that they might not be com- 
felled ts tal on in bis army; this Ceſar, with great 
generet y, granit, and diſmiſſes them. Tn the mean 
while, C. Antonius, who commantcd for Caſar near 
S. lonæ, un th: ca of Dalmatia, leing ſbut up by 
| Cetavius, Pompey's admiral, and d:ftitute of pr ovi- 
frens, bad attempied, by belp of ſome <*-jcls, or 
foating machines of a nexv invention, to paſs through 
Pompey's fleet: tevo of them by atvaniage of the tide 
ford means to eſcape, but the third, which carricd 
a ihorſe.nd Opilergians commanded by V ulteias, vas 
intercepted by a bum laid under the wwater. Thaſe 
toben they found it im eile to g:t , at the perſua» 
fron, and by the example of their leader, ran upon one 
ander fieerds and died. In Africa the fret inn 
troduces Curie inquiring after the flory of Hercule 
an Ante u, hich is recounted to bim Ly ane of tle 
natives, ond cftorgeards relates the gurtien ert of 
bis being circumvented, defeated, and illed by Fubt 


£2 UT Caſar in Iberian fields afar, 
Evin to the weitern ocean ſpreads the war; 
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No purple deluge leaves a guilty ftam, _ 

Vaſt is the prize, and great the victor's gain. 

For Pompey, with alternative command, 6 
The brave: Petrrius and Afranius ſtand : 

The chiefs in friendſhip's juſt conditions join, 
And, cordial to the common cauſe combine; 

By turns they quit, by turns reſume the ſway, 10 
ue camp to guard, or battle tv array; 

To theſe their aid the nimble Vectuns yield, 
With thoſe who till Aſturia's hilly feld; 

Nor wanted then the Celtiberiaus bold, 

Who draw their loug deſcent from Celtic Gauls 


Aal rl:ough no hills of ſlaughter heaps the =4 


or old. 15 
Where riing grounds the fruitful champain 
cnd, 


And unv:rcciv'd by ſoft degrees aſcend ; 
An ancient rage their city choſe to found, 
And with llerda's walls the ſummit crown'd. 
T. e Sicoris, of no ignoble name, 
Faſt by the mountain pours his gentle ſtream. 
A ſtable bridge runs croſs from tide to fide, 
Whoſe ſpacious arch tranſtait the paſling tide, 
And jntting pier the wintery floods abide. _ 
Two ncighbouring hills theic heads diſt nguiſh'd 
raiſc ; 
The firſt great Pompey's enſigns bigh diſplays; 26 
Proud Cxzſar's camp upon the next is ſcen; 
The river interpoſing glides between. 
Wide ſpread beyond, an ample plain extends, 
Far as the piercing eye its proſpeR ſends ; 
Upon the ſpacious leve]'s utmoſt ound. 
The Cinga rolls his rapid waves around. 
But ſoon in full Iberus' channel loſt, 
His blended waters ſeck Iberia's coaſt; 
He yields to the ſuperior torrent's fame, 35 
And with the country takes his nobler name. 
Now gan the laiap of heaven the plains to gild, 
When moving legions hide th' embattled field: 
When front to front oppos'd in juſt array, 
The chicftains cach their hoſtile powers diſplay: 40 
But whether conſcious ſhame their wrath repreſt, 
And ſoft reluctance roſe in every brraſt; 
Or Virtuc did a ſtort-liv'd rule reſume, 
Aud gam d one day for liberty and Rome; 
Suſpended rage yet linger'd for a ſpace, 
And to die welt declin'd the fan in peace. 
Night roſe, and black'ning ſhades involv's the ſcy, 
When C:ſar, bent war's wily arts to try, 
Through his extended battle gives command, 
The foremoZ? lines in order ſix'd ſhall ſtand; 50 
Mean-while the laſt, now lurking from the for, 
V. ith fecret labour ſink a trench below; 
Succefsful they the deſtin'd talk pur ſue, 
V'>.le cloſing files prevent the hotile view. 54 
Soon as the morn renew d the dawning gray, © 
He bids the foldier urge Eis ſpeedy way, 6 
To fcize 4 vacant height that near Tlerda lay. 3 
This faw the Tor, and wing'd with ivar and ſhame, 
Through foeret patus with fwilt prevention came. 
Now various mut; vcs var tous hopes aftord, 60 
To thaſe the place, to thaſe the conqueri g ſword: 
Opjrits'd bone ath their arcuovr's curmron sweiglit, 
Ti aſailants labouring tempt the ſtecpy height; 
Hall bending back they mount with panting pain, 


25 


30 


45 


Ihe iohuwn:x croud their forums inne fuſt ain: 
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Againſt the ſhelving precipice they toil, 66 
And prop their hands upon the ſtecly pile : 


On cliffs and ſhrubs, their ſteps, ſome chmbing 
ſtay, 

With cutting ſwords ſome clear the woody way ; 

Nor death, nor wounds, their enemies annoy, 70 

While other uſes now their arms employ. 

Their chief the danger from afar ſurvey'd, 

And bade the horſe fly timely to their aid. 

In order juſt the ready ſquadrons ride, 

Then wheeling to the right and left divide, 

To flank the foot, and guard each naked fide. 

Safe in the middle ſpace retire the foot, 

Make good the rear, and ſcorn the foes purſuit ; 

Each fide retreat, though each diſdain to yield, 

And claim the glory of the doubtful field. 80 
Thus far the cauſe of Rome by arms was try' d, 

And human rage alone the war ſupply d; 

But now the clements new wrath prepare, 

And gathering tempeſts vex the troubled air. 84 


Long had the earth by wintery froſts been bound 


And the dry north had numb'd the lazy ground. 
No furrow'd fields were drench'd with driſly rain, 
5now hid the hills, and hoary ice the plain. 
All defolate the weſtern climes were ſeen, 
Keen were the blaſts, and ſharp the blue ſerene, 
To parch the fading herb, aud dip the ſpringing 
een. 
At a. + the genial hcat began to ſhine, 
With ſtronger beams in Aries vernal ſign ; 
Again the golden day reſum'd its right, 
And rul'd in juſt equation with the night : 
The moon her monthly courſe had now 
And with increaſing horns forlvok the ſun; 
When Boreas, by night's ſilver empreſs driven, 
To ſofter airs refign'd the weſtern heaven. - 
Then with warm breezes gentler Eurus came, 100 
Glowing with India's and Arabia's flame. 
The ſweeping wind the gathering vapours preſt, 
From every region of tl fartheſt caſt ? 
Nor hang they heavy on the midway ſky, 
But fpeedy to Heſperia driving fly; 
To Calpe's hills the Qluicy rains repair, | 
From north, and ſouth, the clouds afſcmblc 
there, 
And darkeniu7 forms lour in the fluggiſh air. 
Where weſter . ics the utmoſt ocean bound; 
The watery trees kcap the welkin round; 118 
Thither they croud, and ſcanted in the ſpace, 
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| Scarce between heaven and carth can find a placc. 


Condens'd at length the ſpouting torrents pour, 
Earth ſmokes, and rattles with the guſhing ſhow'r; 
Jove's forky fircs are rarely ſeen to fly, 115 
Extinguiſh d in the deluge ſoon they dic; 
Nor e er beiore did dewy lris ſhow 

Such ſady colours, or fo maim'd a bow; 
Unvary'd by the light's rcfracting beam, 
She ſtoop'd to drink from occan's briny ſtream ; 
Ihen to the drooping Iky reſtor'd the rain: 121 
Again the falling watcrs ſought the main. 
hen firſt the covering ſnows began to flow 
From off the Pyrencan's hoary brow ; 

Huge hills of froſt, a thouſand ages old, 

O'er which the ſummer ſuns had vaiuly roll'd, 
Now melting, ruſh from every ſide amain, 


Swell every breck, and deluge all the plain. 
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And now o'er Czfar's the torrents ſweep, 
Bear down the works, and fill the trenches deep 
Here men and arms in mix d confuſion ſwim, 131 


And hollow tents drive with th* impetuous ſtream, 
Loſt in the ſpreading floods the land-marks lie, | 


Nor can the forager his way deſcry. 
No beaſts for food the floating paſtures yield, 135 
Nor herbaz* riſes in the watery field. | 
And now, to fill the meaſure of their fears, 
Her baleſul viſage meagre Famine rears; | 
Scldom alone ſhe troops among the fiends, 
And ſtill on war and peftilence attends. 140 
| Unpreſs'd, unſtraighten'd by beſieging foes, 
All miſeries of want the ſoldier knows. 
Gladly he gives his little wealth, to eat, 

And buys a morſel with his whole eſtate. 

Curs'd merchandize ! where life itſelf is fold, 145 
And avarice conſents to ſtarve for gold! | 
No rock, no riſing mountain, rears his head, 

No ſingle river winds along the mead, 

But one vaſt lake o'er all the land is ſ 

No lofty grove, no foreſt haunt is found, 3x50 
But in his den deep lies the ſavage drown'd : 
With headlong rage reſiſtleſs in its courſe, 

— The rapid torrent whiris the ſnorting horſe ; 
High o'er the ſea the foamy freſhes ride, 

While backward Tethys turns hcryiclding tide. 155 
.Mean-time continued darkneſs veils the ies, 
And ſuns with unavailing ardour riſe; | 
Nature no more her various face can boaſt, 

But form is huddled up in night and loſt. 

Such are the climes beneath the frozen zonc, 160 
Where cheerleſs winter plants her dreary throne ; 
No golden ftars their gloomy heavens adorn, 

Nor genial ſeaſons to their earth return: 

But everlaſting ice and ſnow appear, | 

Bind up the ſummer ſigns, and curſe the b 


K 


year. 

Almighty Sire! who doſt ſupremely reign, 166 
And thou great ruler of tac raging main! 
Ye grecious gods! in mercy give command, 
This deſolation may for ever ſtand. 
Thou Jove ! ſor ever cloud thy ftormy ſky; 170 
Thou Neptune ! bid thy angry waves run high: 
Heave thy huge trideat ſor a mighty blow, 
trihe the ſtrony earth, and bid her fountains love ; 
Bid every river-god exhauſt his urn, 
Nor let thy own alternate tides return; 175 
Wide let their blended waters waſtc around, 
Theſe regions, Rhine, and thoſc of Rhone con- 

und. 

Melt, ye hoar mountains of Riphæan ſnow; 
Erocks, ſtreams, and lakes, let all your ſources go; 
Your ſpreading floods the guilt of Rome ſhall ſpare, 
And ſave the wretched world from Civil War. 18x 

But fortune ſtay d her ſhort diſpleaſure here, 
Nor urg'd her minion with too long a fear ; 
With large in:reaſe her favours full return'd, 
As ii the gods themſelves his anger moura'd ; 185 
As if his name were terrible to heaven, 
And Providence could ſue to be forgiven. 

Now gan the welkin clear to ſain- ſerene, 
And Phaebus potent in his rays was ſeen 
Ihe fcattering clouds diſclos d the piercing light, 
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| 
The troublous ſtorm had ſpent his wrathful fore, 
And clattering rains were heard to ruſh no more. 
Again the woods their leafy honours raiſe, 
And heres vpon the riſing mountains graze. 195 
Day's genial heat upon the damps prevails, 
And ripens into carch the flimy vales. 
Bright glittering ſtars adorn night's ſpanglod air, 
And ruddy evening ſkies ſoretel the morning fair, 
Soon as the falling Sicoris begun 290 
A peaceful ſtream within his banks to run, 
The bending willow into barks they twine, 
Then line the work with ſpoils of laughter d Eine: 
Such are the floats Venetian fiſhcrs know, 
Where in dull marſhes ſtands the ſettling Po; 2c; 
On ſuch to neighbouring Gaul, aliur'd by gain, 
The bolder Britons croſs the ſwelling main; 
Like theſe, when fruitful Egypt lies aflunt, 
The Memphian artiſt builds his reedy boat. 
On theſe embarking bold with eager haſic, 210 
Acrofs the ſtream his legions Cæſar paſt : 
—— — tall woods with ſounding ftrokes are 
ell d. 

And with ſtrong piles a beamy bridge they build; 
Then, mindful of the food fo lately fpreal, 214 
They ſtretch the lengtnening arches o er the med. 
And, leſt his bolder waters riſe again, 
With numerous dikes they canton out the plain, 
And by a thouſard ſtreams the ſuſicring river 
— drain. | 

P<treius now a fate ſuperior ſaw, 
While elements obcy proud Czfar's law; 220 
Then ſtraight Nerda's lofty walls forſock, 
And to the fartheſt weſt his arms betook ; 
Ihe ncarer regions ſaithlefs all around, 
And baſely to the victor bent, he ſound. 
When with juſt rage and indignation ſir d, 22; 
He to the Celtiberians fierce retir'd; 
There ſought, amidſt the world's cxtremeſt parts, 
Still daring hands, and ſt ill unconquer'd kearts. 

Soon as he view'd the neighbouring mountain's 

head 
No longer by the hioũ ile camp o'erforead, 239 
Ceſar commznds to arm. Without delay 
Ihe foldier to the river bends his way; 
None then with cantious care the bridge cyplor'd, 
Or fought the ſlrallowes of the ſafer ford; 
Arm'd at all points, they plunge amidſt the flood. 
And with ſtrong ſinews make the paſſage good: 
Dangers they ſcorn that might the boid aflright, 
And ſtop ev'n panting cowards in their fliglit. 
At length the farther bank attaining ſafe, 239 
Chill'd by the ſtream, their drooping laabs they 
chafe: | 

Tl. en with freſh vigour urge the foes purſuit, 
And in the ſpright!y chaſe the powers of life recruit. 
Thus they; till half the courſe of life was run, 
And leJening ſhadows own'd the noon-day ſun ; 
The fliers now a doubtful fight maintain, 245 
While the fieet horſe in ſquadrons ſcour the plain; 


And gather up the gleanings of the ficld. 

Midſt a wide plain two Jof:y rocks ariſe, 
Detween the cliffs an hunible valley lies; 250 
Long rows of ridgy mcyntains run behind. 


And hung tlie firmament with lleccy white; 191 | 


| Wucre ways obſcure and ſecret paſſes wind. 


The ſtragglers ſcattering round they force to yicid, 
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But Cæſar, deep within this thought foreſces | 


255 


The foes attempt the covert ſtrong to ſeize : 

So may their troops at leiſure range aiar, 

And to the Celtiberians lead the war. 
Be quick (he cries) nor minding juſt array, 
$wiit, to th: combat, wing your ſpeedy way. 
See! where yon cowards to the faſtnefs haite, 

But let your terrors in their way be plac'd : 260 
Pierce not the ſcarſul backs of thoſe that fly, 

But » your meeting javelins let them die. 

He ſa:d. The ready legions took the word, 

And haſlily obey their cager lord; 

- With diligence the coming ſoe prevent, 265 
Ard ſtay their marches, to the mountains bent. 
N<ur neighbouring now the camps intrench'd are 

ſeen, 
With fcarce a narrow interval between. 

Soon as their eyes o'erſhoot the middle ſpace, ) 
From cither hoſt, fires, ſons, and brothers rae $ 
The well-known features of ſome kindred face. 
Then firſt their hearts with tenderacſs were 

ſtruck, 
Firſt for remorſe with civil rage they ſhook ; 
Sift ning with horror cold, and dire amaze, 
Awhile in ſilent interviews they gaze: 275 
Anon with ſpecchleſs ſigns their ſwords ſalute, 
While thoughts conflicting keep their maſters 
mute. 
At length, diſdaining ſtill to be repreſt, 
Prevailing paſſion roſe in every Ercaſt, | 
Aad the vain rules of guilty war tranſgreſs'd. 
As at a ſignal, both their trenches quit, 281 
And ſpreading arms in cloſe embraces knit: 
Now friendſhip runs o'er all her ancient claims, 
Gueſt and companion are their only names; 
Old ncighbourhood they fondly call to mind, 285 
And how their boyiſh years in leagues were join'd. 
With gricf cach other mutually they know, 
And find a friend ia every Roman foe. 
Their falling tears their ſtzely arms bedew, 
While interrupting ſighs each kiſs purſue; 290 
And though their hands are yet unſtain'd by guilt, 
They tremble for the blood they might have ſpilt. 
But ;jpcak, unhappy Roman! ſpeak thy pain, 
Say for what woes thy ſtreaming eyes complain? 
Why doſt thou groan? why beat thy ſounding | 
breaſt ? 
Why is this wild fantaſtic grief expreſt ? 296 
I it, that pet thy country claims thy care? 
Doft thou the crimes of war unwilling ſhare ? 
Ah! whicher art thou by thy fears betray'd ? 
How canſt thou dread that power thyſcif haſt 
made ? a 300 
Do Czſar's trumpet's call the2 ? ſcorn the ſound, 
Docs he bid, march? dare thou to kecp thy 
ground, | 
So rage and flaugater ſaall to juſtice yield, 
And fierce Lrinny's quit the fatal ficld : 
Cæſar in peace a private ſtate ſhall know, 305 
And Pompey be no longer call'd his ſoe. 1 

Appear, thou heavenly Concord! bleſt appear ! 
And ſhed thy better influences here. 

Thou who the warring elements doſt bind, 

Life of the world, and ſafety of mankind, 

Intule thy ſovercign baln, and heal the wrath- 
ful mize, 


Can you with tame ſubmiſſion ſ-ck a lord; 
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But if the ſame dire fury rages yet, 
Too well they know what foes their ſwords ſhall 
meet; 
No blind e of i remains, 314 
The blood ſhed muſt flow from Roman veins. 


Oh ! fatal truce ! the brand of guilty Rome ! 
From thee worſe wars and redder flaughters 
come. 

See ! with what free and unſuſpecting love, 

From carp to camp the jocund warriors rove ; 
Each to his turfy table bids his gueſt, 320 
And Bacchus crowns the hoſpitable caſt. 
The graſſy fires refulgent lends their light, 
While converſati: n ſleepleſs waſte the night: 
Of carly feats of arms by turns they tell, 

Of fortuncs that in various fields bcfell, 
With well- becoming pride their deeds relate, 
And now agree, and friendly now debate: 
At length their unauſpicious hands are join'd, 
And ſacred leagues with faith rcacw'd they bind. 
But oh! what worſe could cruel fate afford ! 
The furics ſmil'd upon the curſt accord, 

And dy'd with deeper ſtains the Roman ſword. 

By buſy fame Petreius ſoon is tokd. 

His camp, himſelf, to Caſar all are fold ; 

When ſtraigk: the chief indignant calls to arm, 335 
And bids the trumpet {read the loud alarm. 
With war encompaſe' d round he takes his way, 
A 1d breaks the ſhort- liv d cruce with fierce affray: 
He drives th' unarm'd and unſuſpc&ing gueſt, 
Amaz'd, and wounded, from th* unfiniſh'd eaſt 
With horrid ſtecl he cuts each fond embrace, 
And violat-s with b'ood the new-made peace. 
And leſt thc fainting flames of wrath expire, 
With words like theſe he fans the deadly fire: 
Ye herd! anknowing o the Roman worth, 345 
And loſt to the great cauſe which led you forth; 
Though victory and captive Cæſar were 

Honours too glorious for yo r ſwords to ſhare ; 
Yet ſomething, abject as you. are, from you, 
Something to virtue and the laws is due: 
A ſecond praiſe ev'n yet you may partake ! 
Fight, and be vanquiſh'd for your country's ſake. 
Can you, while fate as yet ſuſpends gur doom, 
While you have blood and lives to oſe for Rome, 
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And own a cauſe by men and gods abhorr'd ? 
Will you in lowly wiſc his mercy crave ? 

Can ſoldiers beg : wear the name of flave ? 
Would you for us your ſuit to Cæſar move? 259 
Know we diſdain his pardoning power to prove : 
No private bargain ſhall redeem his kead : 
For Rome, and not for us, the war was made. 
Though peace a fpecious poor pretence afford, { 
Baſeneſs and bondage lurk beneath the word. 
In vain the workmen ſearch the ſteely mine 365 
To arm the field, and bid the battle ſhine ; 

ln vain the fortreſs lifts her towery height; 


| In vain the warlike ſtced provok:-s the hght ; 


in vain our oars the foamy occana ſweep 

In vain our floating caſtlos hide the de-p; 
In vein by land, in vain by ſca we fo ht, 
if Pcace ſhall c'er with liberty be bon ht. 
Sce ! with what conſtancy, what gallaat pride, 
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| Our ſtedfaſt ſocs defend an impious fide ! 
| 


104 


Bound by their oaths, though enemies to good, 375 
They ſcorn to change from what they once have 
vow'd. 
withdraws, 
Yours ! who pretend to arm for Rome and laws, 
* Who find no fault, but Juſtice in your cauſe. 
And yet, methinks, I would not give you o'er, 380 
A brave repentance ſtill is in your power: 
While Pompey calls the utmoſt eaſt from far, 
And leads the Indian monarchs on to war, 

Shall we oh ſhame ! prevent his great ſucceſs, 
And bind his hands by our inglorious peace? 385 
He ſpoke ; and civil rage at once returns, 
Each breaſt the fonder thought of pity ſcorns, ? 

And ruthleſs with redoubled fury burns. 

So when the tyger or the ſpotted pard, 

Long from the woods and ſavage haunts debarr'd, 
From their firſt fierceneſs for a while are won, 391 
And ſcem to put a gentler nature on; 

Patient their priſon and mankind they bear, 
Fawn on their lords, and looks lefs horrid wear: 
But let the taſte of Naughter be renew'sd, 395 
And their fell jaws again with gore imbru'd; 
Then dreadfully their wakening furics riſe, 
And glaring fires rekindle in their eyes ; 
With wrathful roar their echoing dens they ter, 
And hardly cv'n the well-known keeper ſpare ; 
The ſhuddering keeper ſhakes, and ſtands aloof 


for fear. 


From friendſhip freed, and conſcious nature's tie, 


To undiſtinguiſh'd ſlaughters looſe they fly; 
With guilt avow'd their daring crimes advance, 
And ſcorn th” excuſe of ignorance and chance. 405 
Thoſe whom fo late their fond embraces preſt. 
The boſom's partner, and the welcome gucſt; 
Now at the board unhoſpitable bleed, 
While ſtreams of blood the lowing howl ſucceed. 
With groans at firſt cachdraws the glittering brand, 
And lingering death ſtops in th' unwilling hand: 
Till urg'd at length returning force they feel, 
And catch new courage from the murdering ſteel : 
Vengeance and hatred riſe with every blow, 
And blood paints every viſage like a foe. 415 
Uproar and horror through the camp abound, 
While impious ſons their mangled fathers wound, 
And, leſt the merit of the crime be loſt, 
With dreadful joy the parricide they boaſt ; 
Proud to their chiefs the cold pale heads they bear, 
The gore yet dropping from the ſilver hair. 421 
But thou, O Czſar! to the gods be dear! 
Thy pious merey well becomes their care; 
And though thy ſoldicr falls by treacherous peace, 
Be proud, and reckon this thy great ſucceſs. 425 
Not all thou ow'ſt to bountecus Fortunc's ſmile, 
Not proud Maſſilia, nor the Fharian Nile; 
Not the full conqueſt of Fharſalia's field, 
Could greater fame, or nobler trophies yield ; 
Thine and the cauſe of juſtice now are one, 430 
Since guilty flaughter brands thy fors alone. 
Nor dare the conſcious leaders longer weit, 
Or truſt to ſuch unhallow'd hands their fate : 
Aſtoniſh'd and diimay'd they ſhun the fight, 


And to Ilerda turn their haſty flight. 435 


But, ere their march atchicves its deſtin'd courſe, 


Preventing Caſar ſends the wing'd horde : 
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The if ſquadrons ſeize the appointed grou 
And hold their ſocs on hills encompaſs'd round. 
Pent up in barren heights, they ſtrive in vain 440 
Refreſhing ſprings and flowing ſtreams to gain; 
Strong hokile works their camp's extenſion ſtay, 

And deep-ſunk trenches intercept their way. 

Now deaths in uncxpeRed forms ariſe, 

Thirſt and pale famine ſtalk before their eyes. 445 
Shut up and cloſe beſieg d, no more they need 
The ſtrength or ſwiitneſs of the warlike Reed ; 
But doom the generous courſers all to bleed. 
Hopeleſs at length, and barr'd aroundfrom fli 


| Headlong theyruſh to arms, and urge the fight: 450 


But Cæſar, who with wary eyes beheld, 

With what determin'd rage they ſought the field, 
Reftrain'd his eager troops. Forbear, he cry'd, 
Nor let your ſword in madmen's blood be dy'd. 
But, fince they come devoted by deſpair, 

Since life is grown unworthy of their care, 
Since t is their time to die, t is our's to ſpare. 


1 Thoſe naked boſoms that provoke the foc, 


Wich greedy hopes of deadly vengeance glow ; 
M ith pleaſurc ſhall they meet the pointed ſteel, 460 
Nor ſmarting wounds, nor dying anguiſh feel, 
If while they bleed, your Ca ſar ſharcs the pain, 
And mourns his gallant friends among the ſlain, 
But wait awhile, this rage ſhall ſoon be paſt, 
This blaze of courage is too fierce to laſt ; 
This ardour for the fight ſhall faint away, 
And al this fond deſire of death decay 

He ſpoke; and at the word the war w:s ſtay'd, 
Till Phœbus fled from night's aſcending ſhade. 
Ev'n all the day, embattled on the plain, 470 
The raſh Petreians urge to arms in vain : 
At length the — began to ceaſe, 


465 


And waſting fury languiſh d into peace. 


Th' impatient arrogance of wrath declin'd, 

And ſlackening paſſions cool'd upon the mind. 47 
So when, the battle roaring loud around, 

Some warrior warm receives a fatal wound; 
While yet the griding ſword has newly paſt, 
And the firſt pungent pains and anguiſh luſt ; 
While full with Lte the turgid veſſels riſe, 4% 
And the warm juice the ſprightly nerve ſupplics; 
Each ſinewy limb with fiercer force is preſt, 
And rage redoubles in the burning breait : 
But if, as conſcious of th* advantage gain'd, 
The cooler victor ſtays his wrathful hand; 
Then ſinks his thrall with ebbing ſpirits low, 
The black blood ſtiſſens and forgets to flow; 
Cold damps and numbneſs cloſe the deadly ſtound, 
And ſtretch him pale and fainting on the ground. 
For water now on every ſide they try, 490 
Alike the ſword and delving ſpade employ ; 
Earth's boſom dark, laborious they explore, 
And ſearch the ſources of her liquid ſtore ; 
Decp in the hollow hill the well deſcends, 
Till level with the moiſter plain it erds. 
Not lower down from chearful day decline 
The pale Aſſyrians, in the golden mine. 

In vain the toil, no ſecret ſtreams are ſound 
To roll their murmuring tides beneath the ground; 
No burſting ſprings repay the workman's ſtroke, co 
Nor glittering guſh from out the wounded rock ; 
No ſweating caves in dewy droppings ſtand, 
Nor ſmalleſt rills run gurglivg o'cr the fare, 
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Sr.ent and exhauſted with the fruitleſs pain, 

{he fainting youth aſcent to light again. 5O5 
And now leſs patient of the drought they grow, 
Than in thoſe cooler depths of earth below; 

No ſavory viands crown the chearful board, 

Ev'n food for want of water ſtands abhorr'd ; 

To hunger's meagre refuge they retreat, 510 
And ſince they cannot drink, refuſe to eat. 
Where yielding clods a moiſter clay confeſs, 

With griping hands the clammy — they preſs; 
MWhere- c er the ſtanding puddle loathſome lies, 
Thither in cronds the thirſty ſoldier flies; 515 
Horrid to ſight, the miry filth they quaff, 
And drain with dying jaws the deadly draff. 
Some ſcek the beſtial mothers for ſupply, 
And draw the herds extended udders dry ; 
Till thirſt, unſated with the milky ſtore, $520 
With labouring lips drinks-in the putrid gore. 
Some ftrip the leaves, andſuck the morning dews; 
Some grind the bark, the woody branches bruile, 
And ſqueeze the ſaplings unconcocted juice. 

Oh happy thoſe, to whom the barbarous kings 
Left their envcnom'd floods, and tainted ſpriugs 
Cæſar be kind, and every bane prepare, 

Which Cretan rocks, or Lybian ſerpents bear: 
The Romans to thy poiſonous ſtreams ſhall fly, 
And, conſcious of the danger, drink, and die. 530 
With ſecret flames their withcring entrails burn, 
And fiery breathings from their lungs return; 
The ſhrinking veins contract their purple flood; 
And urge, laborious, on the beating blood ; 

The heaving ſighs through ſtraiter paſſes blow, 535 
And ſcorch the paiuful palatc as they go; 

The ay es rough tongue night's humid vapours 


ws, 
And reſtleſs rolls within the clammy jaws; 
With gaping mouths they wait the falling rain, 539 
And want thoſe floods that lately ſpread the plain. 
Vainly to heaven they turn their longing eyes, 
And fix them on the dry relentleſs ſkies. 
Nor here by ſandy Afric are they curſt, ' 
Nor Cancer's ſultry line inflames their thirſt ; 
But to enhance their pain, they view below, 545 
— lakes ſtand full, and plenteous rivers flow; 
een two ſtreams expires the panting hoſt, 
And in a had of wane zee thay ef. — 
Now preſt by pinching want's unequal weight, 
The vanquiſh'd leaders yield to adverſe fate: 550 
Rejecting arms, Afranius ſeeks relief, 
And ſues ſubmiſſive to the hoſtile chief. 
Foremoſt himſelf, to Cæſar's camp he leads 
His famiſh'd troops, a fainting band ſucceeds. 554 
At length, in preſence of the victor plac'd, b 
A fitting dignity his geſture grac'd, 5 
That ſpoke his preſent fortunes, and his paſt. 
With decent mixture in his manly mien, 
The captive and the general were ſcen : 
Then, with a free, ſecure, undaunted breaſt, 560 
For mercy thus his pious ſuit he preſt. | 
Had Fate and my ill fortune laid me low, 
Beneath the power of ſome ungenerous foe ; | 
My ſword hung ready to protect my fame, 
And this right hand lad ſav'd my ſoul from 
ſheme : 565 


© 


Nor ſhall our arms thy ſtronger fate delay, 
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But now with joy I bend my ſuppliant knee, 

Life is worth aſking, ſince t is given by thee. 
rler, 

No of thee, or of thy bold deſigns. 

War with its own occaſions came unſought, 570 
And found us on the fide for which we fought : 
True to our cauſe as beſt becomes the brave, 
Long as we could, we kept that faith we gave. 
574 
Behold! our yielding paves thy conquering way: 
The weſtern nations all at once we give, 

Securely theſe behind thee ſhalt thou leave; 
Here while thy full dominion ſtands confeſt, 
Receive it as an earneſt of the caſt. 579 
Nor this thy eaſy victory diſdain, 

Bought with n ſew ooo, vr hill of in 
Forgive the foes that ſi 

Nor is the boon for whi 


thy ſword a pain. 
we ſue too great, 


| The weary ſoldier begs a laſt retreat ; 


In ſome village, peaceful at the plough, 585 


poor 
Let them enjoy the life thou doſt beſtow. 


Think, in ſome field, among the lain we lic, 
And loſt to thy remembrance caſt us by. 
Mix not our arms in thy ſucceſsful war, 
Nor let thy captives in thy triumphs ſhare: 590 
Theſe ing bands their fate have try'd, 
And prov'd that fortune fights not on their fide. 
Guiltleſs to ceaſe from flaughter we implore, 
Let us not conquer with thee, and we alk no 
more. 
He ſaid. The victor with a gentler grace, 595 
And mercy ſoftening his ſeverer face, 
Bade his attending foes their fears diſmiſs, 
Go free from pun: and live in peace. 
The truce on equal terms at length agreed, 
The waters from the watchful guard are freed: 600 
Eager to drink, down ruſh the thirſty croud, 
Hang o'er the banks, and trouble all the flood. . 
Some, while too fierce thefatal — they drain, 
Forget the gaſping | that heave in vain ; 
No breathing airs the ing channels fill, 605 
But every ſpring of life at once ſtands ſtill. 
Some drink, nor yet the fervent peſt aſſwage, 
With wonted fires their bloated entrails rage ; 
With burſting ſides each bulk enormous heaves, 
While till for drink th' inſatiate fever craves. 610 
At length returning health diſpers d the pain, 
And luſty vigour ftrung the nerves again. 
Behold! ye Sons of Luxury, behold ! 
Who ſcatter in exceſs your laviſh gold ; 
You who the wealth of frugal ages waſte, 6135 
* indulge a wanton ſupercilious taſte : 
For whom all earth all ocean are explor'd, 


To ſpread the various proud voluptuous board: 


Bchold how little thrifty nature craves, 619 
And what a cheap relief the lives of thouſands 

ſaves! 
No coſtly wines theſe fainting legions know, 
Mark'd by old coniuls many a year ago; 
No waiting flaves the precious juices pour, 
From myrthine goblets, or the golden ore : 
But with pure draughts they cool the boiling blood, 
And ſeek their ſuccour trom the cryſtal flood. 626 
Who, but a wretch, would think it worth his care, 
The toils and wickedneſs of war to ſhare, 
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When all we want thus calily we find ? 

The ficld and river can ſupply mankind. 

Diſmiſs'd, and ſaſe from danger and alarms, 

The vanquiſh'd to the victor quits his arms ; 

Guiltleſs from camps, to citics he repairs, 

And in his native land forgets his cares. 
There in his mind he runs, 2 o'er 633 

The tedious toils and perils once he ; 

His ſpear and ſword of battle ſtand accurſt. 

He hates the weary march, and parching thirſt ; 

And wonders much, that c er with pious pain 

He pray'd ſo oft for victory in vain : 640 

For vi the curſe of thoſe that win, 

"The fatal end where ſtill new woes begin. 

Let the proud maſters of the horrid field 

Count all the gains their dire ſucceſſes yield; 644 

"Then let * think what wounds they yet muſt 

Ere they can fix revolving fortune's wheel ; 

As yet th' imperſect taſk by halves is done, 

Blood, blood remains, more battles muſt be won, 

Ard many a heavy labour undergone : 

Still conquering, to new guilt they ſhall ſucceed, 

Where-cver reſtleſs Fate and Cæſar lead. 651 

Ho happier lives the man to peace aſſign d, 

Amidſt this general ſtorm that wrecks mankind |! 

In his own quict houſe ordain'd to die, 

de hatin hs ans in which his bones ſhall lie. 

No trumpet warns him put his harneſs on, 

Though faint, and all with wearineſs fore-done : 

But when night falls, he lies ſecurely down, 

And calls the creeping flumber all his own. 

His kinder fates the warrior's hopes prevent, 660 

And ere the time, the wiſh'd diſmi ſcat; 

A lowly cottage, and atender wife, 

Receive him in his carly days of life ; 

His boys, a ruſtic tribe, around him play, 

And homely pleaſures wear the vacant day. 665 

No factious parties here the mind engage, 

Nor work th' imbitter'd paſſions up to rage; 

With equal eyes the hoſtile chiefs they view, 

To This their faith, to That their lives are due: 

To both obligedalike, no part they take, 670 

Nor vows for conqueſt, nor againſt it, 

Mankind's misfortuncs they behold from far, 

Plcas'd to ſtand neuter while the world's at war. 

But Fortune, bent to check the viRtor's pride, 

| In other lands foxſook her Caeſar's fide ; 675 

With changing cheer the fickle goddeſs frown'd, 

And for a whilc her favourite cauſe diſown'd. 

Where Adria's ſwelling ſurge Salonz laves, 

And warm lader rolls his gentle waves, 

Bold in the brave Curictan's warlike band, 630 

Antonius camps upon the utmoſt ſtrand : 

Begirt around by Pompey's floating power, 

He braves the navy from his welk-fenc'd ſhore. 

But while the diſtant war no more he fears, 

Famine, a worſe, reſiſtleſs foe, appears: 685 

No more the meads their graſſy paſture yield, 

Nor waving harveſts crown the yellow ficld. 

On every verdant leaf the hungry feed, 

And ſnatch the forage from the fainting ſteed; 

Ihen ravenous on their camp's defence they fall, 

And grind with greedy jaws the turfy wall. 691 

Ncur on the neighbouring coaſt at length they ſpy, 

Where Baſilus with ſocial fails draws nigh ; 
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While, led by Dolabcila's proud command, 

Their Cafar's legions ſpread th' Illyrian ſtrand : 

* with new hopes their hearts recoveriug 
at, 

Aim to elude the foe, and meditate retreat. 

Of wondrous form a vaſt machine they build, 
New, and unknown upon the floating field. 
Here, nor the keel its crooked length extends, c 
Nor o'er the waves the riſing deck aſcends ; 

By beams and grappling chains compacted ſtrong, 
Light fciffs, and caſks, two equal rows prolong : 
O'er theſe, of ſolid oak ſecurcly made, 

Stable and tight a flooring firm is laid ; 705 
Sublime, from hence, two planky towers on high, 
And nodding battlements the foc defy. 

Securely plac'd, each riſing range between, 

The luſty rower plics his taſk unſeen. 
Mean-while nor cars upon the ſides appear, 710 


Nor ſwelling ſails receive the driving air; 


But living ſcems the mighty maſs to ſweep, 
And glide ſelf-mov'd athwart the yielding deep. 
Three wondrous floats, of this enormous ſize, 
Soon by the ſkilful builder's craft ariſe ; 
The ready warriors all aboard them ride, 
And wait the return of the retiring tide. 
Backward at length revolving 'Tethys flows, 
And cbbing waves the naked ſands diſcloſe : 719 
Straight by the ſtream the lanching piles are born, 
Shields, ſpears, and helms, their nodding towers 
adorn ; 
Threatening they move in terrible array, 
And to the deeper occan bend their way. 
Octavius now, whoſe naval powers command 
Adria's rude ſeas, and wide Illyria's ſtrand, 725 
Full in their courſe his fleet advancing ſtays, 
And each impatient combatant delays : 
To the blue offing wide he ſeems to bear, 
Hopeful to draw th' unwary veſlels near; | 
Aloof he rounds them, eager on his prey, 730 
And tempts them with an open roomy ſea. 
Thus, when the wily huntſman ſpreads his nets, 
And with his ambient toil the woods beſets; 
While yet his buſy hands, with ſkilful care, 
The meſhy hayes and forky props prepare ; 
Ere yet the deer the painted plumage ſpy, 
Snuff the ſtrong odour from afar, and fly ; 
His mates, the Cretan hound and Spartan bind, 
And muzzle all the loud Moloſſian kind; 
The queſter only to the wood they looſe, 
Who ſilently the tainted track ues : 
Mute ſigns alone the conſcious haunt betray, 
While a d he points, and trembles to the prey. 
T was at the ſcaſon when the fainting light, 
Juſt in the evening's cloſe, brought on the night : 
When the tall towery floats their iſle forſook, 7 46 
And to the ſea their courſe, adventurous, took. 
But now the fam'd Sicilian pirates, fkill'd 
In arts and warfare of the liquid ficld, 
Their wonted wiles and ſtratagems provide, 750 
To aid their great —8 vp victor's ſide. 
Beneath the glaſſy ſurface of the main, 
From rock to rock they ſtretch a ponderous chai” 
Looſely the flacker links ſuſpended flow, 
T enwrap the driving fabrics as they go. 755 
Urg'd from within, and wafted by the tide, 
Smooth o'er the boom the firſt and ſecond glide ; 
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The third the guiletul latent chain enſolds, 

And in hi- itecly graſp entwining holds: 

From the tall rocks the ſhouting victors roar, 760 
And drag the reſty captive to the ſhore. 

For ages paſt an ancient cliff there ſtood, 

Whuec — Via ing brow hung threatening o'er the 


A verdant grove was on the ſummit plac'd, 

And o'er the waves a gloomy ſhadow caſt; 765 

While near the baſe wild hollows ſink below, 

There —— huge ſcas, and bellowing tempeſts 

Thither wharc'er the greedy waters drown, 

The ſhipwreck and the driving corpſe, are thrown: 

Anon the gaping gulph the ſpoil reſtores, 770 

And from his loweſt depths loud-ſpouting pours. 

Not rude Charybdis roars in ſounds like theſe, 

When thundering, with a burſt, ſhe ſpews the 
foamy ſeas. 

Hither, with warlike Opitergians ſraught, 

The third ill-fated priſoner float was brought; 5/5 

The foe, as at a ſignal, ſpeed their way, 

And haſte to compals in the deſtin d prey ; 

The crouding ſails from every ſtation , 

While arm'd bands the rocks and ſhores poſſeſs 

Too late the chicf, Vulteius, found the ſnare, 785 

And ſtrove to burſt the toil with fruitleſs care: 

Driv'n by deſpair at length, nor thinking yet 

Which way to fight, or whither to retreat, 

He _ upon the ſoe; and though diſtreſt, 

By wiles intangled, and by crouds oppreſt, 

With ſcarce a ſingle cohort to his aid, " 

Againſt the gathering hoſt a ſtand he made. 

Fierce was the combat ſought, with laughter 


great, 
Though thus an odds unequally they meet, | 
But hay a thouſand match'd, a ſhip againſt a 

cet. 

But ſoon on duſky wings aroſe the night, 791 
And with her friendly ſhade reſtrains the fight ; 
The combatants from war conſentiag ceaſe, 
And paſs the hours of darkneſs o'cr in peace. 

When to the ſoldier, anxious for his fate, 795 
And doubtful what ſucceſs the dawn might wait, 
The brave Vultcius thus his ſpeech addreſt, 

And gr” ks the cares of every beating 
reaſt. 

My gallant friends! whom our hazd fates decree, 
This night, this ſhort night only, to be free ; 850 
Think what remains to do, but think with hafte, 
Ere the brief hour of liberty be paſt. 

Perhaps reduced to this ſo hard extreme, 

Too ſhort, to ſurac, the date of life may ſeem; 

Yet know, brave youths, that none untimely all, 

hom death obeys, and comes but when they call. 

Iis true, ng rcighbouring danger waits us 

nigh; | 

We meet but that from which we cannot fly; 

Yet think not but with equa! praiie we die. 

Dark and uncertain is man's future doom, 810 | 

1 years, or only moments, are to come: | 

Alis but dying; he who gives an hour, 

Or he who gives an age, gives all that's in his 
power. 

dooncr, or late, all mortals know the grave, 


Our pious honour, and 


POEMS. 107 


Behold, where waiting round, yon hoſtile band, 
| Our ſellow- citizens, our lives demand. 
1 Prevent we then their cruel hands, and bleed; 
| Tis but to do what is too ſure decreed, 

And where our fate would drag us on, to lead. 
A great conſpicuous laughter ſhall we yield, 827 
Nor lie the of a common field : 
Where one ignoble heap conſounds the lain, 
And men, and beaſts, promiſcuous ſtrow the plain. 
Plac'd on this float by ſome diviner hand, 825 
| As on a ſtage, far public view we Hand. 
Illyria's neighbouring ſhores, her iſles around, 
And every cliff, with gazers ſhall be crown'd; 
The ſeas, and earth, our virtue ſhall proclaim, 
And ſtand eternal vouchers for our fame; $830 
Alike the ſoes and fellows of our cauſe, 
Shall merk the deed, and join in vaſt applauſe. 
Bleſt be thou, fortune, that has mark*d us forth, 
A monument of uncxamplcd worth 
To lateſt times our ſtory ſhall be told, 835 
Ev'n rais d — 22 names of old. 
Diſtinguiſh'd praiſe crown our daring youth, 

unſhaken truth. 

Mean is our offering, Cæſar, we confeſs : 
For ſuch « chief, what ſoldier can do leſs? $840 
Vet oh! this ſaithful pledge of love receive! 
Take it, t is all that captives have to give. 
Oh! that, to make the victim yet ore dear, 
Our aged fires, our children had been here: 


' 
' 


- 
l 


| Then with full horror ſhould the flav;chter riſe, 845 


And blaſt our paler foes' aſtoniſh*4 cycs; 

Till, aw'd beneath that ſcorn of death we wear, 

They bleſs the tice our ſellows *ſcap'd their 
ſnare : p 

Till with mean tcars our fate the cowards mourn, 

And tremble at the rage at which we burn. $50 

Perhaps they mean our conſtant ſouls to try, 

Whether for life and peace we may comply. 

Oh! grant, ye gods! their offers may be great, 

That we may gloriouſly diſdain to treat, 

That this laſt proof of virtue we may give, 855 

And ſhew we dic not now, becauſe we could not 

live. | 

That valour to no common heights muſt riſe, 

Which hc, our god-like chicf himſelf, ſhall prize. 

Immortal ſhall our truth for ever ſtar d, | 

if Cæſar thinks this little ſaithful band : 

A loſs, amidſt the hoſt of his command. 

For me, my friends, my fix'd reſolve is ta'en, 

And fate, or chance, may profier life in vain ; 

I ſcorn whateyer ſafety they provide, 

And caſt the worthleſs trifling thought aſide. 865 

The ſacred rage of death devours me whole, 

| Reigns in my heart, and triumphs in my ſoul : 

I ſee, I reach the period of my woe, 

And taſte thoſe joys the dying only know. 

Wiſely the gods conceal the wondrous good, 870 


] Leſt man no longer mould endure his load; 


Leſt every wretch like me from life ſhould fly, 
Scize his own happineſs himſelf, and die. 

He ſpoke. The band his potent tongue confeſt, 
And gencrous ardour burn'd in every breaſt. 875 
No longer now they view, with watery cycs, 
The 1wift revolving circle of the xics; 


; 


BL do choc cath diflinguiſhes the brave, £75 
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No longer think the ſetting ſtars in haſte, 

Nor wonder flow Biotes moves ſo faſt ; 

But with high hearts cxulting all, and gay, 880 
They wiſh for light, and call the tardy day. 


's chains they chooſe to wear, 
And captive life to inſtant death prefer. 895 


Reſolv'd, and ſelf-determin'd to their doom; 
Alike diſdain the threat of the war, yoo 
And all the flattering wiles their foes prepare. 
Calmly the numerous legions round they view, 
At once by land and ſea the fight renew ; 
Relief, or friends, or aid, expect they none, 
But fix one certain truth in death alone. 905 
In oppoſition firm awhile they ſtood, 
But ſoon were ſatisſy d with hoſtile blood. 
Then turning from the foc, with gallant pride, 
Is there a generous youth { Vultcius cry'd) 
Whoſe —_ ſword may pierce your leader's 
Ile ſaid; and at the word, from every part, 911 
A hundred pointed w reach'd his heart; 
Dying he prais'd them all, but him the chief, 
Whoſe duty brought the firſt relief: 
Deep in his breaſt he plung d his deadly blade, 915 
And with a grateful firoke the friendly gift 
repay'd. 

At m—_ ruſh, at once to death they fly, 
And on each other's ſword alternate de, 
Greedy to make the miſchief all their own, 

And arrogate the guilt of war alone. 920 
A fate like this did Cadmus* harveſt prove, 

When mortally the carth-born brethren ſtrove ; 

When by each other's hands of life bereft, 

An omen dire to future Thebes they left. 

Such was the rage inſpired the Colchian foes, 925 

When from the dragon's wondrous tecth they 

roſe ; 

When urg d by charms, and magic's myſtic power, 

They dy'd their native ſield with ſtreaming gore; 

Till ev'n the fell enchantreſs ſtood dilmay'd, 

And wonder'd at the miſchicfs which ſhe made. 

Furies more fierce the dying Romans feel, 931 

And with brave breaſts provoke the lingering tec]; 

With ſond embraces catch the deadly darts, 

And preſs them plunging to their pantiag hearts. 

No wound imperſect, for a ſecond calls; 935 

With certain aim the ſure deſtruct ion ſalls. 

This latt beſt gift, tliis one unerring low, 

dires, Tons, ane brothers, mutually beſtow; 


. 


| 


| 
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Nor piety, nor fond remorſe prevail, 
And if they fear, they only fear to fail. 949 
Here with red ſtreams the bluſhing waves they 


Here daſh their entrails in the main. 
Here with a laſt diſdain they view the ſkies, 


Shut out heaven's hated light with ſcornful eyes, 

And, with inſulting joy the victor foe deſpiſc. 

At length the heapy flaughter roſe on high, 946 

The hoſtile chiefs the purple pile deſcry ; 

And while the laſt accuſtom d rites they give, 

Scarcely the unexampled deed believe : 

Much they admire a faith by death approv'd, go 

And wonder lawleſs power could cer be thus 

| belov'd. 

Wide through mankind eternal fame diſplays 

This harpy crew, this ſingle veſſel's praiſe. 

1 the ſtory of the godlike rage 

Is loſt, upon a vile, degenerate age; 

The baſe, the flaviſh world will not be x 

With how much eaſe their freedom may be 
bought. 

Still arbitrary power on thrones commands, ; 


a 


Still liberty is gall'd by tyrants bands, 

And ſwords in vain are truſted to our hands. 
Oh] death! thou pleaſing end of human woe, 961 
Thou cure for life, thou greateſt good below ; 
Still may ſt thou fly the coward and the flave, 
And thy ſoft ſlumbers only bleſs the brave. 

Nor war's pernicious God leſs havoc yields, 96g 
Where ſwarthy Libya ſpreads her ſun-burnt fields. 
For Curio now the ſtretching canvas ſpread, 

And from Sicilian ſhores his navy led; 

To Afric's coaſt he cuts the ſoamy way, 

Where low the once victorious Carthage lay. 970 

There landing, to the well-known camp he hies, 

Where from afar the diſtant ſeas he ſpies ; 

Where Bagrada's dull waves the ſands divide, 

And flowly downward roll their ſluggiſh tide. 

From thence he ſecks the heights renown'd by 
fame, ' 

And hallow'd by the great Cornelian name: 976 

The rocks and hills which long traditions ſay, 

Were held by huge Antzus' horrid fway. 

Here, as, by chance, he lights upon the place, 

Curious he tries the reverend tale to trace. 980 

Vhen thus, in ſhort, the ruder Libyans tell, 

What from their fires they heard, and how the 
caſe beſel: | | 

The tecming earth, for ever freſh and young, 


Yer, aſter many a giant ſun, was ſtrong ; 


She brought her youngeſt-born Antæus forth. 986 
Of all the dreadiul brood which erſt fl.: bore, 

In none the fruitiul beldame glory'd more: 
Happy for thoſe above ſhe brought him not, 

Till after Vhegra's doubtful field was fought. 990 
1 hat this, ber darling, might in force excel, 
A gift ſhe gave: whene'er to earth he fell, 
Recruited ſtrength he from his parent drew, 
And every ſlackening nerve was ſtrung ancw. 
un cave his den lic made; where oft for food, 993 
* i, \natch'd the mother licn's horrid brocd. 


| Torn ſrom the tiger, or the ſrot: ad prtd; 


When labouring, here, with the prodigious birth, 


Nor leaves, nor ſhaggy hides, his covch prepar'd, 
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But ſtretch'd along the naked earth he lies: 

New vigour {till the native earth ſupplies. 1000 
Whate'er he mects, his ruthleſs hands invade, 
Strong in himſclf, without his mother's aid. 

The ſtrangers that unknowing ſeek the ſhore, 
Soon a worſe ſhipwreck on the land deplore. 1004 
Dreadful to all, with matchleſs might he reigns, 
Robs, ſpoils, and maſſacres the ſimple ſwains, 5 
And all unpeopled lie the Libyan plains. 

At length, around the trembling nations ſpread, 
Fame of the to Alcides fled. 

The Godlike Hero, born, y | ps 1010 
To ſet the ſeas, and earth, monſters free; 
Hither in gencrous pity bent his courſe, 

And ſet himſelf to prove the giant's force. 

Now met, the combatants for fight provide, 
And either doffs the lion's yellow hide. 1015 
Bright in Olympic oil Alcides ſhone, 

Antæus with his mother's duſt is ftrown, : 

And ſecks her friendly force to aid his own. 

Now ſeizing fierce their graſping hands they mix, 

And labour on the ſwelling throat to fix; 1020 

Their finewy arms are writh'd in many a ſold, 

And, front to front, they threaten ſtern and bold. 

Unmatch d before, each bends a ſullen frown, 

To find a force thus equal to his own. 

At length the godlike victor Greek prevailed, 1025 

Nor yet the ſoe with all his force aſſail'd. 

Faint dropping ſweats bedew the monſter's brows, 

And panting thick with heaving ſides he blows ; 

His trembling head theflackening nervesconfcſs'd, 

And from the hero ſhrunk his yielding breaſt. 1030 

The conqueror purſues, his arms entwine, 

Infe{ding gripe, and ſtrain his craſhing chine, | 

While his broad knee bears forceful on his groin. 

At once his faltcring fcet from earth he rends, 

And on the ſands his mighty length extends. 1035 

The parent earth her vanquiſh'd ſon deplores, 

And with a touch his vigour loſt reſtores : 

From his faint limbs the clammy dew ſhe drains, 

And with freſh ſtreams recruits his ebbing veins ; 

Ihe muſcles ſwell, the hardening finews riſe, 1040 

And burſting from th Herculean graſp he flies. 

Aſtoniſh'd at the ſight Alcides ſtood ; 

Nor more he wonder'd, when in Lerna's flood 

The dreadful ſnake her falling heads rencw d. 

Of all his various labours none was ſeen 1045 

With equal joy by heaven's unrighteous queen ; 

Pleas'd the beheld, what toil, what pains he 
prov'd, 

He who had borne the weight of heaven unmor'd. | 

Sudden again upon the foe he flew, 

The falling foe to earth for aid withdrew; 1050 

The earth again her fainting ſon ſupplics, 

And with redoubled forces bids him riſe : 

Her vital powers to ſuccour him ſhe ſends, 

And carth herſeli with Herculcs eontends. 

Conſcious at length of ſuch unequal fight, 1055 

And that the parent touch renew'd his might, 

Lo longer ſhalt thou fall, Alcides cry'd, | 

Fleacetorth the combat ſtanding ſhall be try'd ; 

If thou wilt jcan, to me alone incline, 

And reſt upon no other breaſt but mine. 1060 

Ae Fair ; and as he ſaw the monſter ſtoop, 

WI naughty arazs oft he roars ln up: 


i 
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No more the diſtant earth her ſon ſupplies, 
Lock d in the hero's ſtrong embrace he lies; 

Nor thence diſmiſs'd, nor truſted to the ground, 
Till death in every frozen limb was found. 1066 

Thugs, fond of tales, our anceſtors of old 

The ſtory to their children's children told; 

From thence a title to the land they gave, 

And call'd this hollow rock Antzus' cave. 1070 
But greater deeds this riſing mountain grace, 
And Scipio's name ennobles much the place; 
While, fixing here his famous camp, he calls 
Fierce Hannibal from Rome's devoted walls: 

As yet the mouldering works remain in view, 1075 
Where dreadful once the Latian cagles flew. 

Fond of the prof; victorious name, 

And truſting fortune would be ſtill the ſame, 

Hither his hapleſs enfigns Curio leads, 

And here his inauſpicious camp he ſpreads. 1080 

A fierce ſuperior foc his arms provoke, 

And rob the hills of all their ancient luck. 

O'er all the Roman powers in Libya's land, 

Then Atius Varus bore ſupreme command ; 

Nor truſting to the Latian ſtrength alone, 1085 

With foreign force he fortificd his on; 

Sum mon'd the ſwarthy monarchs all from far, 

And call'd remoteſt Juba forth to war. 

O' er many a country runs his wide command; 

To Atlas huge, and Gades' weſtern ſtrand; 1090 

From thence to horned Ammon's fane renown'd, 

And the waſte Syrt's unhoſpitable bound : 

Southward as far he reigns and rules alone 

The ſultry regions of the burning zone. 

With him, unnumber d nations march along, 1095 

Th' Atololes with wild Numidians throng ; 

The tough Getulian, with his ruder ſteed ; 

Ihe Moor reſembling India's ſwarthy breed; 

Poor Naſamons, and Garamant ines join'd, 

With ſwift Marmaridans that match'd the wind; 

The Mazax, bred the trembling dart to tlirow, 1101 

Sure as the ſhaft that leaves the Parthian bow: 

With theſe Maſſilia's nimble horſemen ride, 

They, not the bit, nor curbing rein provide, 

But with light rods the well-taught cuurſer 
guide. 

From lonely cots the Libyan hunters came, 

Who ſtill unarm'd invade the ſavage game, 

And with ſpread mant les tawny lions tame. 

But not Rome's fate, nor civil rag: alone, 
Incite the monarch Poraper's cauſe to own ; 1119 
Stung by reſentiuig wrath, the war he ſought, 
And deep diſpleaſures pait by Curio wrought. 
He, when the tribunc's ſacred power he gain'd, 
When juſtice, Jaws, and gods were all prophan'd, 
At Juba's ancient ſccptre aim'd his hate, 311; 
And ftrove to rub lam: of his royal feat : 

From a juſt prince wonld tear his native right, 
While Rome was made u flave to lawleſs might. 
The king, revoiving cauſes from afar, 

Looks on himſelſ as party to the war. 1120 
That grudge, too well remembering, Curio knew ; 
To this he joins, his troops to Ceſar new, 

None of thoſe old experienc'd faithful bands, 
Nurs'd in his fear, aad bred to his commands. 
But a looſe, neutral, light, uncertain train, 112 ; 
Late with Corfrium's captive ſatreſs ta'en, 
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That wavering pauſe, and doubt for whom to 


Sworn to both ſides, and true to both alike. 
The careful chief beheld, with anxious heart, 
The faithleſs centinels each night deſert: 1130 
Then thus, reſolving, to himſelf he cry d, 

By daring ſhews our greateſt fears we hide: 
"Then let me hafte to bid the battle join, 

And lead my army, while it yet is mine; : 
Leiſure and thinking ſtill to change incline. 

Let war, and action, auſy thought control, 1136 
And find a full employment for the ſoul. 

When with drawn ſwords determined ſoldiers 


ſtand, 

When ſhame is loſt, and fury prompts the hand, 
What reaſon then find a time to panſe, I140 
To weigh the differing chiefs, and juſter cauſe ? 
That cauſe ſeems only juſt for which they fight, 
Fach likes his own, and all are in the right. 
On terms like theſe, within th' appointed 
Bold i i face: 


1145 
Unknowing why, like ficrceſt foes 


they greet, 


— And only hate, and kill, becauſe they meet. 


He ſaid; and rung d his troops upon the plain, 
While Fortune met him with a "> = Tra 0m 
Covering her malice keen, and all his ſuture 


Before him Varus vanquiſh'd legions yield, 
And with diſhoneſt flight forſake the field; 
Expos'd to ſhameful wounds their backs he views, 
And to their the fearful rout purſues. 

Juba with joy the mournful news receives, 1755 
And haughty in his own ſucceſs believes, 
Careful his foes in error to maintain, 
And till them confident and vain; 
Silent he marches on in ſecret ſort, 
And keeps his numbers cloſe frem loud report. 
Sabbura, great in the Numidjan race, 1164 
And ſecond to their ſwarthy king in place, 
Firſt with a choſen flender band precedes, 
And ſeemingly the force of Juba leads : 
While hidden he, the prince himſelf remains, 1165 
And in a ſecret vale his hoſt conſtrains. 
Thus oft th' Ichneumon, on the banks of Nile, 
Invades the deadly Aſpic by a wile ; 
While artfully his lender tail is play'd, 
The ſerpent darts upon the dancing ſnade; 1170 
Then turning on the foe with ſwift ſurprize, 
Full at his throat the nimble ſeizer flies: 
The gaſping ſnake expires beneath the wound, ? 


His guiſhing jaws with poiſonous floods abound, 
And ſhed the fruitleſs miſchief on the ground. 
Nor fortune fail'd to favour his intent, 1176 
But crown'd the ſraud with proſperous event. 
Curio, unknowing of the hoſtile power, | 
Commands his horſe the doubtful plain to our, 
And ev'n by night the regions round explore. 
Himſelf, though oft forewarn'd by friendly carc, 
Of Punic frauds, and danger to beware, 

Soon as the dawn of carly day was broke, 

His camp, with all the moving foot, forſook. 

It ſeem'd, neceſſity inſpir d the deed, 1185 
And fate requir'd the daring youth ſhould blecd. 
War, that curſt war which he himſelf begun, 
% death and ruin drove him headlong on. 
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* 
{ Till, from afar, at length the hills diſcloſe, 1191 
Aſſembling on their heights, his diſtant foes. 
Oft haſty flight with ſwift retreat they feign, 
To draw th unwary Icader to the plain. 
He, raſh and i t of Libyan wiles, 1193 
Wide o'er the naked champain ſpreads his files; 
When, ſudden, all the circling mountains round 
With numberleſs Numidians thick are crown'd; 
At once the rifing ambuſh ſtands confeſs'd, 
And dread ſtrikes cold on every Romanbreaſt.12c0 
Helpleſs they view th' impending danger nigh, 
Nor can the valiant fight, nor coward fly. 
The weary horſe neglects the trumpet's ſound, 
Nor with impatient ardour paws the ground; 
No more he champs the bit, nor tugs the rein, 1205 
Nor pricks his ears, nor ſhakes his lowing mane : 
With foamy ſweat his ſmoaking limbs are ſpread, 
And all o'er-labour'd bangs his heavy head; 
nt, 298 with pantings thick, his breath he 
ws, 
While ropy filth begrimes his clarimy jaws ; 1210 
Careleſs the rider's heartening voice he hears, 
And motianleſs the wounding fpur he bears. 
At length, by ſwords and goading darts compell'd, 
Droniſh he drags his load acroſs the field ; 
Nor once attempts to charge, but drooping 
To bear his dying lord amidſt his foes. 1216 
Not ſo the Libyans fierce their onſet make; 
With thundering hoofs the ſandy ſoil they ſl:ake; 
Thick o'er the battle wavy clouds ariſe, 
As when through Thrace, Biſtonian Boreas flies, ( 
5 day in dult, and darkens all the 
ies. 
And now the Lat:an foot encompaſs'd round, 
Are maſſacred, and trodden to the ground; 
None in reſiſtance vainly their might, 
But death is all the buſineſs of the fight. 1225 
Thicker than hail the ſteely ſhowers deſcend ; 
Beneath the weight the falling Romans bend. 
On every ſide the ſhrinking front grows lefs, 
And to the centre madly all they preſs : 
Fear, uproar, and diſmay, increaſc the cry, 1236 
| Cruſhing, and crufh'd, an arm d croud they die 
Ev'n thronging on their fellows ſwords they run, 
And the foc's buſineſs by themſelves is done. 
But the fierce Moors diſdain a croud ſhould ſhare, 
The praiſe of conqueſt, or the taik of war: 1235 
Rivers of blood they wiſh, and bills of lain, 
| With mangled carcaſes to ſtrow the plain. 
Genius of Carthage! rear thy drooping hcad, 
And view thy ficlds with Roman laughter ſpread. 
Behold, oh Hannibal, thou hoſtile ſhade ! 
A large amends by fortune's hand is made, 
And the loſt Punic blood is well repay'd. 
Thus do the gods the cauic of Pompey bleſs ? 


Thus! is it thus, they give our arms ſucceſs ? 


Take, Afric, rather take the horrid good, 1245 

And make thy own advantage of our blood. 
The duſt, at length, in crumſon floods was laid, 

And Curio now the dreadful field ſurvey'd. 

He ſaw 't was loſt, and knew in vain to ſtrive, 

| Yet bravely ſcern'd to fly, or to jurvive; 1252 


In 
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And though thus driven to death, he met it well, 
And in a croud of dying Romans fell. 

Now what avail thy 
Thy reſtleſs mind that ſhock thy country's frame ; 
Thy moving tongue that knew ſo well to charm, 
And urge the madding multitude to arm? 1256 
What boots it, to have ſold the Senate's right, 
And driven the furious leaders on to fight ? 
Thou the firſt victim of thy war art flain, 
Nor ſhalt thou ſee Pharſalia's fatal plain. 1260 
Behold ! ye potent troublers of the ſtate, 
What wretched ends on curſt ambition wait ! 
See ! where a prey, unbury'd Curio les, 
To every fowl that wings the Libyan ſkies. 
Oh! were the gods as gracious as ſevere, 1265 
Were liberty, like vengeance, ſtill their care; 
Then, Rome ! what days, what people might il 

thou ſce 


If Providence would equally decree, 
To puniſh tyrants, and preſerve thee ſree. 

Nor yet, oh generous Curio! ſhall my verſe, 
Forget, thy praiſe, thy virtues, to rehearſe : 1271 
Thy virtues, which with cnvious time ſhall ſtrive, 
And to ſucceeding ages long ſurvive. 

In all our mother's tribes, before, 

A ſon of nobler hope ſhe never bore : 1275 

A ſoul more bright, more great, ſhe never knew, 

While to thy country's intereſt thou wert true. 

But thy bad fate o'er-rul'd by native worth, 

And in an age abandon'd brought thee forth ; 

When Vice in triumph through the city paſs'd, 

And dreadful wealth and power laid all things 

The ſweeping ſtream thy better purpoſe croſs d, 

And in the headlong torrent wert thou loſt. 

Much to the ruin of the ſtate was done, 

When Curio by the Gallic ſpoils was won ; 

* and her moſt worthy 
on. 

Tyrants of old, whom former times record, 

Who * ravag'd with the murdcring 
word. 

Sylla whom ſuch unbounded power made proud; 

Marius, and Cinna, red with Roman blood; 1290 

Ev'n Cæſar's mighty race who lord it now, 

Before whoſe throne the ſubject nations bow, 

A!l bought that power which laviſh Curio ſold, 

Curio, who barter'd liberty for gold. 


LUCAN's PHARSALIA. 
BOOK V. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


In Epirus the conſuls aſſemble the ſenate, ⁊c ho unani- 
mouſly appoint Pompry general of the war againſt 
Caſar, and decree public thanks to the ſeveral princes 
and flates wvbo aſſiſted the comme v e ii. Appius, 
at that time pretor of Achaia, conſults the Oracle of 
Delpbos, concerning the event of the civil war. And, 
pon this occaſion, the port goes into a digreſſion con- 
corning the origin, the manner of th: delivery, and 
e prqſent ſilence of that evale. From Spain, Ceſar 


popular arts and ſame, 
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returns into Italy, where be quells a muliny in bis 
army, and puniſbes the offenders. From Placentia, 
where this diſorder be ordered them te 
march to B ; where, after a ſhort turn to 
Rome, and aſſuming be conſulſhip, 1 the 
upreme power, be joins them himſelf. From Brun- 
— though it 22 the middle of winter, be 
tranſports part of bis army by ſea to Epirus, and 
lands at Palefle. Pompey. who then lay about 
Candavia, bearing of Caeſar's arrival, and being in 
pain for um, ma that way : on the 
banks of the river Apſus, they met and incamped 
cloje together. Ceſar was not yet joined by that 
part of bis troops which be bad left b. hind him af 
Brundufuum, under the command of Mark Anthony: 
and being uneaſy at bis delays leaves his camp by 
night, and ventures over a tem s ſea in a ſmall 
bark to haſlen the tranſjort. Upon Caſar joining 
his forces together, Pompey perceived thot the war 
70 0. l now probably be ſoon decided by a battle; and 
upon that conſideration, reſolved to ſend bis wife to 
expect the event at Lee. Their partiug, which 
is extremely moving, concludes this beok. 


US, equal fortune holds a while the ſcale, 

And bids the leading chiefs by turns prevail, 
In doubt the goddeſs, yct, their fate detains, 
And keeps them for Emathia's fatal piains. 
And now the ſetting Pleiades grew low, 5 
The hills ſtood hoary in December's ſnow ; 
The ſolemn ſeaſon was approaching near, 
When other names renew'd the Faſti wear, ? 
And double Janus leads the coming year. 
The conſuls, while their rods they yet retain'd, 10 
While, yet ſome ſhew of li remain'd, 
With miſſives round the ſcatter'd father: greet, 
And in Epirus bid the ſcnate meet. 
There the great rulers of the Roman ſtate, 
In foreign ſeats, conſulting, meanly ſate. 15 
No face of war the grave aſſembly wears, 
But civil power in pcaceſul pomp appears : 
The purple order to their place reſort, 
While waiting lictors guard the crouded court. 
No faction theſe, nor party, ſeem to be, 20 
But a full ſenate, legal, juſt, and free. 
Great, as he is, here Pompey ſtands confeſt 


A private man, and one among the reſt. 


Their mutual groans, at length, and murmurs 
ceaſe, 
And every mournful ſound is huſh'd in peace; 25 
When from the conſular diſtinguiſh'd throne, 
Sublimely rais'd, thus Lentulus begun. 

If yet our Roman virtue is the ſamc, 
Yet worthy of the race from which we came, 
And cmulates our great ſorciathers name, 

Let not our thoughts, by ſad remembrance led, 3 
Bewail thoſe captive walls from whence we fled. 
This time demands that to ourſclves we turn, 
Nor, fathers, have we leiſure now to mourn ; 
But Jet each early care, each honeſt heart, 35 
Our ſenate's ſacred dignity aſſert. 

To all around proclaim it, wide and near, 

That power which kings obey, and nations er, 
That only legal power of Rome, is here. 

For whether to the Northern Bear we go, 49 
Where pale ſhe glitters dcr eternal ſnow ; 


\ 
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Or whether in thoſe ſultry climes we burn, 
Where night and day, with equal hours return ; 
The world ſhall ſtill acknowledge us its head, 
And empire follow whereſo'er we lead. 
When Gallic flames the burning city felt, 
At Veiz Rome with her Camillus dwelt. 
Beneath forfaken roofs proud Cæſar reigns, 
Our vacant courts, and ſilent laws conſtrains ; 
While flaves obedient to his tyrant will, 
Outlaws, and profligates, his ſenate fill; 
With him a baniſh'd guilty croud appear, 
All that are juſt and innocent are here. 
Diſpers'd by war, though guiltleſs of its crimes, 
Our or der yielded to theſe impious times; 55 
At length returning each from his retreat, 
In happy hour the ſcatter d members meet. 
The gods and fortune greet us on the way, 
And with the world loſt Italy 
Upon Illyria's favourable coaſt, 
Vulteius with his furious band are loſt; 
While in bold Curio, on the Libyan plain, 
One half of Czſar's ſenators lie lain. 
March then ye warriors, ſecond fate's deſign, 
And to the leading gods your ardour join, 63 
With equal conſtancy to battle come, 
As when you ſhunn'd the foe, and left your native 
Rome. 
The period of the conſuls power is near, 
Who yield our Faſces with the ending year: 
But you, ye fathers, whom we ſtill obey, 
Who rule mankind with undetermin'd ſway, 
Attend the public weal, with faithful care, 
And bid our greateſt Pompey lead the war. 

In loud applauſe the pleas d aſſembly join, 
And to the glorious taſk the chief aſſign: 75 
His country's fate they truſt to him alone, 

And bid him fight Rome's battles, and his own. 
Next, to their friends their thanks are dealt around, 
And ſome with gifts, and ſome with praiſe are 
crown'd : | 
Of theſe the chief are Rhodes, by Phœbus lov'd, 
And Sparta rough, in virtue's lore approv'd. 81 
Of Athens much they ſpeak ; Maſſilia's aid 
Is with her parent Phocis' freedom paid. 
Deiotarus his truth they much commend, 
Their ſtill unſhaken faithful Aſian friend. 
Brave Cotis and his valiant ſon they grace, 
With bold Rhaſipolis from ſtormy "Thrace, 
While gallant Juba juſtly is decreed 
To his paternal ſccptre to ſucceed. 
And thou too, Ptolemy (unrightcous fate !) 
--Wert rais'd unworthy to the regal ſtate ; 
The crown upon thy pcrjur'd temples ſhone, 
"That once was borne by Philip's godlike ſon. 
O'er Egypt ſhakes the boy his cruel ſword : 
(Oh! that he had been only Egypt's lord!) 95 
But the dire gift more dreadful miſchiefs wait, 
While Lago's ſceptre gives him Pompeyꝰ's fate : 
Preventing Cæſar's, and his ſiſter's hand, 
He ſeiz'd his icide, and her command. 

'Th* aſſembly roſe, and all on war intent 100 
Buſtle to arms, and blindly wait th' event. 
Appius alone, impatient to be taught 
With what the threatening future tunes were 

fraught, 
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70 


85 


90 


And heals the barren land, and peſtilential air. 


| 


POEMS 
With buſy curioſity explores 


The dreadful ſe =_— po may {cory To; 
ToDe ſtraight he flies, where 
In ſilence had — beds A 
His oracles 1 to ceaſe, 
And the ic virgin liv'd in peace, 
Between the ruddy weſt and eaſtern ſkies, 112 
In the mid-carth Parnaſſus tops ariſe : 
To Phabus, and the chearful god of wine, 
Sacred in common ſtands the hill divine. 113 
Still as the third revolving year comes round, 
The Mznades, with leafy chaplets crown'd, 
The double deity in ſolemn ſongs reſound. 
When, o'er the world, the deluge wide wa 
ſpread, 
This only mountain rear'd his lofty head ; 
One riſing rock, preſerv'd, a bound was given, 
Between the vaſty deep, and ambient heaven. 129 
Here, to revenge long-vex'd Latona's pain, 
Python by infant Pzan's darts was flain, 
While yet the realm was held by Themis“ 


righteous reign. 
But when the god perceiv'd, how from below 
The conſcious caves diviner breathings blow, 125 
How vapours could unfold th' inquirer's doom, 
And talking winds could ſpeak of things to come; 
Deep · in the hollows plunging he retir d, 
There, with foretelling fury firſt inſpir d, 
From thence the prophet's art and bonours he 
acquir'd. 
So runs the tale. And oh! what god indeed 131 
Within this gloomy cavern's depth is hid ? 
What power divine forſakes the heaven's fair light, 
To dwell with earth, and everlaſting night ? 
What is this ſpirit, potent, wiſe, and great, 13; 


| Who deigns to make a mortal frame his ſeat ; 


Who the long chain of ſecret cauſes knows, 
Whoſe oracles the years to come diſcloſe : 
Who through eternity at once foreſees, 
And tells that fate which hc himſelf decrees? 145 
Part of that ſoul, perhaps, which moves in all, 
Whoſe energy informs the pendent ball, 
Through this dark paſſage ſeeks the realms above, 
And firives to re-unite itſelf to Jove. 
Whate'er the Dzmon, when he ſtands confeſt 145 
Within his raging pricſteſs' panting breaſt, 
Dreadful his godhead from the virgin breaks, 
And thundering from her foamy mouth he ſpeaks. 
Such is the burſt of bellowing ZEtna's ſound, 
When fair Sicilia's paſtures ſhake around; 150 
Such from Inarime Typhœus roars, 
While rattling rocks beſtrew Campania's ſhores. 
The liſtening god, ſtill ready with replies, 
To none his aid, or oracle, denies; 
Yet, wiſe and righteous ever, ſcorns to hear 155 
Ihe fool's fond wiſhes, or the guilty's praycr; 
Though vainly in repeated vows they truſt, 
None e'er find grace before him, but the juſt. 
Oft to a baniſh'd, wandering houſeleſs race, 
The ſacred dictates have aſſign d a place. 
Oft from the ſtrong he ſaves the weak in war: 
This truth, ye Salaminian ſeas, declare! 


| 


165 


Of all the wants with which this age is curſt, 
The Delphic Glence ſurcly is the worſt. 
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Nu: vrante, jnftiy foarfi! of their con, 
terbid the Zeus te roll us Wh 's 0 nrg. 
NI an-w ile, the prophets may well rewice, 
And tots the confing of the facred voice; 
Since drath tor oft her hely taſk atremis, 
Aud im nature her dreatiui labour ends. 
"torn by the ferct diſtracting rage the tprings, 
And dies beveath the god for whom the fing. 
Theſe filvnr caves, ce tripods long umnoy* d, 
Anxious ſor Rome, inquiring Apps provid: 175 
He bics the guardian of the dread avnde 
Send in the trembiing privitefs to the god. 
The reverend ſire the Latian chief obey d, 
And ſudder ici2'd the unſaſpecting mud, 
Where carclcfs ia the pcacefal grove the Hruy'd. 
Difmay'd, aghaft, and pale, he drags har on 401 
She ſtops, and ſtrives the fatal ali 10 ſun : 
Subdu'd by force, to fraud and art ſhe flies, 
And thus to turn the Roman's purpole tries : 
What curious hopes thy wandering fancy move, 295 
"The filent Delphic oracle to prove ? 
In vain, Auſonian Appins, art thou come: 
Long has our Pha bus and his cave becn dumb. 
Whether, diſdaining us, the ſacred voice 
Has made ſome other diftant land its cl:uice; 190 
Or wheth-r, vhcn the fierce barbarians” fires 
Low in the dull had laid our lofty fpircs, 
In heaps the monldering aſhes heavy rod, | 
And chok'd the channels of the breathiag god: 
Or whethcr heaven no longer gives replies, 195 
But bids the Sibyls myſtic verſe ſuffice ; 
Or, if he deigns not this bad age to bear, 
And holds the world unworthy of his cute; 
Whate'er the cauſe, our god has long been mute, 
And anſwers not to any ſuppliants' ſuit. 200 
But, ah! too well her artifice is known, 
Tor fears confeſs the god, whom they diſown. 
Howe'er cach rite ſhe ſeemingly prepares; 
A fillet gathers up her foremoſt hairs; 
Whailc the white wreath and bays her temples bind, 
And knit the looſer Jocks which flow behind. 206 
Sudden, the ſtronger pri-ft, though yet ſhe brives, 
"The lingering maid within the temple drives: 
But ſlill he fears, ſtill ſhuns the dreadſul farine, 
Lags in the outer ſpace, and :;cigns the rage divine. 
But far unlike the god, her calner brealt 211 
No ſtrong enthuſiaſtic tl. roes coufeſt; 
No terrors in her ſtarting hairs were ſeen 
o caſt from off her brow the v-reathing green; 
No broken accents half obſtrucled hung, 215 
Nor ſwelling murmurs roll her labouriag tongue, 
Vroni her fierce jaws no ſounding horrors come, 
No thunders bellow through the working foam, 
Io rend the ſpacious cave, and ſhake the vaulted 
dome. 
Too plain, the peaceſul groves and fane betray d 
Ihe wily, fearful, god-diſſembling maid. 221 
Ihe furicus Roman ſoon the fraud eſpy'd, 
And, Hope not thou to 'ſcape my rage, he cry'd; 
dure ſhalt thou rue thy fond deceit, profane, 
Ine gods and Appius are not mock'd in vain) 225 
Unleſs thou ceafe thy mortal ſounds to tell, 
Unlels thou plunge thee in the myſtic cell, 
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Uneſs ths gods themſelves reveal the doom, 
Walen ſhall betall the warring world and Rome. 

Hi 1j.okc, and, aw'd by the tuperior dr. ad, 239 
The tronbling prieſtete to the Tripod fled : 

C.uic to the holy breat!:ing vent ſhe cleaves, 

And lirgoly the unwonted god receives. 

Nor agu the potent ſpirit had decay'd, 

But win ſuil force he fills the heaving maid; 235 

Nor e'er ſo ſtrong infpiring Van came, 

Nor ſtratch'd, as now, her agonizing frame: 

The: mortal mind driv'n out forſook her breaſt, 

And the ſnl» godhead every part poſſctt, 

Nmw well hor veics, her turgid ficews riſe, 240 

And b mndirg frantic through the cave ſhe ilics ; 

Hor hit liug jocks the wrentiy fillet ſcorn, 

An | ker fierce fect the tumbliag Tripods ſp.:rne 

N wy vild fhe dances o'r the vacant fane, * 

Aud whirl. her giddy head, and bllows with the 
Pain, 

Nor yet the leſs th avenging wrathful god 246 

ors in his Gres, and fhukes his founding rod: 

ic lahes now. and gods her on amain; 

Aud now he checks ter tubbor: to the rein, 

Cur' in her tongue, juſt labovring to diſcloſe, 250 

An.l peak that tate whuch in her voſom plows, 

Ages on ages throng, a painſul load, 

XNiyrials of image, and myriads croud ; 

Ich. times, and things, or preſent, or to come, 

Work lahouring up end down, and urge for room. 

Whatever is, ſhail be, or e'cr has been 256 

Rolls in her theught, and to her ſight is ſecn 

The occan's utmoſt bounds her eyes explore 

And number every ſand on cvery ſtore 

Nature, and all her works, at once they ſee, 260 

Know when ſhe firit begun, and where her cud 
ſhall be. 

And as the Sibyl once in Cumæ's cell, 
Muhen vulgar fates ſhe proudly ceas'd to tell, 
he Roman deſtiny diſtinguiſh'd took, 

And kept it careful in her ſacred book; 

So now, Phemonoe, in crouds of thought, 

Ihe ſingle doom of Latian Appius ſought. 

Nor in that maſs, where multitudes abound, 

A privat: ſortui. c can with eaſe be found, 

At length her foamy mouth begins to flow, 

Gro:ns more diſtin&, and plainer murmurs go: 

A doleful howl, the roomy eavern ſhook, 

And thus the calmer maid in fainting accents 
_ ſpoke: 

While guilty rage the world tumuituous rends, 
In peace for thee, Eubœa's val- attends; 27s 
Thirher, as to thy refuge ſhalt thov fly, | 
There find rc poſe, and unmoleſted ie, 

She ſaid; the god l. er labouriug tongue ſuppreſt, 
And in eternal dark ſs veil'd the 1cit 

Ye ſacrc) ripods, on whoſe doom we wait 
Ye guardian of the future laws of fore ! 2 
An theu, oh! ihebus, whoſe prophetic feu! 
Reads the dark count; 5 of ie heavenly w...; 
W * did your WALCY ase refram, 

To tell what kings, uhet edge z ust be fas, 


And how much bloed the ullkipg carth ſuou y 
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Was it that, vet, the guilt was undocreed ? 
And vet our Pompey was not Conmncd to ldecd? 
Or chcfe you wilely rathar to afiurd 
A juit occuſion to the pririot's (word ? 
As if you. ..c*U t© avert the ryrant's drom, 
An linder Erutus from avenging Rome ? 
Through the wide gates at length by force 
di;ay'd, 
Imp. ous lallics the prophetic maid ; 
Nor yet the holy rage was all ſupprets'd, 
Pct of the gad ſtill having, in hor brett : 
Urg'd by the Damon, yet irc rolls ber ey cs, 
Aud wur wanders o'er the [pacions ſiics. 
N ww hor A purple Ruhe in her face, 
An lame arid pile ſupplies the place; 
A Couble madueſe paints ber checks by turns, 
With ferr ſhe freezes, and with fury burns: 
Sad vr.pthing fighs with Lcuvy agent , 
And dol-tyl from her faiming boſom blow. 
So whon po ore the flor fonorons Bis, 
But nu, lens hang: boo woary wings; 
fr hollow graues the Falling wilt; complain, 
And murmaur oer the hoarto-retoun lng main. 
Now by <& yrecs the fire artheroat Lail'd, 
And the dull huntan ſ-nic again prevaiid; 
Mile Phocous ſudden, in a murky ſhia do, 
Hid the puſt viſion from the mortal nuaid, 
Thick clouds of dark oLlivion iſe bet weten, 
Hund ſnatch away at ou: the wondrous ſcenc ; 
©rr<tch'd on the groun!! ihe fanning vrieftcf, lica, 
Wuile to the Tripod, ba k, th nHorming ſpitit 
flies, . 3 
Mcan-while, fond Appius, crring in his ſate, 
Dream'd of long ſalfety, and a neutral ſtute; 
Amn 1, ere the great event of war was known, 
Fix'd on Eubarii Chalcis for his cwa, 320 
Fool! to belicve that power couid ward the blow, 
Or ſnatch thee ſrom amid!t the genetal woc! 
In tunes like he ſe, what pod but death can ſave ? 
Tir: world can 51.14 ro refuge, but the grave. 
Where itrucgling feas Charyſtos rude couſtrains, 
And, dreadſul to the proud, Rhamtuſia rcigis; 225 
Where by the whirling current barks are toſt 
From Chalcis to unlucky Ault? coaſt ; 
"There Hall thou meet the gods appointed doom, 
A private death, and long remember'd tomb. 330 
To other wars the victor now ſuccecds, 
And his proud cagles from Iberia leads ; 
When the chans'd gods his ram ſrem'd to threat, 
And croſs the long ſucceſsful courſe fate. 
Amidſt his camp, and ſvarleſs of his foes, 
Sudden he ſaw vnere iubezn dangers roſe, 
Tc ſaw thoſc troops that long had faithful ſtood, 
F:iends to his cauſe, and enemies to goed, 
Grown weary ot their chief, aid ſatiated with 6 
blood. 
Whether the trumpetꝰs ſound tc long had ccas'd, 
And flaughtcr flep: in unnecuſtonied rcft : 341 
Or whether, arrogant by miſchief made, 
*Fhe ſoldier held his guilt but Ralf repay'd: 
Whilſt avarice and hop of bribes prevail, 
Turn againſt Cefar, and his caule, the ſcale, 
And ſet the mereenary fword to tale, 
Nor, e'er betore, fo truly couid he read 


What dange:; ſtzow thole paths thc iniphty tread. 
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Thea, firſt ke found, on what a ſaithleſs baſe 

1hcir nodding towers ambition's builders place: 

{le who fo late, a potent fation's head, 

I"rew in the nations, and the legions led; 

Now ſlript of all, beheld in every hand 

The warriors weapons at thelr own command; 

Nor ſervice now, nor ſafety they afford, 355 

But leave him ſingle to his guardian ſword, 

Nor is this rage the grumbl-1g of a croud, 

hat ſaun to tell their diſcontents aloud ; 

Where all with glocmy looks ſulpicious go, 

And dread of an informer chukes their woe : 

But, bold in nubthers, proudly they appear, 

Aud ſcorn thc baſhful mean reſtraints of ſear. 

ror laws, in great rebellions, lofe their end, 

„And ail go free, when multitudes offend. 

| Among the reſt, one thus: At length 't is time 

To quit thy cauſe, oh Cæſar! and our crime: 366 

The world around for foes thou haſt explor'd, 

And laviſhly expu:'d us to the ſwerd ; 

To make thee greg, a worthleſs crhud we fall, 

Scatter'd o'er Spain, o'er Italy, aud Gaul; 370 

In every clime bencath the ſpacious ſky, 

| Our leader conquers, and his ſoldicrs die. 

Mhat boots our march beneath the frozen zone, 

Or that Joſt blood which ſtains the Rhine and 
Rhone ? 

When ſcar'd wich wounds, and worn with la- 

hours hard, 

We come with hopes of recompenſe prepar'd, 

Theu giv it us war, more war, ſor our reward. 

Though purple river> in thy cauſe we ſpilt, 

And ſtain'd our horrid hands in every guilt ; 

Wich unavailing wickedneſs we toil'd, 

In vain the gods, in vain the ſenate ſpoil'd ; 

Of virtue, aud reward, alike bereft, 

Our pious poverty is all we 's left. 

Say to what height thy daring am Would riſe ? 

W Reme's too little, what can c'er ſuſlicc? 385 

On, ſee at length! with pity, Ca ſar, ſce 

theſe withering arms, thele hairs grown white. 
tor t2ce. 

In puinſul wars our joyleſs days have paſt, 

Let weary age lic down in peace at Jaſt : 

Give us, on beds, our dying limbs to lay, 393 

Anu ſigh, at home, our parting ſouls away. 

Nor think it much we make the bold demand, 

And ak this wondrous favour at thy hand . 

let our poor babes and weeping wives be by, 

To cloſe our drogpiug eyelids when we dir. 

Be merciful, and let diſcaſc aſſord 

Some other way to die, befide the ſword ; 

Let us no more a common carnage burn, 

But each be laid in his own decent urn. 

Still wilt thou urge us, ignorant and blind, 402 

lo ſome more monſtrous miſchief yet behiad ? 

Arc we the only fools, forbid to know 

How much we may deferve by one ſure blow ? 
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| Thy head, thy head is ours, Mhenc'er we pleaſe ; 


Well has thy war infpir'd ſuch thought. as theſe : 

What laws, what oaths, can urge their feeble 
hands, 

o hinder theſe determin'd daring hands? 

hat C:uſar, who was once ardain'd our head, 


{ When tv the Rhine our law ſul arms he led, 
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Je now no more our chieftaia, but our mate; 410 
Cuil: equal. gives equality of ſtatr. 

Not ſhall this ſoul ingratitude prevail, 

Nor weigh our merits in his partial ſcale ; 

He views our labours with a ſcornful glance, 

And calls our vidorics the werks of chance; 415 
But his proud heart, henceforth, ſhall learn to own, 
His po ver, his fate, depends on us alone. 

Yes, Cxiar, ſpite of all hoſe rods that wait, 
With mean oblequious [ervict, on thy ſtate ; 
S$pite of thy gods, and tive, the war fl.Qll ceaſe, 429 
And we thy ſoldiers will command a peace. 

He ſpoke, and force tumultuaus rage inſpir'd. 
The kindiing .. gions round the camp wor fr'd, 
Aud with loud crics their abient chief requir'd. 

Permit it thus, ye rightcous gods, to be; 425 
Let wicked hands fulfil your greut dicree; 

And, fince Jolt faith aud virtuc ate no more, 
Let C:ſar's bauds the pub ic pc ice reſtore, 

What loader had not now been chill d with war. 
And heard this tumult with the laſt defpoir t 42 
But Cicſar, form'd fur perils bard and groen, 
Headlong to drive, and biave onpoling fate. 
Mhile vet with ficrcclt fires their furics Bows, 
Secure, and fcornful of the danger, came. 

Nor was he wroth to ice the riaduets ri“, 435 
And mark the vengeunce threatening in they eyes; 
With pl:-afure could he crown their cart deus, 
With rapes of matrons and thy ſpails of ſhrines; 
Had they but aiz'd it, wil he could approve 
"The waſte and plunder of Tarp ian Tov : 
No miſchief he, no ſacrilege, denies, 

But weuld himſelf bheſtow the horrid prize. 
With joy he ſees Meir fouls by rage pofen, 
Souths aud indu'ges every frantic breaſt, 

And only ſcars what reaſon mar ſugg:[t. 

Still, Cæſar, wilt thou tread the paths of bloc? 
Wilt thou, thou ſingly, hate thy country '> good: 
Shall the rude foidicr firſt of war complain, 

Ad teach thee to be pitiful in vain? 

Give o'er at leugth, aud let thy labours ecaſe, 459 
Nor vex the world, but learn to iuſſer peace. 

Whry ſhouldſt tho, force cach, now, unwilling hand, 
And drive them on to guilt, by thy commpynd !? 

M hen ev'n rclenting rage itſelf gives place, 

And fierce Enyo ſcems to ſhun thy face. 455 

High on a turſy bank the chick was rcar' d, 
Fearletz, and thrrfore worthy to be fear d; 
Around the croud he caſt an angry look, 
And, dreadſul, thus with indignation ſpoke : 

Ye nuily herd! who in ſo fierce a ſtrain 
Ayunſt your abſent lcader dare complain; 
Behold ! where naked and unarm'd he ſtands, 
And braves the malice of your threatening hands. 
ere find your end of war, your long-ſought reſt, 
Av: icaveyour uſele c ſwords in Cxfar's breatt. 465 
But whercforc urge 1 the bold decd to you? 

Po rail is all your iccble rage can do. 

. grumbling factions are you bold aud loud, 

Can ton tolition, and increaſe a croud; 

You! who can leath the glorigs of the orcat, 470 
And poorly meditar a hate retreat. 

But, hence! be gone from vidtory and me, 
Leave me to what my better [ics deotey : 

Sew friend, nov trowps, my fortun: thillafferl, 
* find & u. d lo; ooery vin Word. 45 
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Behold, what crouds on flying Pompey wait, 
What multitudes attend his abioct ure! 

And ſhall ſuc c, and (Cee, droop the while? 
Shall 1 want numbers to divide the pen. 

And reap the traits of your forgotten toil ? 
Legions al come to end the blood: ls war, 481 
And ſhowing follow my triumphal car. 

While you, a vulgar, mean, abandon'd race, 
Shall view dur honcurs with a downward [ace, 
And curſe yourſelves in ſecret as we paſs. 

Can your vain aid, can your departing force, 4&6 
Withhu'l ;ny cunqueſt, or delay my courlc ? 


So trickling brooks their waters may d-ny, 
Ind hope to hase the mighty occan dry; 


| 
| 


Tue deep ſhall ſtill be fall, and ſcorn the poor 


lupply. 
Nor think ſuch vulgar fouls as yours were given, 
To % the taſk of fate, anl care of heaven: 
Few are the lordly, the diſtinguiſh'd creat, 
On whem whe watchlul gods, like guat dians, wait: 
The reſt for common we were all delizzn'd, 495 
An wreyar led rabble of :nank ind. 
By my aut, acous name, and fortunc, led, 
W ude cr tg wor d 1 ouur conquering arms Were 
tyread, 
zut ſay, what had you done, with Pompey at | 
your had? 
Vaſt was the fate by I 1h;enns won, oo 
When, rank'd amdit my warlike friends, he 
hem: 
Now mark what ſolluw's on his faichſul change, 
And fcc om with his chit new-choſen rau ge; 
By land, avd ica, whereee er my arms he Ipics, 
An enen nous runagate he flies. 505 
Such ſhall you prove. Nor is i, worth my care, 
Whether to Poinpcy's aid your arms you bear: 
Who quits his leader, wherrlo ot he go, 
i lies like a traitor, and berames my foe. 
Yes, ye great gods! your kinder care | own, 519 
You made the faith of theſe falte legions known - 
You warn me well to change theſe coward bande, 
Nor truſt my {ate to ſuch betraying hand-. 
And thou ton, Fortune, point'it me out the way 
A mighty debt, thus, cheaply to zepay; Fl; 
Hene-torth my care zegurds wvyiclt alone, 
War's glorious gain ſhall no be all my own. 
For you, ye vulgar herd, in peace return, 
Ny enſigus ſhall by manly hands be born-, 
Son» tew of you my ſentence here ſhall wait, 329 
And warn fuccceding tations by your fate, 
Down! groveling doven to carih, ye traitors, hen“, 
And with your proſtrate necks, my doom attend. 
Aud you, ye younger {tr,nliags of the war, 
You, whom I mean to make ny future carr; 525 
Strike hong! to blood, to death, inur- your 
hands, 
And learn to execute my dread commands. 
He ſpoke ; and, at the impious found dumay'd, 
Tac trembling unreſiſting croud obey'd: 
No more their late equality they boat. $33 
But bend bencath his frown a ſuppliant hot. 
Singly ſccure, he ſtands confeſs'd their lord, 
And rules, in ſpite of him, the ſoldier's ſword, 
Doubtiul, at fir, their parience he ſurveys, 
And wonders way each yavghty hears obeys; 535 
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Beyond his. bores he free the ſtubhern bow, 
Ard bare their breaſt. on hert to the bien: 
Till ev'n his cooler thoughts the decd diff lum 
Ard would not find ti: .r Hercer ſouls fo teme 
A few, at length, ſolectrd from the reſt, 5438 
Bled for example; and the tw: wht cc; 
VII the conſenting hoſt the viinis view'A, 
And, 1 hw blond, their Ureoken faith rencve'd. 
Nou to Erunduſiun's waile he bis thera tend, 
Were teu long days t!.cir wearymorchcs cad: 545 
There he commands ailentulin borks to mort, 
Ard farnith .rom the ner bout ame” ſhorc: 5 kt . 
Thither the crook... kee! is from Leucs g de, 
From Taras old, and Hydrus“ wind, w ics 
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Thith. r with falling ſails their way theytuke, $59 | 


From lowly Sipus, and Sa“ pic's lake; 
From where Apvlia' $ fruitful mountains (iſe, 
Where high along the coatt G. rganus lies, 

Au! beating Ca- and ſightiu, wind? 4 Bes. 
Nican-vchile the chief to Rome directs his way, 
Now tearful, a d, and faſh.on'd to his ſway. {56 
There, with mock prayers, the ſuppliaut vulgar 

Wait, 
And urge on him the great dictator's tate, 
Obedient he, fince thus their wills ordain, 
A gracious tyrant condeſcends to reign. 
His mighty name the joyful Faſti wear, 
Worthy to uſher in the curſt Pharſalian yeor. 
Ihen was the tunc, when ſycophants began 
To heap all titles on one lordly man; 
Then learn'dourfires that fawning tying ſtrain.555 
Which we, their flaviſh ſons, fo well retain : 
Then, firſt, were fecn to join, an ill-match'd 

air, 

The ax of juitice, with the ſword of war; 
Faices, and cagles, ming]! ing, march along. 
And in proud Cæſar's train promiſcuous tirong 
And white all powers in him alone unite, 571 
He mocks the people with the ſhews of right. 
The Martian ficld th' aſſembling tribcs reccis cs, 
And cach his unregarded ſuſſrage gives; 
Still with the ſame ſolemnity of face, 
The reverend augur ſeems o fit] his place: 
"Though now be hears not when the thenders roll, 
Nor ſees the licht of the 1t}-boding owl. 
Then ſunk the ſtate ard diguity af Rome, 
Thence monthly co: ſuls nominally come 
Juſt as the ſovrreipu bids their names appear, 
To head the calender, and mark the year. 
Then too, to finiſh out the pageant ſhow, 
With formal rites to Alban Joye they go; 
By night the ſeſtival was huddled o'er, 52 
Nor could the god, unworthy, aſk for mort; 
He who look'd on, and faw ſuch ſou! diforace, 
Such fluvery befal his Trojan racc. 

Now Cxfar, like the flame that cuts the ſkies, 
And ſwifter than the vengetul tigreſe flies 
Where waſte and overgrown Apulia lies; 
O'er-paſling ſoon the rude abundon'd plains, 
Erunduſium's crooked ſhores, and Cretan walls 

he gains. 
Loud Boreas there his navy cloſe confines, 
While wary ſeamen dread the wintery ſigns 595 
But he, th“ impatient chief, diſdains to (pate 
Lhofc hours that better gay be ſpent in 4 
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rage „thers boldly rluw the watery ned. 
I. ages to rouze their oth, 


| 579 
bchald he Cries J 
The candlant wind thet rule: the rn wy Kics 
Wien what a feitled certain: it fli 


Uni thee wamon fehle gales. rh bring 

ne cus ol h 1anges Gt the? F. 11th); ! 6+ tor mg. 

Nor need we num to failt, tot 7 and veer : 603 
Steady the friendly norih commands to ſtcer. 
Oh! _ the furs ut the driving blait 

May fell the fail, ard Lond the lofi mall! 

3" "ps aur navy 
den Phan cualties ur „eur, 

And i: cre the will def; Gree au bore. 
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Cut every cable thin, and Hoke zun; 61 
Tile Mu. hing ts * "Ry 10a OUT ig 
oc Jv. 


I. . in the weſt the ſcetipg ſup was laid, 
Io rute the uight iu pitti, 
Avd {.tver 7 u cut u le. 
Mur 10775 * 
All hands s aut n 
he $1cker tackling 
8 ther : 


ſtirs ar 24 * d, 
e ſawte ; 
th: ſhore zue moving flect, 
uri me th 5:4 tang Meet > 
let tho cantus few, 
10 U thc "rl ath th.c witds car bow $29 
Swiſt, for avthile, they ſcud l. rte the wind, 
And te N Heſprria „err in 0:»s behind ; 
When, 1. ! 5 a; ing breeze vc, 28 19 tail, 
And 2 ter: on the malt the fl. ing fail: 
The duller waves with wer lic Avi g8 creep, 65 
And « dead cata benumbs the lazy drop. 
As win the winter's potent breath « ond rains 
The ga thian Luxine in ker icy chaias; 
No more the Boſphori their ſtt cats maintain, 
Nor ruſting lier heaves the latguid main; 636 
Each kick inclos d. at once forgets its ccurie, 
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horſe : 
Bold on the cryſtal plains the Thraciins ride, 
And print with founding keck the ſtable tide. 
So #4} x form th' lonian Waters take, 
Dull as rhe muddy nth ard tandiug Lebe; 
No brco4cs O ex tie curling ſurſace pars, 
Nur ſuu-heains tremble iu the liquid glaſs; 
No ul turns revolving Tethys Lnows, 
Nor w:th alternate rolling ehbs and flows: 
But fluggiſh eccan lecps in Nupid peace, 
And weary natarc's motions ſ cem to ceaſe. 
With difſering cycs the hoſtile fleets beheld 
'The falling winds, and ul. lc1> watery feld. 
There Powpey 's daringpowers 0ttempt in vain 648 
40 plow their paſtas e thi ou l 'vTh uny ichting 
main z 
Whilc, pinch” d by want, proud Cafar's legion 
here 
The dire diſtreſs of mengre ſamine fear. 
With vows unknown before they reach the ſkics, 
That waves may dath, and mounting billow > ric ; 
That ſtorms may with returning fury reign, C54 
And the rude occan be itſelf again. 
At length the ſtill, the fluggiſh darkneſs fled, 
And cloudy morning rear'd ite louring hea. 
The rolling flood the gliding navy bore, 
And hills appczr'd tov pals upon the ſhore. 
Attending breczes wait them to the land, 
Aud C ta-“ gil ore ber Palace” rang 
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And thus the haſty miſſi ves oft complain. 


ROWE'S 
In netabbauring camps the hoſtile chicfs ſit 
down, 

Whore Gefiiifus the ſwift, and Apius run; 660 
Among the ignobler croud of rivers, theſe 
Cn loſe their waters in the winghing us: 
N. mighty treums mor didnt rings they know, 
Rut rie freun neu Likes, aud melting now. 
Ire meet the rivals who the world divide, 665 
Once by tho te mere hounds of kindred ty'd, 
The world with joy their interview bcheld, 
Nerv only parted by u dagle held. 
Fund of the hopes ui prace, mekind believe, 
Wuene “er they come thus hear, they mult forgive. 
V ain hapes for ſoon th part to moet no mor. 671 
Till both ſhall reach the curſt Apt ian ſhore ; | 
Till tte prowl father that in ars ſucceed, 
And foo his vanguiſh'd for witiincly bleed; 
Till ho behotds his ales on the Rrand, 
Views lis pate head within a villain's hand; 7 
Tül ponpey's fate ſhall Ccuar's tears demand. | 

Ihe latter yet his cager rage rofirams, 
While Antony the lingering troops derains. 679 
Repining much, and grit vd ot war's delay, ; 
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lm patient Caſas often chides his Nay, 

Of; he is heard to threat, and humbly oft to pray. 
Still mall the world (he cries) thus anxious uit! 

grill wilt thou Bop the gods, and wind: sr fate: 

What could he dune before, was done by inc: (85 

Now ready fortune only ſtuys for thee. 

What holds thee then? Do rocks thy caurle 

withſtand, 

Or Libyan Syrts oppoſe their ſaithleſs ſtrand? | 

Or doſt thou fear new dangers to explore? 

call thee not, but where I paſſed before. 

For all thoſe hours thou loſeſt, 1 complain, 

And ſue to heaven for proſperous winds in vain. 

My loldicrs (often has their faith been try'd}, 

If not wichheld, kad kaſten'd to my ide, 

What toil, what hazards will they not partake ? 69; 

What feas and ſhipwrecks ſcorn, for Caſar's ſake ? 

Kor will I think the gods fo partial are, 

To give thee fair Avſforia for thy ſhare ; 

While C:fzr, and the ſenate, are forgot, 

And in Epirus hound their barren lot. 700 
In words like thaſe, he calls him oft in vain, 


690 


At length the lucky chief, who oft had found i! 
What vaſt ſucecls his raſher darings crown'd ; 
Who ſaw how much the favouring gods had done, | 
Kor would be wanting, when they urg'd hin on; 
Fierce, and impatient of the tedious ſtay, | 
Reſolves by night to prove the doubtful way : | 
Bold, in a ſingle (ff, he means to ga, 
And tempt thoſe ſeas that navies dare not plow. 7 19 
was now th: time when cares and labour 
ccaſe, 
And ev'n the rage of arms was huſh'd to peace: 
Suatelz'd ſrom their Zullt and toil, the wretched | 


wo 


lay, 
And ſlept the ſornder for the painful day. 
Through the ill can the night's third hour 
reſounds, 715 
And warns the {econd watches to their rounds; 
When throvgh the hocrors of the murky ſhade, 
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His train, unknowing, flept within this tent, 

And fortune only follow'd where he wens. 

With ſilent anger he percciv d, around, 

The fleepy centinels beſtrew the ground: 

Vet, unreproving, now, he paſs'd them o'er, 

And ſought with cager haſte the winding ſhore. 

There through the gloom, his ſcarching eyes 
explur'd, 725 

Where to the mouldering rock a bark was moor d. 

The mighty maſter of this little boar 

vecurely flept within a veigghbouritg cot: 

No maſſy beans ſupport his humble hall, 

But reeds and murihy ruſhes wove the wall; 739 

Old fhatter'd planking tor a rouf was ſpread, 

And cover'd in from rain the nesdy ſhed. 

Thrice on the ſeeble door the warrior ſtruck, 

Bene:th the blow thetren bling dwelliag ſnook. 7 3 

What wretch ſorloru (the pour Amychus crics) 3 

Driven by the raging ſeas, and ſtormy tk:cs, 

To my poor lowly roof for ſhelter fiics ? 

he ipoke ; and haſty leſt his home hed, 

With cozy flags and withering ſra-weed ſpread. 

Ihen from the hearth the ſmoking match he takes, 

Aid in the tow the drouſy fire awales ; 741 

Dey leaves, and chips, for fuel, he ſupplics, 

Till kindliug ſparks and glitteriug flames ariſe, 

Oh happy poverty! thou greatelt good, 

Beltuw'd by heaven, but ſeldom underſtood ! 745 

Here nor the cruel ſpoiler ſecks his prey, 

Nor ruthlets armies take their dreadful way: 

Security thy narrow limits krepa, 

Sate are thy cattages, and ſaund thy flceps. 

Behold! ye dangerous dwellings of the great, 756 

Where gods and godlike princes chooſe their fear ; 

Sec in what peace the pour Amyctas lic, 

Nor ſtarts, though C ſar's call commands to riſe. 

{hat terrors had you felt, that call to hoar ! 

How * your towers and ramparts ſhook with 
car, 

And trenibled, as the mighty man drew ncur! 

Ihe door unharr'd: Expect (the leader fzid , 

Beyond thy hopes, or wiſhes, to be paid; 

If in this inſtant h@ur thou waft me o'er, 

Wich ſpeedy haſte, to you Heſperian ſhore, 

No more ſhall want thy weary hand conſtrain, 

Vo work thy bark upou the boiſterous main; 

Hencetorth good duns and plenty ſhall beide; 

The gods and I will tor thy age provide. 

A glorious change artends thy lov eſtate. 

Sudden and michty riches round thee wait; 

Le wife, and uſe the lucky hour of fate. 

Thus he; aud though in humble veſtments 

dreſs'd, 

Spite of himſelf, his words his power cxpreſ. d, 

And Czfur in his bounty ſtood confeſs'd. 

To kim the wary pilot thus replies: 

A thoutand omens threaten from the ſkics ; 

A thoutznd boding figns my foul aſſright, 

And warn me uot to tempt the ſeas by night. 

In clouds the ictting ſun obſcur'd his head, 575 

Nor puiatcd o'er the ruddy weſt with red: 

Now north, now ſouth, hu ſhot his parted beams 

And tipp'd the ſullen black with golden gleams : 

Lale ſhone his middle orb with faintiſh rays, 
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And ſuffer'd mortal eyes at dae to gaze, The 
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Nor :ofe the ſilver queen of night ſerene, 
Supine and dull her blunted horns were ſcen, 
With foggy Rains and cloudy bluts between. 
Dreadful a while ſhe Gone all fiery red, 
"Then ficken'd into pale, and hid her drooping 
hced. 

Kor lefs 1 ſcar from that hoarſes bettlow rear, 786 
In leaty groves, and on the founding ſhore, 
In vaztous turns the doubtful dolphins play, 
And thwart, and run ac ofs, and nix then way. 
"The cormorauts the watery deep forſake, 
And ſoaring berns avoid the plaſhy lake; 
While, waddling on the margin of the main, 
Ihe crow bewete her, and prevents the rain. 
Howc'er, if ſome great cuterprige demand, 
Bchold, I proffer thee my willing hand: 
Aly venturous bark the troubled deep Mall try, 
To thy wiſh'd port her plunging prow full ply, 
Inleſs the ſeas reſolve to beat us by. 

He ſpoke ; and fpread his canvas to the wind, 
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I'rmoor d his boar, and left the ſhore behind. COO 


wiſt ew the nimble keel; and as they paſt, 
Jong trails of light the ſhooting metens caſt; 
'n the fix'd fires above ia motion cem, 
Shake through the blaſt, and dart a quivering 
heuin; 
Black horrors on the gloomy ocean brood, 805 
And in long ridges rolls the threatening flood; 
While loud and louder murmuring winds ariſc, 
And grow! from every quarter of the ſkics. 
When thus the trembling maſter, ral with ſcer, 
Bchold what wrath the dreadful gods prepare; 810 
Aly art is at a Joſs; the varions tide 
Beats my unſtable bark on every lice : 
From the north-weſt rhe ſetting current iwcll:, 
While ſouthern ſtormstlꝛe driving rock ſorete lo. 814 
Howe'er it be, our purpos'd way is loſt, 
Nor can one relick of our wreck be toſt 
By winds, like theſe, on fair Heiperia's coaſt. 
Our only mcans of ſafety is to yicld, 
And meaſure back with haſte the ſcamy field; 
To give our unſucceſsful labour o'cr, 820 
And reach, while yet we may, the neighbouring 
ſhore. 

But Cæſar, fill ſuperior to diſtreſ:, 
Fearleſs, and confident of ſure ſucceſe, 
Thus to the pilot loud-—The ſes dulpite, 
And the vain threnening of the noily "iicz. 823 
Though gods deny thee yon Auſonian ftrand 
Vet, go, I charge thee, go at my command. 
Thy ignorance zlone can cue thy far 
Thou know ſt lot what à freight thy vel bears; 
Thou know'ſt not | am he, to whom *t i- given 83 0 
Never to want tlie care of watchful herben. 
bedient fortune waits my humble tluall, 
And always ready comes before I call, 
Let winds, and ſeas, loud wars at frecdem wage, 
Aud waltc upon themſelves their empty rage; 835 
A ſtranger, mig hticr Damon is thy friend, 
"{ hou, and thy bark, on C:lur's fate depend. 
how ftand” it amaz'd to view this dreadſul ſcene 
And won dent what the gods and fortune mean! 
Bit artfully their bounties thus they raiſe, $49 
Ard from my dangers arrogate new praile; 
amid the tar, of death they bid in live, 
At] ill enbeuce waa thes art fur: * 
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Then leave yon ſtore behind with ali thy haſte, 
Nor ſhall this idle fury longer laſt. 90 
Thy keel auſpicic. mall th. Harm app uſe, 
Shall glide triumy haut oder the , amr four 
And reach Brunduſiua's Filer port with caſe. 
Nor an the gods ordain another now, 
is what 1 Wart, au, ! v hat the Y rſt blow, 875 

41hu white in vaunting voor the leader fi e; 

Full on his bark th- thunderin 7 mpeſt ſtrack; 
Of rips the rendin canvas rer the maſt, 

And wh: ling flits h fore tac div 3 Mak 
In cer joint the g roauing alder frm, Reg 
And gapet wide-opruing with a thonfand wounds. 
Now, riſing all at once, and uncoutin'd, 
From every quarter zoars the ruſting wind: 
Firſt from the wide Atlantic occan's bed, 
Tempeſtnous Corus rears his dreactul head; $68 
T1 ovedient devp hie potent bienth controls, 
Ani, mountaietagh, the foamy Aid he rolls, 
Him the norih-caſlt enounterivy fierce Gely'd, 
And back rebuf,ted the yielding tide. 

Ihe cut ling Faro low? conflicting meet, eng 
Dafh their; road head-, a6 bell, as they bet; 
While pierce ing LCermas, from th» Scythian ſtrand, 
Plews 1p the waves, and ſfconps the loweſt ſand, 
Nor Euru then, 1 ween, was leit to divell, 

Nor Nev: ry Notus inte /Colan cl; 272 
But cact) free every ficle, his power to hoaſt, 
Rang'd his prone forces, to defend his coaſt, 
Lqual in might, alike they ftrive in vain, 

While in the mit the ſcas winmoy*d remuin ; 

In leſſer wars they y: dal to Sormy heaven, 573 
And captive waves to other deehs are driven, 
The Tryrrhene billoves daſh 2 gun ſhorcs, 

And Adria in the mix'd Ionian roars. 

How thon mull carth the ſweliting occan dread, 
When floods ran higher than cach mountains 

hoad * 659 

Zubject and low the tr. 1 bl az heldame lay, 

And pave herſeli fur loit, the congucriug water“ 
ey. | 

Vhat other wot Is, what ſeas unknown before, 
Then drove their billous on our braten ſhore ! 
What diftonr de: 3 their pre digics 0 boaſt, 883 
Hcav'd their huge monſtere on the Auſouian coalt! 
So when avenying Jove long time had hut dl, 
And tir'd his thunder on a hardea'd werd: 
New wroth, the god, new puriſiunent diſplay'd, 

nd call'd is watery brother to his ald: £98 

Otnding carth to Neptuar's lot he jo 1 
And bade his flouds no longer Rand curfiu'd 
At once the lurg + oct ther nations riſe , 

And ſca:, arc only bent wer by tho IK ic. 

Such nun the lor. addin de had bien ſoon, 895 
ad not the- An. jor tr * K uler ſtood between 
Proud waves the clond-comp ling fre wbcoy'd, 
Confe!”'d h's hand kuppreſiing, and were tay d. 

Kor was that glow the common ſhade of night, 
"The friendly darkuc Ie that relieves Ihe light; 900 
But fcarſul, black, and horrible to tell, 

A murky vapour br: aih'd from yYawnng hell: 

So thick the wi ingling ſeas and clouds were hurg. 
Scarce could the rue ling lightening gleum along. 
Through nature's Hume the dire couruttion ſtruck, 
IIe grom'd, M. iwouring ple and all hook: 
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Hrraar, and Cie cid. prevail'd again, 
And hroke tie facred com onal chain 
Flack finds, mule tox . fegt the leſt abodes. 
Froſan'd the day, ond nige with the gods, 910 
Ge end, hope, when every ether ſail'd, 
WW. Cuſer, and with nature's Af, prevail'd; 
Ahe hom that ſonght their ruin prov'd them 
ſtremg. 

Nr cou! they fall, who ſtood that ſhock fo long. 
HL as Levendia's fcning cliffs ariſe, 915 
On the till tillos's top the veſfel flies: 
Wu the pale water, from the ſurge's hro, 
uh id ty eyes ſurveys the depth below. 
Vow tiraight the gaping main at once divides, 
On nabe ſands the ruſhing hr“. ſul:ſi de-. 
And ii low Lowe! ihe the toypmalt Eides. 
Ii toning minen, all diſtrauglit with fear, 
Vurg bis courſe, and kuss nat kow to ſteer; 
Nu merc the wilels radder ils the prow, 
To west te nothin for lt, ar zun the blow. 925 
Bit, l.. the for- i. H afrftonce lende, 
WI „ aſtbulte, wnoth cr wave defends ; 
This. „the ſi ce older on the main, 
Aud that reſter ie the Laing hark aguin. 
Or dient 20 the niahty winds , plies, G3 
Nur fecks the doprin, and now invades the ſkivs; 
Ti.cre born aloft, fac zpprehends no morc, 
Or io iy Saſen, or Theſſalia's ſhure ; 
Himh balls ſac dreads, and promontorics now, 
And fears to touch Crrouniat's ty brow 

At tenth the univerſal wreck appeer'd, 
Tc C.fur's ſelf, c' worthy to be frar'd. 
War all theſe puins, this toil of fate 'he crics) 
4his labour af the ſens, and earth, and ſkies? 
All nature and ihe gods, at once alarm'd, 
ATurt my little Vit and me are arm d. 
If, oh ye Powers Divine ! yeur will decrees 
The gy of my death to thoſe rude ſcas; 
I. warm, zud in the ehting geld to dic, 
I that, my firſt of will es, you deny; 
ey foul 1 loner at her lot repincs, 
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945 


Let vici, 1% what Voa!r provide nce alſigns. 
Ibeih ünmature 1 ond my gloridus days, 

Cut Cort my congre!t, and prevent new praiſe z 
Jt, wr, alecady. lande the robleft theme, 950 


heil long aunals of recording fame. 
Lor ryihoa nations Gra me lor their lord, 
| "1 chens faction. cromch benvrath my iword ; 
lul-rior Pompey yields to me at home, 

| Ad only ils a feeont place in Rome. 
wir comtry has my big beheſts ohey *d, 
And at my for ker laus wiodicut laid; 
eMHoverconty, al! henburs are my oven, 
Conſul, dictator, I u a alone. 

Pur thou, my only ewocde!s, and my ſricn, 
114 u, on whom all rv crit Pray. rs attend, 
Conccçal, ah Fortun | this inglaridus cd, 
Le; Mme on earth, It none beſide theo, know 
Punk this poorly to the ſhades bolow. 
Bilpoſc, ye reds, may carcale as you pleaſe, 95 
Deep let it drown beneath theſe raging ſcus; 
aſk no urn my afncs to intel. 

Nor marble monuments, nr farincs of gold; 
I.ct but the wor'd, unknowing cf my don, 
Bipc4 ng {tul, and think I an te con: 
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So ſhall my r me with terror ſtill be heard, 
And my return in every vation fear'd. 

He ſpoke, and ſudden, wondrous to behold, 
Hi-ch on a tenth huge wave his bark was roll'd ; 
Nor ſunk agen, alternate, as before, "97S 
But ruſting, lodg'd, and fix'd upon the ſhore, 
Rome and his ſortune were at once reſtot' d, 
And «arth again received him for her lord. 

Now, through the camp his late arrival told, 
Thc worriors croud, their leader to behold ; 970 
I» tears, around, the mutmuring legions Rand, 
And welcome him, with ſond complaints. to land. 

What means too-daring Cæſar (thus they cry) 
To tempt the ruthloſs cas, and frormy ſæy! 
What a vile helplels herd had we been loft, 983 
Of every hope at once in thee bereft ? 

While on thy life fo miny thouſands wait, 

While nations live dep4...lunt on thy fate, 

While the whole world on the, their head, rely, 
"Tis crucl in ther to conſent to die. 70 
And coufd'ſt thou nt one ſaithſul ſoldier find, 
One equal to his miglity maſter's mind, 

Ove that deſerv'd not to be left behind? 

Whilc tumbling billows toſt thee on the main, 
W. Nlept at cafe, urknowing of thy pain. 995 
Mere we the cauſe, oh ſhame ! unworthy we, 
That rrg*d thee on to brave the faging ſea ? 

I« there a flavt whoſe head thou hold"ſt fo light, 
To give him up to this tempeſtuous night? 
While Czxfar, whom the ſubject carth obeys, Ic 
To ſeaſons ſuch as theſe, his ſacred ſelf betrays, 
Still wilt thou weary out indulgent heaven, 
And ſcatter all the laviſh gods have given ? 
Loſt thou the care of Providence employ, 
Only to fave thee when the ſeas run high? 
Aufpicicus Jove thy wiſhos would promote; 
Thou aſi the Safety of a leaky boat 

He proſſers thee the world's ſupreme command; 
Ihr hopes afpire no farther than to laud, 

And caſt thy ſhipwreck on th' Heſperian ſtrand. 

In kind reproachcs thus they waſte the night, 
Till the grey caſt diſclos'd the breaking light 
Serene the ſun his bramy face diſyiay'd, 

While the tir'd Form and weary waves were laid. 

Speedy the Latian chiefs uwrfurl ticir ſails, 1875 

And catch the gentiy-rifing northera gals: 

In fair appearaice the tall veſſels glide, 

The pilois, and the wind, conipire to gde, 

And wafttiem fith, ow the finoothct tic: : 

Duccut they move, like fore well-order'd hand. 

In rand battali.ms marching o'er the land. 

Night £1 at length, the winds the ſails forſov, 

And a dead calm the heautedus order broke. 

5» vin, from Strymon's wintery banks the 
Cranes, 

In ſcather'd legions, cut the her al plains; 1925 

Fo armer Nile they bend their aury war, 

Varm' in long lings, and rank & in juſt array: 


1093 


Bur it tome ruſhing tlorm the ourney crels, 


The Ming re ut à lul-: 
Now che, now Ivole, the breaking ſquadenn 
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And ſcutter in chnſuſion o'er the fy, 
The Gar veturn'd, with Phebhus Auth role, 
And RUr 198 zue Araluir g cauvas biywe 
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Feudding afore him ſœiſt the fleet he bore, 

O' er- paſſiug Lyſſus, to Nymphæum's ſhore ; 

*4 here ſafe from northern winds, Mithin the 
they monr. 

While thus united Cæſar's arms appear, 
And fortune draws the great decifiun ncar ; 
Rad Pompey 's foul uncaſy thoughts inſeſt, 
And his Cornelia pains his anxious breaſt. 
To diſtant L.eſbos fain he would remove, 
Far from the war the partner of his love. 
Ob, who can fpeak, what numbers can reveal, 
Ihe tenderneſs which pious lovers feel ? 

Who can their ſecret pangs and ſorrows te, 1045 

With all the croud of carcs that ja their buſems 
dwell? 

Fee what new paſſions now the hero knows, 

Wow firſt he doubts fu-ceſs, and fears his fors; 

Rome and the work he hazards in the ſtrife, - 

And gives up all ro {crtune, but his wife. 1050 


104” 
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Ott he prepares to ſpeak, but knows not how, 


Knows they malt part, but cannot bid her go; 
Defers the killing news with fond delay, 

And, lingering, puts off fatc from day to day. 
The fleeting ſhades began to leave the ſry, 1055 
And flumber ſoft ſorſook the drooping eye: 
When, with fond arms, the fair Cornelia preſt 
Her lord, reluctant, to her ſnowy breaſt : | 
Wondering, ſhe found he ſhunn'd her juſt embrace, 
And felt warm tears upon his manly face 1060 
Heart-wounded with. the ſudden woe, ſhe griev'd, 
And ſcarce the weeping warrior yet belicy'd. 
When, with a groan, thus he: My trueſt wife, 
To ſay how much 1 love thee more than life, 
Poorly expreſſes what my heart would ſhow, 1065 
Since life, alas! is grown my burthen now; 
That long, too long delay'd, that dreadful doom, 
That crue! parting hour at length is come. 

Fierce, haughty, and collected in his might, | 
Advancing Cæſar calls me to the fight. 1070 
Ilaſte then, my gentle love, from war retreat; 
"The Leſbian iſle attends thy peaceful ſeat : 

Nor ſeck. oh! ſeck not to increaſe my cares, 

Seck not to change my purpoſe with thy prayers; 
NMoſelſ, in vain, the fruitleſs ſvit have try d, 1075 
And n own pleading heart has been deuy'd. 
Think not, thy diſtance will increaſe thy fear : 
Ruin, if ruin comes, will ſoon be near, N 


Too ſoon the ſatal news ſhall reach thy car. 


Nor burns thy heart with juſt and equal fires, Io 
Nor doſt thou love as virtue's law requires; 

If thoſe ſoft eyes can ev'n thy huſband bear, 

Red with the ſtains of blood, and guilty war. 
When horrid trumpets ſound Meir dire alarms, ) 
Shall I indulge my ſorrows with thy ckarms, 5 
And riſe to huttle from theſe tender arms? 

Thus mournſu}, from ther, rather let me go, 
And join thy abſence to the public woe. 

But rhou be hid, be ſafe from every icar, 

\ Chile kings and nations in deſtruction ſùhare: 1090 
Thun thou the cruſh of my impcnding fate, 

"or let it fall on thee with all its weight. 

nen if the gods my overthrow ordain, 

ud the fie ret victor chace me o'er the plain, 
gion ſhalt be left me fill, my better part, 1095 
"Uo oth Bry cares, ur hcl roy brokga hrar:; 


Thy open arme I ſhall be ſure to meet, 


And fly with pleaſore to the dear retreat. 
Stunn d and afteniſh'd at the deadly Hreke, 
All ſenſe, at firſt, the matron fad forſfork. 1109 
at ion, and life, and ſpeech, at length r urn, 
And thus in words of heavieſt woe ſhe monrn: ; 
Na, Pompey! tt is not that my lor! is dend. 
is not the hand of fate has robb'd my bed: 
But like ſome baſe plebetan 1 am curs'd, 1105 
And by my cruel huſhand ſtand divorc'd, 

But Cafar vids us part! thy facher comes! 

Aud we muſt yield to what that tyrant dobnis! 
I« thy Corvelia's faith 7 poorly known, 

That thou Mould'{ think her lafet whilt alone I! 
Are not our loves, our lives, our fortunes ane ? 7 
Canſt thou, inhuman, drive me from thy fide, 
And bid wy ſingle head the coming ſtorm abide ? 
Do I not read thy purpoſe in thy eye? 11T4 
Doſt thou ne: hope, ard wiſh, even now to dic? 
And can I then be fafe ? Yet death is free, 

That laſt relief is not denied to me; 


Though haniſh d by thy harſh command I go, 


Yet Iwill join thec in tlic realms below. 

Thou bidit me withthe pangs of ubtence ſtrive, 1126 
And, till I hear thy certain loſs, ſurvive. 

My vow'd obedience, what it can, ſhall bear; 
But, oh! my hear: 's a woman, and I tear. 

If the good gods, indulgent to my pr ver, 
Should make the laws of Rene, and thee, their care; 
In diſtant climes I may prolong my woc, 1126 
And be the laſt thy victory to know. 

On ſome bleak rock that frowns upon the deep, 
A conſtant watch thy werp:ng wiſe ſhall ker p: 
There from each ſail misfortune ſhall I grucls. 1130 
Ant drezd the bark that brings me thy ſucceſs, 
Nor ſhall thoſe }appicr tidings end my 'car, 

The vanquiſh'd io2 may bring new danger ncar; 
Deſenceleſs I may ſtill be made a prize, 

And Cæſar ſnatch me with kim as he flies: 1135 
With caſe my known retreat he ſhall explore, 
While thy gr. name diſtinguiſhes the Frere ; 
Soon ſhall the Leſbian vxile and revioal'd, 

The wife of Pompey cannot live conceal'd. 

But if the o'er-ruling powers thycauſe forſake, 1140 
Grant me this oniy laſt requeſt I make; 

When thou ſhult be of troops and friends bereft, 
Aud wretch:d flight is all thy ſafety left; 
Oh! follow not the dictates of thy heart, 
But chooſe a reſuge in ſome diſtant part. 1145 
Where-e'er thy unauſpicious bark ſhall ſteer, 
Thy ſad Cornclia's fatal ſhore ſorbear. 

Since Cæſar will be ſure to ſeck thee there. 

So ſaying, with a groan the matron fled, 
And, wild with ſorrow, left her holy bed: 1159 
She ſees all lingering, all delays are vain, 
And ruſhcs headlong to poſicts the pain; 
Nor will the hurry cf her grieſs aftord 
One laſt embrace from h-r forſaken lord. 
Uncommon cruel was the fote, for two, 
Whoſe lives had laſted long, and been ſo true, 
To loſe the pleaſure of one laſt adizu, 

In all the woful days that croſs'd their bliſs, 
Sure never hour ws known ſo fad as this; 
By what they ſuſcer'd now, inur'd to pain, 


1154 


1159 


They met all after-forrows with diſduin, 
Ard tortung ſack her ceny gi faults in Vain, 


— ¶ — 
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Low on the ground the ſainting dame is laid; 
Her train offic ous haſten to her aid: 
Then gently rearing, with a careful hand, 1165 
Support her, low-deſcending o'er the ſtrand. 
There, while with cager arms ſhe graſp'd the 


ore, 
Scarcely the mourner to the bark they bore. 
Not half this grief of heart, theſe pangs, ſhe 


ew, 
When from her native Italy ſhe flew : 1170 
Lonciy, and con. ſortleſs, ſhe takes her flight, 
Sad ſcems the day, and long the fleepleſs night. 
In vain her maids th- « owny couch provide, 
She wants the tender partner of her fide. 
When weary oft in heavineſe ſhe lies, I175 
And dozy lumber ſteals upon her eyes; 
Fain, with fond arms, her lord ſhe would have 


eſt, 
But * to find the pillow at her breaſt. 
Though raging in her veins a ſever burns, 
Painful ſhe lies, and reſticſs oft ſh» turns. 
She ſhun« his ſacred fide with awful ſcar, 
And would not be convinced he is not there. 
But, oh! too ſoon the want ſhall be ſupply'd, 
The gods oo ct ue ly for that provide: 
Agui , thecircling hours bring back her lord, 1185 
And Pompey faall be fatally reſtur d. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


Ceſar ona Pumpey lying now near Dyr1bachium, after 
ſeveral marches and counter-marches, the former 
with incredille diligence runs @ vaſt line, er work, 
round the camp of the latter. Tis, L empey, after 
fufſering for want of Proviſions, and a wery gol- 
lent refiflance of Sceva, @ centur in of Caſur's, at 
Izanth breaks throzgh. After this, Coſur m ic: 
enutber unſucceſ\ ful attempt upon a fart of on- 
F arny, and then mnchen away into Theſſ ily : 
And Pompry exainft the prrſuaſion ard counſel of bis 
Friends ſuilors Lim. After a de/erijption of the ancient 
mbabitents, the boundaries, the moantains, and rivers 
of Tl:Jaly , the poet takes occaſiun, from this coun 
try being fomous for witchcraft, ts introduce Sextus 

# empeius, inquiri»g the event of the civil war from 


the forcereſs ericths. 
New, near encamp'd, each on 2 neig?-Louring 
: height. 

Th. Latian chiefs ¶ repare for ſudden fight. 
Th: rival pair ſcem hither brouyht b. fate, 

As if the gods would end the dire * fry 

And here determine of the Roman ſtate. 

Czſar, intent upon his hoſtile Ian, 0 
Demand a conqueſt here, and here a!rne ; 
Negle®s what laurels captive towns wriſt yi 


Aud ſcorns the karvel ({ ts Crocian £614, 
Vas. IV. | 
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tn 


But foaming ſurges break, and ſwelling tide 


| Arvund vat trad of land the labours wind, 


| 
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Impatient he provokes the fatal day, 

Ordain'd to give Rome's hibertics away, 

And leave he world the greedy victor's prey : 

Eager, that laſt, great chance of war he waars, 

Where cither's fail det-rmincs both their fates. 

Thrice, on the bills, all drawn in dread array, 15 

His threatening eagles wide their wings diſplay; 

Thrice, but in vain, his holtile arms he thew'd, 

His ready rage, and thirit of Latian blood. 

But when he ſaw, how cautious Pompey's care, 

Safe in his camp, declin'd the roſſer d wat; 20 

Through woody paths he bent his ferret way, 

And meant to make Dyrrhachium's towers his 
prey. 

This Pompey ſaw ; an | ſwiftly ſhot before, 

With ſpr-dy marches on the ſand; ſhore ; 

Till on Taulantian Petra's top he ſtay'd, 25 

Sheltering the city with his timely aid. 

This _ nor walls, por trenches deep can 


The works of labour, and eypenſive coſt. - 
Vain prodigality ! and labour vain ! 
Loft is the laviſh wealth, and loſt the fruitleſs 


pain ! 30 
V.aat walls, what towers ſo:'er they rear ſub- 
lime, 


Muſt yield to wars, or more deſtructive time; 
While fences like Dyrrachium's fortreſs made, 
Where nature's hand the ſure foundation laid, 
And with her ſtrength the naked town array'd, 
Shall ſtand ſecure againſt the warrior's rage, 36 
Nor ſear the ruinous decays o: age. 

Guarded, around, by ſteepy rocks it lies, 

And all acceſs from land, but ene, denies. 

No venturous veſſel there in ſafety rides, 

Rol! oaring on, and waſh the craggy ſides: þ 
Or When contentious winds more ruvely blow, 
Then mounting o'er the topmaſſ cliff they flow, 
Burſt on the lotty dome, and daſh the town be- 
low. 


Here Caſar's daring hear: vaſt hopes con- 


ceives, 40 
And high with war's vindictive pleaſures hraves; 
Much he revolves within kis ttoughtiul main”, 
How in this camp, the foc may be contin d, 5 
With ampie lines from hill to hill deſigu'd. 
Secret and ſwift he means the taſk to try, 51 
And runs each diſtance over with hi; eye. 

Vaſt heaps of ſod and verdant turf are brought, 
And ficnes in cep laborious quarries wrought ; 
Each Grecian dwelling round the work ſupp ics, 55 
And ſudicn ramparts from thei ruins riſe. 


Wich v ondrous ſtrength the ſtable mound the) 


reur, | ; 
Such as th' impetuous ram can never fear, 5 
Nor hoſtile uight o' erturn, nor forceful eugine | 

tear. | 4 
Through hi'ls, re ſiſtleſs, Cæſar plains his way, 60 
Aud makes the rough uncqual rocks obey- 
Here deep, bncath, the gaping trenches lie, 
"There forts advance their airy turrets high. 


Wige fields aud foreſts in th: circle bind, 
And bold as it a til the fo rave bind. 


K 


? 
) 


122 ROWE?S 


Nor ev'n the fo: too ſtrĩictly pent remains, 

At large he forages upon the plains; 

The vaſt incloure gives free leave around, 

Ott to decamp, and ſhiſt the various ground. 70 

Here, from far forntains, fireams their channels 
trac, 

And, while they wander through the tediou- 
tpace, 

Run many a mile their long extended race: 

While ſome, quite worn and weary of the way, 

Sink, and are jolt befere ti e reach the fea: 75 

Len Cuiar's feif, when through theAverks he 
zes, 

"Tires in the mic, and flops to take repoſe. 

Lot fo-me no mot record the walls of rex, 

VMchich gods alone can build, and gods Geltroy : 

Nor l:t the Parthian wonder, to have en G60 

The labours of the Babylonian queen: 

Nh 14 this large, this ſpacious t act of ground! 

Like thet, which Tigres or Orontcs bom-d; 

Vol this land thus majeſty might bring, 

And form a kiretogm tor an caſtern king; 2 

Fellold a Latien chief this land incloſe, 3 

Amidſt the tumult of impending ſocs: 

Ile bade the walls arif:, and as he hade and 
roſe 

But ah! vain pride of power! ah! fruitleſs 
haaſt ! 

Fv'n theſe, theſe mi hty labours are 211 {oft % 

A ſorce like this what barriers could w.thitacd ? 

Seas muſt have fled, and yiclded to the lud; 

The lovers ſhores united might have t..o1, 

Spite of the He lleſpont's oppoſing flood, 94 

While the Agean and loniau tide, ; | 


wy 


Might ne ting o'er the vanquiſh'd Iſthmv. ride, 
And Argive realms from Corinth's wall; divide; 
This _ might charge unwillivg nature's 
ace, 
Unfix cach order, and remove each place. 
Here, as if clos'd within a liſt, the war co 
Joes all its valiant combatants prepare; 
Here ardent glows the blood, which fate ordzius 
To dye the Lybian rud Emathian plains; 
Here the whole rage of civil diſcord join'd, 
Struggles for room, and ſcorns to be conFn'd. 10g 
Nor yet, while Cæſar his firſt labcur's try'd, | 
The warlike toil by Pompey was deſcry*d. 
So, in mid Sicily's delightful plain, ? 
Safe from th horid ſound, the happy ſwain 
Dreads not loud Scylla | arking o'er the main. 5 
So, northern Britons never hcar the roar 111 
Of eas, that | reak on the far Cantian ſhore. 
Soon as the riſing ramparts haſtile height, 
And towers advancing, ſtruck his anxious fight, 
Sudden from Petra's ſaſer camp te lud, 115 | 
And wide his legions on the hills diſpread; 
So, Cæſar, forc'd his num ers to «xten.!, 
More fcebly might each various ſtrength defend. 
His camp far o'er the large incloſure reach'd, | 
And guarded lines along the front were 
ſtretch'd ; . "BW 
Fer as Rome's diſtance from Aricia's groves, 
(Aricia which the chaſte Diana loves) | 
Far as from Rome old Tiber ſceks the ſea, _ 


| 
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While yet no ſignals ſor the fight prepare, 
Unbidden, ſome the javelin dart from far, 
And, ſkirmiſhing, provoke the lingering war, 
But deeper cares the thoughtſul chiefs diſtreſs, 
And move, the ſoldiers ardour te repreſs. 
Pompey, with ſecret an: i aus thought beheld, 130 
How trampling hooſs the riſing graſs repell'd; 
Wale lie he rufſet fields, the generous ſteed 
Secks on the naked 1o:1l, in vain, to feed : 
4oath ng from racks of huſky ftraw he turns, 
And, pining, for the verdant paſture mourns. 133 
No more his limbs their dying load ſuſtain, 

| Aiming a ſlride, he ſaulters in the ſtrain, 
Aru anksa ruin on the withering plain: 

ir. malodias upon his vitals prey, 


vive his frame, and melt the miſs away. 140 


Tuer ce deadly pligncs invade the lazy air, 

Reck to the clouds and hang malignant there. 

From Neſ.s ſuch, the Stygian vapours riſe, 

Avd with comagion taint the purer ſkics ; 

Such do Typhaus' ſteamy caves convey, 145 

And breathe” blue poiſons on the golden day. 

Ihenec liquid tzcaras the mingling plague re- 
ccive, 

And dead y p tions to the thirſiy give: 

To man the miſchieſ frrex''s, the fell diſcaſe 

lu fatal dran. hts does on his entrails ſeize. 158 


A rugged ſcurf, all loathſome to he ſeen, 


Spreads, like a bark, upon bis filken ſkin ; 
alignant flames his ſwelling eye- balls dart, 
And ſcem with anguiſh from their ſeats to ſtart; 
Fires o'er his glowing cheeks and viſage ſtray, 155 
And mark, in crimſon ftreaks, their burning 
way; 
Low droops his head, declining from its height, 
And nods, and totters with the fatal weight. 
With winged haſte the ſwift deſtruction flics, 
And ſcarce the ſoldicr fickens ere h- dies; 160 


| Now falling crowds at once reſign their breath, 


And doubly taint the noxious air with death. 

Careleſs their putrid carcaſcs are ſpread ; 

And on the carth their dank unwholcſome oy 

Ihe living reſt in common with the dead. 

Here nonc the laſt funcreal rites receive ; 166 

o be caſt forth the camp, is all their friends can 
give. 

At length kind heaven their ſorrows bade te 
ccale, 

And {id the peſiilential foc's increaſe ; 

Freſh breezes from the ſea begin to riſe, 

Whiic Boreas through the lazy vapour Lies, } 

And ſweeps, with healthy wings, the rank 
pclluted ſkies. ) 

Arriving veſſels now tl. eir freight unload, 

And furniſh plenteous harveſts from abroad: 174 

New fſprightly ſtrength, now checrfu' health, re- 

turns, 

And life's fair lamp, rekind'ed, brightly burns. 

But Ca ſar, unconfin'd, and camp'd cn high, 

Feels not the miſchicf 6f the fluggiſh fy ; 

On hills ſublime he breathes the purer air, 

And drinks no damps, ner poiſonous vapours 

there. . f 

Yet hunger keen en equal plague is found; 188 


Did he net wander in his winding way. 124 


4 


Famias and meagre want beficge him round ; 
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The fic!le. as vet, vo leres of borveſt wear, 
Nor veliow bens dictoſe the beatalcd er. 

The feattered vulgar C arch araund the ficli. 17.5 
und pluck v hate er the doulit fu herbigt y ldd; 
Same ſtrip the trees in cvery nei aber a, wood, 
And with the cattle ſhare their graſſe hf. 
Whatc'er the ſoftening flame can piiant wake, 

Vi hatc'r the teeth, or Jabourion, jaws can 


V hot ih, wit roots, whit lczb Tote they 
pct, 

Though new, and fravp to human take as ;+ 
yrt, 


At once the greedy ſoldiere ſeize and est. 

Win want, & hat pa. u ſos er tc undergo. 

Still they perſict in arms, and cloſe beſet t. e 
ſbe. 175 

At length, impaticnt lnger to he hel! 

Within the laund of one appointed en, 

O'er every bar which right lis poſiooe ney, 

Pompey re'olves to force his warlike wax; 

Mile o'er the world tlc ranging war to kad, 220 

And give his Jooſun'd bins room to tur- d. 

Nor tikcs ha nean advantage i om th. it, 

Nor ſtca's a paſſa_e, nor declines the fight ; 

Eut bravely dares, ditdainful of the tor, 204 

Through the proud towers and ramperts breach. 
to ga. 

Wire ſuining ſpears, and ercſted helms arc 
ſen, | 

Fa- tic i thick to guard the walls M thin; 

Where ail things death, where ruin all afford, 

Tucre Porapey marks a paſſage for his ſword. 209 

Nezr to the camp a woody thicket lay, 

Cluſc was the ſhude, nor did the greenſward- 


way 

Mich ſmoky clouds of duſt the march betray. 

Hlonce, ſudlen they appear in dread array, 

Sudden their wide-extended ranks diſplay; 224 

£5 ouce the foe beholds with wondering cyes 

here on broad wings Pompeian eagles riſe; } 

At once the, warriors ſhouts and trumpct- (* 
ſounds ſurpriſe. 

Scarce was the ſword's deſtruct;on needful here, 

do ſwiftly ran before preventing ſear ; 

Some fled amaz d, while vainly valiant ſome 220 

Stood, but to meet in arms a nobler doom. 

Where-e'er they ſtood, uow ſcatter'd he the 


flain, 
Scorce yet a ſew for coming deaths remain, 
And clouds of flying javelins fall in vain. 
lere ſwift conſuming flames the vidto.s 
throw, 225 
A d here the ram impetuous aims a blow; 
Ai the nodding turrets feel the ſtroke, 
Aug the vaſt rampart groans beneath the ſhock. 
Ang now propitious fortune ſeem'd to doom 


IrzeJom and peace, to Pompey, aud to 


Rome; 230 
Wil oor the vanquiſh'd works his eagles tower, 
Ard vindi-ac, the wor'd from Cæſar's power. 
but v hat nor Cæſar, nor his fortune cou'd} 
Vhat nat ten thouſand warlike hand- withſtood, 
Seava ris clone repels the force, 
And hope the iavid vicer in lis courſe, 


235. 


| 
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G Evo a newer to fame nnbnawn, 

And TH dituny uit on the Gaiiic Khaue; 

Ther- ſeen in hardy decds of arms to line, 

He ü rzarh dhe hours of tlie Lotian vine. 249 

Daring and bold, and (ver prone to ill, 

Invr'd ro blood, and active to ſulfil ; 

The diAntes of a lawlcis tyrant s will; 

Nor virtue's love. nor reaſon's Jaws he knew, 

But, car:lcfs ol the right, tor hire his ſword he 
drew, 

"Thus courage by an impious cauſe is curſt, 

And he that is the braveſt, is the worſt. 

goon as he ſaw bis follows ſhun the ty” t, 

Aud ſeek their ſutety in ignobic li ht, 

M hence docs, he ſaid, this coward's terror 
grow, 250 

Tha Hume, unknown to Caſir arms till now? 

Con you, ye fNaviſh herd, thus turacly yield? 

Inus fly, vn owned; from th tony field? 

L hold, Here pil'd in ſloughter'd keaps on l. ich, 

rm to the laßt, your brave companions lie; 255 

Then bluſ» to thiuk what wretched lives you 
ſave, 

rom what renown you fly, from what a glorious 
grave. 

ihovgh ſacred fame, though virtue yield to fear, 

[ot rage, let indignation, keep you here. ; 

We! we the weakeſt, from the reſt are choſe, 258 

To yicld a paſſage to our ſcornful foes ! 

Yet, Pompey, yet, thou ſhalt be yet withſtood, 


246 


And ſtain thy victor's laurel deep in blood 


If haply 1 had fall'n by Czfar's ſide; 

But fortune has the noble death deny d. 

Then Pompey, thou, thou on my fame ſhall wait, 

Do thou be witneſs, and appiaud my fate. 268 

Now puſh we on, diſdain we now to fear, 

A thouſand wounds let every boſom bear, 

Tillthe kecnſwordbe blunt b broke tue golated 
ſpeur. 

And fee the clouds of du y battle riſe! 

Hark how the found runs ratthng through the 
Lies! 

The diſtant legions catch the ſounds from far, 

and Ceſar Iſtens to the Unundermg war, 275 

He comes, he comes, yet cre his foldier dies, 

Like lightning ſwitt the winged warrior flies: 

14 fle then to death. to conquelt haſte av-ay; 

Well do we fall, for Cæſar wins the dax. 

He ſp: ke, and ſtraight, as at the truwpe ts ſoun l, 
Rekindled warmth in every breaſt was found; 282 
Recall'd from flight, the youth. admiring wait, 
To mark their daring ſcllow-ſoldici's late, 

To ſ.e if haply virtne might prevail, 
Aud, cv'n beyond their hopes, d2 more than 
greatly ſail. 

High on the tottering vrall he rears is head, 285 
Wich flevohter'd carcaſſes around him fpread ; 
With nervous arms u; lifting theſe he throws, 
"Thete rolls oppreilive, on aicending focs. 
Each where materials for his Rey Fe, 
And all th: ready ruius arnis ſupply . 
Even bis ficrce eli he fe ms to aim bolow, 
Heauzung to ſhoot, and dyug dart a bier. 

R 2 


With pride tis true, with joy I ſhould have dy'd ? 


255. 
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Now his touzh ſtaff repels the fierce attack, 
And tun ling, drives the bold aſſailants 
back : 295 
Now heads, now hand- he lops, the carcaſe falls, 
VWhilſttheclench'd fingers gripe the topmoſt wal s: 
H-re tones he he vs; the m ſs deſcending full, 
Cra ſhes the brain, an.] ſhivers th ſrail ſcull. 299 
Here bn:..inp p:tchy brands he whirls around; 
Ir:5x'd, tac flames hiſs in the liquid wound, 
Deep drench'd in death, in flowing crimſon 
drown'd. - 
An now the ſwelling hcapsef ſlaughter d focs, 
Sublime and equal tg tre fortreſs roſe; 
Whence, forward, with a leap, at once he 
ſprung, 305 
And ſhot himſclf amidſt the hoſtile throng. 
go daring, fierce with rage, fo void of fear, 
Bounds forth the ſpotted pard, and ſ.orns the hun- 
ter's ſpear. 
The c'ofing ranks the warrior ſtraight enfold, 
And ccmpalſs'd in their ſteely circle, hold. 
Undaunted ſtill arourd the ring he rcams, 
Fights here and there, and cvery where o'rcomes; 
Till cloyg'd with blood, his ſword obeys but ill 
The dictates of its vengeful maſter's will; 
Edgeleſs it falls, and though it pierce no more, 315 
Still breaks the batter'd "ones, and bruiſes ſore. 
Alcan time, on him th- crowding war is bent, 
And darts from every hand, to him are ſent : 
It look'd as ſortune did in odds delight, 
And had in cruel ſport ordain'd the fight; 320 
A wondrous match o: war ſhe ſeem'd to make, 
Her thouſands here, and there her one to ſtake ; 
As if on rightly terms in liſts they ran. 
And armies were but equal to the man. 
2 thouſand darts upon his buckler ring, 325 
thouſand javelins round his temples fing ; 
Hard bearing on his head, with many a blow, 
His ſteely helm is inward taught to bow. 
The miſſive arms, fix d all around he wea «, 


310 


And ev'n his ſafety in his wounds he bears, 
Yenc'd with a fatal wood, a deadly grove of 
ſpears, 
Ceaſe, ye Pompeian warriors! ceaſe the ſtrife, 
Nor, vainly, thus attempt this ſingle life; 
Your darts, your idle javelins caſt aſide, 
And other arins for Sczva's death provide: 335 
The forceful rams reſitrleſs horas prepare, 
W ch all tie ponderous vaſt machines of war; 
Let dreadfu: flames, let maſſy rocks be thrown, 
With engines thunder on, and break him down, 
And win this æſar s ſoldier, like a town. 
At length, his fa e diſdaining to delay, 341 
He hurls his ſhield's neglect d vid away, 
Reſolves no part whate'er ſrom death to hide, 
But ſtands unguarded now on every fide. 
Incumber'd ſere with many a painful wound, 345 
Terdy and ſtiff he treads the hottile round; 
Gloomy aud ficrce his eyes the croud ſurvey, 
Mark where to fix, and ſingle out the prey. 
Such, by Getulian hunters compaſs'd in, 
The vait unwieldy elephant is feen : 330 
All cover'd with a ſtecly ſhower from far. 


Rouzing be ſhakes, and ſheds the ſcatter d war; 


| 


—— 


| When, ere he was aware, his thundering ſword 
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In vain the diſtant troops the fight renew, 
And with freſh rage the ſtubhorn foc purſue ; 
Unconquer'd ſtill the mighty ſavage ſtands, 355 
And ſcorns the malice of a thouſand hands. 
Not a l the wounds a thouſand darts can make, 
Though all find place, a ſingle life can take. 
When lo! addreſt with ſome ſucceſsful vow, 
A ſhaſt, ſure flying from a Cretan bow, 
Beneath he warrior's brow was ſecn'to light, 
And funk, d ep piercing the left orb of ſight. 
But he (fo rage inſpir'd, and mad diſdain) 
Remorſeleſs fell, and ſenſcleſs of the pain, 364 
Tore forth the bearded arrow from the wound, 
With ſtringy nerves beſmcar'd and wrapp'd f 
around, 
ind ſtamp'd the gory jelly on the ground. 
in Pannonian woods the growling bear, 

Transfix'd, grows fiercer for the hunter's ſpear, 
Turns on her wound, runs madding round with 


* 
e ne flying ſhaft in vain. 371 
"Down from his eyeleſs hollow ran the blood, 
And hideous o'er his mangled viſſage flow'd 
Deform d each awful, each ſeverer grace, 
And veil'd the manly terrors of his face. 375 
The victors raiſe their joyful voices high, 
And with loud triumph ſtrike the vaulted ſky; 
Not Cæſar thus a general joy had ſpread, 
Though Czſar's ſclflike Scæ va thus had bled. 379 
Anxious, the wounded ſoldier, in his breaſt, 
The riſing indignation deep repreſt, 
And ay > 1 humble vein his haugi ty foes ad- 
Here let your rage, ye Romans, ceaſe, he ſaid, 
And lend your fcllow-citizens your aid; 334 
No more your darts nor uſeleſs juvelins try, 
Theſe, which I bear, will deaths enow ſupply, 5 
Draw forth your weapons, and behold 1 die. 
Or rathcr bear me hence, and let me meet 
My doom beneath the mighty Pompey's feet : 38g 
Twere great, twere brave, to fall in arms, tis 
true, 

But I renounce that glorious fate for you. 
Fain would I yet prolong this vital breath, 
And quit ev'n Cæſer, ſo 1 fly from death. 

The wretched Aulus liſten'd to the wile, 
Int-nt and greedy of the future ſpoil ; 395 
Advancing ſondly on, with heedleſs caſe, 
He thought the captive and his arms to ſeize, 


Deep in his throat the ready Scæ va gour'd. 399 
Warm d with the laughter, with freſh rage he 


And vigour with the new ſucceſs returns. 
So may they fall (he ſaid, by juſt deccit, } 


Such be their fate, ſuch as this fool has met, 
Who dare believe that 1 am vanquiſh'd yet ! 
if you would ſtop the vengeance of my ſword, 
From Czſar's mcrcy be your peace implor'd, | 
"There let your leader kneel, 

his lord. 
Me. could you mecanly dare to fancy me 
Baſe, like yourſelves, and ſond of lite to be! 499 


and humbly own 
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But know, not all the names which grace your 


cauſe, 


Your reverend ſenate, and your boaſted laws, 
Not Pempey's ſelf, bot all for which you car, 
Were e'er to you, like death to Sc va, dear. | 
Thus while he ſpoke, a riſing duſt hetray d 
Czſarian legions marching to his aid. 415 
Now Pompey's troops with prudence ſcem to 
icld, 
And 3 numbers quit th field; 
Diſſembling ſhame, they Hide their ſoul deſeat, 
Nor vanqui ſn d by a ſingle arm retreat. 
Then fell the warrior, for till then he ſtood; 429 
His manly mind ſupply'd the want o blood. 
It ſeem'sd as rage had kindled life ane w, 
And courage to oppoſe, from oppoſition grew. 
But now, when none were left him to repel, 
Fainting for want of focs, the victor fell. 425 
Straight with officious haltc his friends draw ncar, 
And, raiſing, joy the noble load to bear: 
To reverence and religious awe inclin'd 
Admiring, they adorc his mighty mind, * 
That god within his mangled breaſt infarin'd. 
The wounding weapons, ſtain d with Sceva's 
blood, 
Like ſacred relics to the gods are vow'd * 
Forth are they drawn from every part with care, 
And kept to dreſs the naked God of War. 
Oh! happy ſoldier had thy worth been try'd, 435, 
In pious daring, on thy country's fide ! 4 
Oh! had thy ſword ſherian battles known, 
Or purple with Cantabrian laughter grown; N 
How had thy name in deathleſs anuais ſhone ! 
But now no Roman Pæan ſhalt thou ſing, 440 
Nor peaceful triumphs to thy country bring, 
Nor loudly bleſt in ſolemn pomp ſhalt move, 
Through crowding fireets, to Capitol ian Jove, 
The laws def-nder, and the people's love: 
Oh, hapleſs victor thou! oh, vamly brave! 445 
How haſt thou fought, to make thyſelf a ſlave ! 
Nor Pompey, thus repuls'd, the fight d. clines, 
Nor reſts encompalſs'd round by Czfar's lines; 
Once more he means to force his warlike way, 
And yet retricve the fortune of the day. 450 
So when fierce winds with angry occan ſtri ve, 
Full on the beach the beating bi lows drive; 
Stable a while the lofty mounds abide, 
Check the proud ſurge, and ſtay the ſwelling tide. 
Yet reſtlels ſtill the waves unweary'd roll, 455 
Work — at Icuagth, and ſap the ſinking 
mole. 
With force renew'd the balled warrior bends, 
Where to the ſhore the jutt ngwall extends: 
There proves, by land and ſea, his various migh, 
And wins his paſſage by the double fight. 460 
Wide o'er the plains diſtus'd his legions range, 
And their cloſe camp for freer ficlds exchange. 
So, rais'd by melting ftreams of Alpine ſnow, 
Beyond his utmoſt margin ſwells the Po, N 


And looſe y lets the ſpr-ading deluge flow : 
Where-e'er the weaker banks oppreſt retreat, 466 
And fink beneath the heapy waters weight, 
Forth guſhing at the breach, they burſt their way, 
Aud waltcſul o'er the drowned country ſtray : 


| 
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Far diſtant ficlds and meads they wander o'er, 470 
And viſit lands they never knew beſore; 
Here, ſrom its ſeat the mou'dering carth is torn, 
And by t e flood to other maſters borne ; 
While gathering, there, it heaps the growing ſoil, 
And loads the peaſant with his ne'ghbour's 
ſpoil. 475 
Soon as aſcending high a riſing flame. 
To Cæſar's fight, the combats ſignal came, 
Swift to the place approaching near, he found 
The ruins ſcattet d by the victor round, 
And his d labours humbled to the groun.'. 
Thence to the hoſtile camp his eyes he turus, 
\, here ſor their peace and fleep iccure, he 
mourns, 
With rancorous deſpite, and envious anguiſh, 
burns. 5 
At length reſolv'd (ſo rage inſpir d his breaſt} 
He mcans to break the happy victor s relt ; 42; 
Once more to kindle up the tatal ſtriſe, 
And dath their joys with hazard of his 1.ſe. 
Straight to Lorquatus fierce he bends his way, 
(Torquatus ncar a neighbouring caſtle lay) 
But he, by prudent caution taught to pi id, gge 
1rufts to his walls, and quits the open. Acid; 
here (afe within himſelf, he ſtands luis ground, 
And lines the guar ed ramparts ſtron iy round. 
So when the ſcamen rom afar delcry 
The clouds grow black upon the lowering æy 
Hear the winds roar, and mark the ſeas run 
high, 
They turk the ſiuttet ing ſheet with timely care, 
And wiſcly for the oming ſtorm prepare. 
But now the victor, with re ſiſt leſs haſte, 
Proud o'er the ramparts of the fort had paſt; go 
When ſwift deſcending from the riſing grounds, 
Pompey with lengthening files the for ſurrounds. 
As when in ZEtna's hollow cavcs below, 
Round the vaſt furnace kindling whirlwinds blov-; 
Rouz'd in this baleſul bower the giant roars, 525 
And with a burſt the burning deluge pour; 
Then pale with horror ſhricks the N:uduecring 
ſwain, 6 
To ſee the ficry ruin ſpread the plain. 
Nor wit leſs horror © {1's bands behold 
Huge hoſtile duſty clouds the r rear inſuld, 519 
Unknowing whom to mect, or Whom to ſhun, - 
Blind with their fear, full on their fate they run. 
Well, on that day, the world repoſe had gam'd, } 
And bold rebellion's blood had all been drain'd, , 
Had not the pious chicf the rage of war ans 
train'd. | 
Oh, Rome, how free, how happy hadſt thou 
been! 
Thy own great miſtreſs, and the nations queen! 
tad Sylla, then, thy great aver ger itod, 
And day d his thirſty, ſwo d in traitors blood. 
But, oh! jor ever ſhuit thou now bemoan 
The two extremes by which thou wert 3 
The ruthleſs father, and too tender ſon. 
With fatal pity, Pompey, hail thou ſpur'd, 
nd given the blackeſt crime the beſt re ud: 
How had that one, one happy day, withi.c!d 525 
The blood of Utica, and Munya s cid! | 


? 
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$ 
The Pharian Nile had known no crime more | 
cat 
Than ſome vile Ptolmey's untimely fate ; 
Nor Afric, then, nor Juba, had bemoan'd, 
Nor Scipio's blood the Punic ghoſts aton'd ; 530 
Cato had, for his country 's good, ſurviv'd, - 
And long in peace a hoary patriot liv's ; 
Rome had not worn a tyrant's hated chain, 
And fate had undecrerd Pharſalia's plain. | 
But Cæſar, weary of th' unlucky land, 535 
£wiſt to AEmathia leads his ſhatter'd band; \ 
While Pompey's wary friends, with caution \, 
weile, 
To quit the ba!N-! foe's purſuit adviſe. 
To Italy they point his open way, 
Aud bid him mage the willing Ind his prey. 540 
Oh! never (he replies) ſha!l Pompey come, 
Like Cæſatr arm d, and terrible to Rome; 
Nor need I ſrem thoſe ſacred walls have fled, * 
Could | have born vur ſtreets v ith Gaughter red, 
And ſeen the Forum pil d with heaps of dead.) 
Much rather let me pine in Scythia's roſt; 546 
Or burn on ſwarthy Libya's ſultry coaſt; | 
Nu cli ve, no diſtant region, is too ſar, 
Where I can baniſh, wu me, fatal war. 
I fled, to bid my country's forrows ceaſe; $550 
And ſha'l my victories invade her peace? 
Let her but ſaſe and free from arms remain, 
And Cæſar ſti 1 ſhall think ſhe wears his chain. 
He ſpoke, and eaſtward ſought the foreſt wide, 
That rifing clothes Candavia's ſhady fide; 555 
Th -nce to Amathia took his deſtin'd way, 
Reſcrv'd by fate for the deciding dax. 
Where Erus blows, and wintry ſuns ariſe, | 
Theſſalia's boundary proud Offa lies; 
But when the god protracts the longer day, 560 
Pclicn's b oad back receives the dawning ray. 
Where through the Lion's ficry ſign he flies, 
Othrys his caly groves from ſhades ſupplics. 
On Findus ſtrikes the fady weſtern light, 
When glittering Veſper leads the ſtarry night. 565 
Northward, Olympus hides the lamps, that roll 
"Their paler fires around the frozen pole. 
Ihe micldle ſpace, a valley low depreſs'd ; 
Once a wide, lazy, ſtanding lake poſſeſs d; 
White gr wing Hill the heapy waters loud, 570 
Nor down through Tempe ran the guſhing flood: 
But when Alcides to the talk apply d, | 
And c!cft a paſſage trough the mountains wide; 
Guſhing at once the thundering torrent flow'd, 
While Nereus groan” 4 bene: th encreaſing 
load. a 575 
Then roſe (oh, that it ſtill a lake had lain !) 
Above the waves Pharſalia's fatal plain, 5 
Once ſulijed to the great Achilles reign. 
Then Ph ylace was built, whoſe warriors boaſt 
Their chief firſt landed on the Trojan coaſt; 5£0 
Then Ptcleos ran her circling wall arotud, 
And Dorion, for the Muſes wrath renown's : 
hen Trachin high, and Mclibea ſtood, 
When Hercules his fatal ſhafts beltow's ; 
Jariſſa ſtrong aroſe, and Argos, now e585 
A plaia, ſubmitted to the labuuring plow. 
Here ſtood the town, if there be truth in fame, 


That m Baotian 1hebcs receiv'd its nume. | 
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Here \-0 Agave's wandering ſeaſe return'd. 
Here tur her murder'd ſon the mother 
moarn”.' ; WH 
With ſtreaming tears ſhe waſh'd his ghaſtly head. 
And on the funcral pile the precious relick laid. 
The guſhing watcrs various ſoon divide, 
And cvery river rules a ſeparate tide ; 
The narrow Mas runs a limpid flood, 
Evenos bluſhes with the Centaur's blood; 
That gently mingles with th' Tonian fea 
While this, through Calydonia, cuts his way. 
Slowly fair To's aged father falls, 
And in hoarſe murmurs his loſt ZCaughror 
ca'ls. | 04s 
Thick Acheloũs rolls his troubled waves, 
And heavily the neighbouring iſles he laves ; 
While pure Amphryſus winds along the mead, 
Where Phœbus once was wont his flocks to lcd: 
Ott on the banks he ſat a ſhepherd ſwain, - 655 
And watch'd his charge upon the graſſy plain, 
Swiſt to the main his courſe Sperchios buads, 
And, founding, to the Va ian gulph deſcends. 
No breezy air near cam Anauros A es, 
No dewy milts, nor fleecy clouds arc. 
Here Phenix, Melas, and Aſopus run, 
And ſtrong Apidanus drives flow Enip-us on. 
A thouſand little brooks, unknown to fame, 
Are mix'd, and loſt in Pencus' nobler name 
Bold Titareſus ſcorns his rule, alone, 615 
And, join'd to Pencus, ſtill himſelf is known : 
As oer the land his haughty waters glide, 
And roll, unmingling, a — tide. 
"Tis ſaid, through ſecret channels winding forth, 
Decp as from Styx he takes his hallow'd 
birth: 6.0 
Thence, proud to be revcr'd by gods on high, 
He ſcorns to mingle with a mean ally. 
an: riſing grounds uprear'd at length their 
eads, . 
And rivers ſhrunk within their oozy beds; 
Bebrycians firſt are ſaid, with early core, 
In furrows deep to fink the ſhining ſhare, 
The Lelegians next, with equal toil, 
And Dolopes. invade the mellow ſoil. 
To theſe the bold Molidæ ſucceed, 
Magnetes, taught tv rein tlie ficry ſteed, 
And Minyæ, to explore the deep, decreed. 
Here pregnant by lzion's bald embrace, 
The mother Cloud diſclo,'d the Centaurs' race: 
In Pelethronian caves ſhe brought them forth, 
And fil.'d the land with many a monſtrous 
birth. 615 
Here dreadful Monychus firſt ſaw the light, 
And prov'd on Pholoe's rending rocks his might; 
Here talleſt trees uprooting Rhœcus hore, 
Which baffled ftorms had try'd in vain before. 
Here Pholus, of a gentler human breaſt, 649 
Recciv'd the great Alcides for his gueſt. 
Here, with brute-ſury, luſtful Neſſus try d 
To violate the htro's beauteous bride, 
Tis july by the ſatal ſhaſt he dy'd. 
This parent land the pious leach conſeſt, 
Chiron, of all the double race the beſt : 
'Midft golden ſtars he ſtands refulgent now, 
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| And threats the Scorpion with his bended bow. 
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Here love c arms and battle reign'd of old, 


And form'd the firſt Theiſalians fierce and 


bold ; 650 
lere, from rude rocks, at Neptune's potent 
ſtroke, 


omen of war, the neighing courſer broke; 
Here, taught by ſkilful riders to ſubmit, 
He champ'd indignant on the ſoamy bit. 654 
From fair Theſſalia's Pegaſæ an ſhore, 
The firſt bold pine the daring warriors bore, 
And taugh: the ſons of carchwide occans to ex 
lore. | 
Here, . hen Itonus held the regal ſeat, . 
The ſtubborn ſteel he firit ſubdu'd with heat, | 
And the tough bars on ſounding anvils beat: 
la furnaces he ran the liquid braſs, 661 
And caſt in curious works the melten maſs, 
He taught the ruder artiſt to refine, 
Explor'd the ſilver and the golden mine, 
And ſtamp'd the c#itly metal into coin. 
From that old zra avarice was known, 
Then all the deadly ſeeds of war was ſown; 
Wide o'cr the world, by tale, the miſchief ran, 
Ard thoſe curſt pieces were the bane of man. 
Huge Python, here, in man. a ſcaiy fold, 
To Cyrrha's cave a length enormous roll'd : 
Hence, Pythian games the hardy Creeks renown, 
And laurel wreaths the joyful victor crown. 
Here proud Alæus durſt the gods defy, + 
And taught his impious brood to ſcale 
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the 

: 575 

While mountains pil'd on mountains intefere 

With heaven's bright orb, and top the circiing 
ſphere. | 

To this curſt land, by Fate's appointed doom, 

With one conſent the warring leaders come; 

Their camps are fix'd, and now the vulgar 
fear, m 680 

To ſee the terrible event ſo near. 

A ſew, and but a ſew, with ſouls ſerene, 

Wait the diſcloſing of the dubious ſcene. 

But Sextus, mix'd among the vulgar herd, 

Like them was anxious, and unmanly fear'd : 685 

A youth unworthy of the hero's race, 

And born to be his nobler fare's diſgrace. 

A day ſhall come, when this io glorious ſon 

Shall tain the trophies all by Pompey won: 

A tlief, the ſpoiler, ſhall he live coufeſs d, 690 

And act thoſe wrenzs h's fotber's arm redreſs'd. 

Vex'd with a coward's ſond impatience now, 

Ile pries into that fate he fears to know; 

Kor ſeeks he, with religious vows, to move 

The Delphic I ripod, or Dedonian Jove ; 

No prieſtiy Augur's arts employ his cares, 

Nor Babylonian ſeers, who read the ſtars; 

He nor by fibres, birds, or lightning's fires, 


— 
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Nor any juſt, though ſecret, rites inquires; i 


But horrid alfrs, and infcrnal pow ers, 

Dire myſteries of magic he explores, 

Such as high heaven and gracious Jove abhors. 
He thinks, 'tis little thoſe abo e can know, 

And ſecks accurſt aſſiſtance from below. 

1he place itſclf the impious means ſupplies, 505 
While near Hamouian hags incam'd he lics: 
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At once, ſhe calls the golden light again, 
698 


| 
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All dreadful deeds, all monſtrous forms of old, 
By fear invented, and by fallchood told, 
Whate'er tranſcends belicf, and reaſon's view, 
Their art can furniſh, and their poser makes 
true. 710 

The pregnant fields a horrid crop produce, 
Noxious, and fit for witchcratt's deadly uſe: 
With 7 yo weeds each monuta:in's brow is 

zung, 
And liftening rocks attend the charmerꝰ's ſong. 
There potent and myſterious plants ariſc, 715 
Plants that compel the gods, and awe the ſkies; 
There, leaves unfolded to Medea's view, 
Such as her native Colchos never kneay, 
Soon as the dread Hæmonian voice aſcends, 
Through = whole vaſt expanſe, each power at- 
tends; $ 

Ev*n all thoſe ſullen deitics who know 
No care of heaven above, or carth below, 
Hear and obey. Th' Aflyrian then, in vain, 
And Memphian prieils, their local gods detain ; 
From every altar looſe at once they fly, 725 
And with the ſtronger foreign call comply. 

The coldeſt hearts Theſſalian numbers warm, 
And ruthleſs boſoms own the potent charm ; 
With monſtrous power they rouſc- perverſe de- 


And kindle into luſt the wintry fire: 230 
Where noxious cups, and poiſonous philtres fail, 
More potent ſpells and myſtic verſe prevail. 

No draughts ſo ſtrong the knots of love prepare, . 
Cropt from her younglings by the parent mare. 
Oft, ſullen bridegrooms, who unkindly fled 7 35 
From blooming beauty, and the genial bcd, 

Melt, as thc thread runs on, and fighing, feel 


72 


| The giddy whirling of the magic wheel. 


M henc'er the proud enchantreſs gives command, 
Eternal motion ſtops her active hand; 74S 

No more heaven's rapid circles journey on, 

But univerſal nature ſtands foredone: 

The lazy god of day forgets to riſe, 

And everlaſting night pollutes the fkics. 

Jove wonders, to bchold her ſhake the pole, 945 

And, unconſenting, hears his thunders roll. 
Now, 2 a word, ſhe hides the ſun's bright 

ce, 

And blots the wide zthercal azure ſpace ; 

Looſely, anon, ſhe ſhakes her flowing hair, 

And ſtraight the ſtormy lowering heavens are 

fair: 75@ 


The clouds fly ſwift away, and ops the drizly 
rain. 

In ſtilleſt calms, ſhe bids the waves ren high, 

And an” <a the deep, though Eorcas ſhakes the 


1 
When winds are huſh'd, her potent breath pre- 


| vails, 755 
Waſts on the bark, and $11; the dagging fails. 
Streams have run back at raumurs of her 
tongue, 
And torrents from the rock ſuſpended hung. 
No more the Nile his wonted ſcaſons knows. 
And in a line the fraight Maander Sows. 700 
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Arar ha; ruſh'd with headlong waters down, 

And driven unwillingly the fluggiſh Rhone. 

Uuge mountains have been level'd with t c 

lain, 

And ſar from heaven has tall Ol-mpius lain. 

Niphæan cryſtal has been known to melt, 

And Scythian ſnows a ſudden ſummer felt. 

No longer preſt by Cynthia s moiſter bi ama, 

Alternate Tethys heaves her ſwelling ſtream; 

Ny charms forbid, her tides revolve no more, 

Hut ſhun the margin of the guarded ſhore. 

Ihe ponde ous earth, by magic number: firuck, 

Down to her inmoſt centre deep has ſhook ; 

"Then rending with a yawn, at once made way, 

Vo join the upper, and the nether day; 

While wondcring eye*, the dreadful cleft be- 
tween, 775 

Another ſtarry firmament have ſeen. 

ach deadly kind, by na ure form'd to kill, 

j car the dire hags, and execute thei will. 

Ions, to them, their nobler rage ſubmit, 

And ſawnivg tigers couch beneath their feet ; 780 

lor them the ſuake foregoes her wintcry hold, 

An. pn the hcary froſt untwines her fold: 

11e poiſonous 
death, 

And blaſted vipers die by human breath. 

What law the heavenly naturcs thus con- 

ſtrains, 785 

And binds ev 'n godhead⸗ in reſiſtleſs chains ? 

Wrat wondrous pow rs do charms and herbs im- 

ly. 

And * them thus to follow, and to fy ? 

What is it can command them to obey ? 

Loes choice incline, or awful terror way? 790 

Do ſecret rites their deities atone, 

Or myftic picty to man unknown ? 

Lo £frong enchantments all immortals brave? 

Or is there one determin'd god their ſla e? 794 

One, whole command obedient nature awes, : 


765 


Who, ſubjedi ſtill hiwiclf to megic laws, 

Acts © ly as a ſervile ſecond caule ? 

Wagic the ſcariy lamps from heaven can tear, 

And ſhoot thera gleaming through the duſty 
air 

Con blot fair Cynthia's countenance ſcrene, 800 

Aud poiſon with foul ſpells the filver queen: 

Now pale the ghaſtly goddels ſhrinks with 
dread, 


And now black ſmoky fires involve her head; 

As when earth's envious interpoſing ſhade 

Cuts off her beamy brother from her aid; 803 

Held by the charming ſong, ſhe ſtrives in vain, 

And labours with the long purſuing pain ; 

1 ill down, and downward till, compell'd to 
come, 


On hallow'd herbs ſhe ſheds her fatal foam. 809 


Nor yet with death, or guilt enough embrued, 
With banghry ſcorn the fierce Erictho view'd. 
New miſchicf ſhe, new mouſters durſt explore, 
And dralt in horrors never known befcre, 
From towns and hoypitable rooi- the flics, 
And cvery dwelling of mwarkind dcAs; 


But theſe, as arts tov gentle, an : too reed, | 


770 


race they ſtrike with _— 
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Through unſrequented deſerts lonely roams, 
Drives out the dead, and dwells. within their 
tombs. 
Spite of all laws, which heaven or nature know, 
the rule of gods above, and man below; $8 
Grateful to hell the liv ng hag deſcends, 
And fits in black aſſemt lies of che fiends. 
Dark matted elſ- locks angling on her brow, 
Filthy, and foul, a loathſome burden grow; 
Ghaſtly, and frightſu'-pale her ſace is ſcen 
Unknown to chearſul day, aud ſkies ſerene : 
But when the ſtars are vcil'd, when ſtorms ariſe, 
And the blue forky flame at midnight flics, 
Then, forth from graves, ſhe takes her wicked 


825 


And thwarts the glancing lightnings as they 
Flay. 30 
I ſhe breathes, blue poiſons round 
ſprrad, 
The withering graſs avows her fatal tread, 
And drooping Ceres hangs her blaſted head. 


Not holy rites, nor ſuppliant prayer ſhe knows 

Kor ſecks the gods with ſacrifice, or vows: 835 

Whare'er ſhe offers is the ſpoil of urns, 

And furcra! fire upon her altars burns; 

Nor uczds ſhe ſend a ſecond voice on high. 

Scar d at the firit, the trembling gods comply. 
Oft in the grave the trembling has ſhe laid, 840 

And bid reviving bodies leave the dead : 

Oft at the funeral pile ſhe ſecks her prey, 

And bears the ſmoking aſhes warm away; 

Snatches ſome burning boae, cr flaming brand, 


And tears the torch from the fad father's 


hand, 845 
Scizes the ſhro:4's looſe fragments as they fly, 
And picks the coal where clammy juices ſry. 
But when the dead in marble tombs are plac'd, 
Where the moiſt carcaſe by degrees ſhall waſte, 
There, greedily on every part ſhe flies, 850 
Strips the dry nails, and digs the gory eyes. 
Her teeth from gibbets gnaw the ſtrangling nooſe, 
And from the croſs dead murdercrs unlosſc : 
Her charms the uſe of ſun-dry'd marrow find, 
And huſky entrails wither'd in the wind; 853 


With cordy finews oft her jaws are ſtrung, 

And thus fuſpended oft the filthy hag has bung- 

Where-e'cr the battle bleeds, and laughter lies, 

Thither, preventing birds and beats, fhe 
hies; 860 

Nor then content to ſeize the ready prey, 

From their fell jaws ſhe tcars their food away: 

She marks the hungry wolf's pernicious tooth, 

And joys to rend the morſel from his mouth. 

Nor ever yet remorſe could ſtop her hand, 86g 

When human gore her curſed rites demand. 

Whether ſome tender infant, yet unborn, 

From the lementing mother's fide is torn ; 

M heticer ker purpole aſks ſome bolder ſhade, 

And by her kn:ile, the ghoſt ſhe wants, is 
made; 870 


{ Oft drops the ropy gore upon her tongue, 


She catc!.cs the fizkt guiling of the flood; 
Au mchief is of uſ:, and every murder good. 


Or whether, curious in the choice of blood, | 
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When blooming youths in early manhood die, 
She ſtands a terrible attendant by; 875 
The downy growth from off their checks ſhe 


te 
Or cuts lefr-handed ſome ſelected hairs, 
Oft when in death her gaſping kindred lay, 
Some pious office would ſhe feign to pay; 
And While cloſe hovering © cr the bed ſhe 
bung, 8d o 
Bit the pale lips, and cropt the quivering tonguc: 
Then, in hoarſe murmurs, ere the ghoſt could 


Matter'l fore meſſage to the ſhades below. 
A fame like this around the region {pread, 
To prove her power, the younger Pompey 
led. 8355 
Now half her ſable courſe the night had run, 
And low beneath us roll'd the beamy ſun ; 
When the vile youth in ſilence croſs d the plain, 
Attended by his wonted worthleſs train 
Through ruins waſle and old, long wandering 


round, 
Lonely upon a rock the hag they ſound. 890 
There, as it chanc d, in ſullen mood the ſate, 
Pondering upon the war's approaching fate : 
At that ſame hour ſhe ran now numbers oer, 
And ſpells unheard by hell itſcif befere;” Bgs 
Fearſul, leſt wavering deſtiny might change, 


And bid the war in diſtant regions range. 


She charm d Pharſalia's field with early care, 

To keep the warriors and the laughter there. 

So may her impious arts in triuniph reign, 900 

And riot in the plenty of the flain : 

So, many a royal ghoſt ſhe. may command, 

Mangle dead hcroes with a ruthleſs hand, 

And rob of many an urn Meſperia's mourning 
land. 


Alrcady the enjoys the dreadful ſield, 905 
And thinks what ſpoils the rival chieſs ſhall 
yield ; 
With what fell rage each corſe ſhe ſhall invade, 
And fly rapacious on the proſtrate dead. 
To her, a lowly ſupplant. thus begun 


The noble Pompey's much unworthy ſon: 910 


Hail! mighty miſtreſs of Kzmonian arts, 
To whom ſtern Fate her dark decrees imparts; 
At thy approving, bids hcr purpoſe ſtand, 
Or alters it at thy rever'd command. 
From thee, my hunbler awful hopes pre- 
+ ſume 915 
To learn my father's, and my country's doom: 
Nor think this grace to one unworthy done, 
When . ſhait know me fer great Pompey's 
nz 
With him all 'ortunes am I bound to ſhare, 
His ruin's partner, or his empire s heir. 920 
Let not blind chance fur ever wavering ſtand, 
And awe us with her unreſolving hand: 
1 own my mind unequal to the weight, 
Nor can I bear the pangs of doubtful fate: 
Let it be certain what we have to fear, 925 
And then—no matter—Let the time draw ncar. 
Oh let ar charms tlils truth ſrum heaven com- 
el, : 
Or ſorce the dre 4 Itygian 204+ to tell, 
Ver. lv. DT, 


2 


Call death, all pale and meagre, from below, 

And from herſelf her fatal purpoſe know: 930 

Conftrain'd by thee, the phantom ſhall declare 

Whom ſhe decrees to ſtrike, and whom to ſj are. 

Nor ever can thy ſkill divine foreſee, 

Ihrough the blind maze of long futurity, U 

Events more worthy c thy arts, and thes. 
Pleas'd that her magic flame diffuſe!y fl.cs, 936 

Thus, with a horrid ſm:ic, the hag replies. 
Hadſt thou, oh noble yeuth, my aid implor'd, 

For any leſs deciſion of the ſword, 

The gods. unwilling, ſhould my power con- 

icſs, 940 

And crown thy wiſhes with a full ſucceſs. 

Hadit thou defir'd ſome &ngle friend to ſave, 

Long had my charms withheld him ſrom the 

rave : 
Or wal thy hate ſome foe this inſtant doom, 
He dics, though heaven decrees him years to 
come. 1 

But when eſſects are to their cauſes chain d, 946 

From everlaſting, mightily, ordain'd ; 

When all things labour for one certain end, 

And on one action centre and depend: 


Then far behind we own our arts are caſt, 950 


And magic is by fortune's pow'r ſurpals'd. 
How-'er, if yet thy ſoui can be content, 

Only to know that undiſclos'd event : 

My potent charms o'er nature ſhall prevail, 

And from a thouſand mouths extort the 


tale: 955 
This truth the fields, the floods, the rocks, ſhall 
tell, 


The thunder of high heaven, or groans of hell: 

Though, itill, more kindly oracles remain, 

Among the recent deaths of yonder pla n. 

Of theſe a corſe our myſtic rites ſha!l raiſe, 960 

As yet unſhrunk by Titan's parching blaze; 

So ſhall no maiin the vocal pipes confound, 

But the ſad ſhad- ſhall breathe, diſtinct in human 
ſound. 

While yet ſhe ſpoke, a double darkneſs 

ſpread, 

Black clouds and murky ſogs involve ler head, 

While o'er th' unbury'd hcaps her ſootfteps 
tread. 

Wolves how!'d, and fled where'er ſte took her 
way, 

And hungry vultures left the mangled prey: 

The ſavage race, abaſh'd, before her yicld, 


And while ſte culls her prophet, quit the | 


field. 970 
To various carcaſes by turns ſhe flies, 
And, griping with her gery fingers, tries; 
Lili one of perfect orguus can be found, 
And fibr. us itungs uninjur'd by a wornd, 
Of all the flitting ſh+cwows of he Kain, 975 
Fate doubts which ghoit ſnail turn to life again. 
At her ſtrong hidding (uct is her command) 
Armies at once had leit the $:y,.an f.rand ; 
Hell's multitudes had waited u her charins. 
And legionꝰs of the dead had ris'n to arms 980 
Amon the dreadful earnage ſtrew'd around, 
One, fur her purpoſe fit, a: irtigth ſic ſound ; 


8 
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In lis pale js a ruſty hook ſhe hung, 


And dra: d the wretched lifcleſs load along: 
Anon, beucuth a craggy cliff ſhe ſtaid. 985 
Ant in a dreary delve her burden laid; 
There evermore the wicked witch delights, 
To do her deeds accurs'd, and practice hellifh 
rites. 

Low nas the realms where Stygian Joe is 
croven'd, 
Sulſdcs the gloomy vale within the ground; 990 
A downward grove, that never knew to riſe, 
Or ſhdot its leaſy honorrs to the ſkies, ; 
Frem han, mg rocks declines te dovoping bead, 
And covers in the cave vita dteadtul ſhade ; 
Within diſnuy, and fear, and darknfs dwell, 995 
Aud fith c>5ſcne beſmecars the baleſul cell. 
There, laſting night no beam y dawning knows, 
No light but inch as magic fames «ifcluie ; 
Heavy, as in Tanarian caverns. there 
In dull ſtagnation leeps the lazy wir. 
I bete meet the boundaries of life and death. 
The borders of our world, and that beneath ; 
Thither the rulers of th' infefhal court 
Permit their airy vallals to reſort ; 
"I'kence with LLe caſe the ſorcereſs could 
Ioe5 


I COC 


tell, 
Az if deſcending down, the deeds of hell. 
And now ſhe for the ſfolema tak prepares, 
A mantle patch'd with various threats ſhe 
wears, 


And binds with twining inakes her wilder 
hai s. 

All pale, for dread, the daſtard youth ſhe 
ſpy'd, 1019 


Heartlels his mates Rood quivering by his fide. 
Be bold! (fe cries) difmils this abject fear 
Living and human fhail the form appear, 
And breathe no ſounds but what even you 
may hear. 
How had your vile, your coward ſouls been 
quell'd, - 
Had you the livid Stygian lakes beheld; 1016 
Heard the loud floods of rolling ſulphurs roar, 
And burſt in thunder on thc burning ſhore ? 
Had you ſurvey'd yon priſon-houſe of woe, 
And giants bound in adamant below? 1020 
Scen the vaſt dog with curling vipers ſwell, 
Heard {r-reaming furics, at my coming, yell, ; 
Double their rage, and add new pains to hell? 
This ſaid, ſhe runs the mangled carcaſe o'cr, 
And 'wipes from every wound the cruſty 
gore ; - 10025 
Nov with hat blood the ſrozen breaſt ſhe warms, 
And with ſtrong lunar dew confirms her charms. 
Anon ſhe mingles every monſtrous birth, 
Which 2 wayward and perverſe, brings 
| TL. 
Nor entrai's of the ſpotted Lynx ſhe lacks, 1030 
Nor bouy joints from ſell Fyæna's backs; 
Nor dcer's hot marrow, rich with ſnaky food; 
Nor ſoam of raging dogs that fly the flood. 
Her ſtore the tardy Remora ſupplics, 


With ſtones from cagles warm, and dragon's | 


eyes; 
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Snakes that on pin;ons cut their airy way; 1036 
And nimbly o'cr Arabian deſerts prey; 
The viper bred in Erythraan ſtreams, 
To guard in cvſtly ſhells the growing gems; 
The flough by Lybia's horned ſerpent caft, 
With aſhes by the dying Phenix plac'd : 
On odorous altars in the fragrant eaſt. 
To theſe ſhe joins dire drugs without a name, 
A thouſaud poiſons never known to fame : 
Herbs o'er whoſe leaves the hag her ſpells had 
ſung, 
And wet with curſed ſpittle as they ſprung; 1046 
W:th every other miſchicf moſt abhorr'd, 
j Which hell, or worſe Erictho, could afford. 
At length, in murmurs hoarſe her voice was 
heard, 
Her voice, beyond Il plants, all magic 9 
| And by the loweſt Stygian god's rever'd. 
Her gabb ing tongue a muttering tone conſounds, 
Vitcordant, and unlike to human ſounds : 
| It —_—_— of dogs the bark, of wolves the 
owl, 
The dolefu] ſkreeching 
The hiſs of ſnakes, th#hungry lion's roar, 
The bound of billows beating on the ſhore ; 
The groan ef winds amongſt the leaiy wood, 
And burſt of thunder from the rending 
cloud: 1059 
Twas theſe, all theſe in one. At length ſhe 
breaks 
Thus into magic verſe, and thus the gods be- 
1 ſpeaks. 
Ye Furies! and thou black accurſed hell! 
Ye woes! in which the damn'd for ever dwell ; 
Chaos, the world aud form's eternal for ! 
And thou ſole arbiter of all below. 1005 
Pluto! whom ruthleſs fates a god ordain, 
And doom to immortality of pain; 
Ye ſair Elyſian manſions of the bleft, 
Where no Theſſalian charmer hopes to reſt; 
Styx ! and Perſephone ! compell'd to ly 1079 
Thy fruitful mother, and the chearful ſky ! 
Third Hecate! by whom my whiſpers breathe 
My ſecret purpoſe to the ſhades beneath; 
Thou greedy dog, who at th' infernal gate, 
tn everlaſting hunger,. ili doſt wait 
| And thou old Charon, horrible and hoar ! 
For ever labouring back from ſhore to ſhore : 
Who murmuring doſt in wearineſs, complain, 
That I ſo oft demand thy dead again ; 
Hear, all ye powers! If c'er your hell re- 
joice a 1089 
In the lov'd horrors of this impious voice ; 
If ſtill with human fleſh I have been fed, 
if pregnant mothers have, to pleaſe you, bled; 
If from the wemb theſe ruthleſs hands have torn 
Inſants, mature, and ſtruggling to be born; 108; 
Hear and obey ! nor do I aſk a ghoſt, 

Long fince recciv'd upon your Stygian coaſt ; 
But one that, new to death, for entrance waits, 
And loiters yet before your gloomy gates. 1089 
Let wy pale ſhade theſe herts, theſe numbers 

car, 


And it his well-known warlike form apf ear. 


1075 
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And why thy once-ſond mother loaths thee 
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And ſay what dire events are drawing on: 
If blood be your delight let this be done. | 
Foaming ſhe ſpoke: chen rcar'd her hatcſul 

head, 
And hard at hand beheld th' attending ſhade. 
Too wel: the trembling ſprite the carcale knew, 
And fear'd to enter into life anew; 
T. in from thoſe margled limbs it would have 


Tere let him ſtand, before his leader's ſon, : 


run, 1 
And, lothing, ſtrove that houſ: of Pain to 
ſhun. 1109 
Ah! wretch! to whom the cruel! ſates den 
That 1 rivilege of human kind, to dic! 
Mroth was the hag at lingering death's delay, 
And wonder'd hell could dare to diſobe y: 
With curling ſnakes the ſcnſcleſs trunk ſhe 
heats, 2 1105 
And curſes dire, at every laſh, repeats; 4 
With magic numbers cleaves the + groanmg 
ground, a 
And, thus, barks downward, to th' aby fe pro- 
found : 
Ye ſiends hell- born, ye fiſters of deſpair ! 
Thus? is it thus my will becomes your 
care ? 1110 
Still feep thoſe whips within your idle hands, | 
Nor drive the loitering ghoſt ghis voice demand 
But mark me well! my charms, in Fate's <clpuc, 
Shall drag ye forth, ye Stygian dogs, to light; 
Through vaults and tombs, where now ſecure you 


roam, 
My vengeance ſhall purſue, and chace you home. 
And thou, oh! Hecate! that dar ſt to riſc, 
Various and alter'd to immortal eyes, 
No more ſhalt veil thy horrors in diſguiſe ; 
Still in thy form accurſed ſhalt thou dwell, 1120 
Nor change the ſace that nature made ſor hell. 
Zach myſtery beneath I will diſplay, 
And Stygian loves ſhall ſtand confeſs'd to day. 
Thee, Proſerpine ! thy fatal feaſt I'll how, 
What leagues detain thee in the realms * 


now. | 
At my command earth's barrier ſhall remove, 
And, peercing Titan vex infernal Jove; 
Full on his throne the blazing beams ſhall beat, 
And light abhorr'd affli& the gloomy ſeat. 1130 
Yet, am | yet, ye ſullen fiends obey d? 
Or muſt 1 call your maſter to my aid ? 
At whoſe dread name the trembling Furies 
wake, | 
Hell ſtands abaſh'd, and earth's foundations 
ſhake ? 
Who views the gorgons with intrepid eves, 1135 
And your unviolable flood defies ? 
Slie ſaid ; and, at the word, the frozen blood 
Slowly began to roll its cre-ping flood; 
Through the known channels ſtole the purple 
tide, 


And wenn and motion through the members 
glide; ; | 

The _— are fretch'd, the turgid muſcles 
well, 


And thc heart moves within is Irrer cl. 3 


POE Au S. 


131 


The hagyard eyes their ſtupid lights diſcloſe, 

And heavy bv deg: ces the corps arole. 

Donbtful and faint th un, f tain liſe appears, 1145 

And deaih, all-o'er, the livid viſage wears. 

P:le, iff, FANG mute, the ghaſtl« ñ ure ſtands, 

Nor knows to {pcak, but at her drevd comma de. 

When thus the b:g: Speak what 1 wiſh to 
Lee, 

Ard cndjefs re? attends thy ſhale below; 13:9 

P.exoal the truth, and, to reward thy pain, 

No charms ſhall drag thee back to life again ; 

Such hallowed wood ſhall feed thy funeral firc, 

Such numbers to thy laſt repoſe conſpire, 

No ſiſt ei of eur art thy gboſt ſhall wrong, 

Or turce thee iften to her potent ſong. + 

Since the dark gets in myſtic tripods dwell, 

dirce doubtful truths ambiguous propkers te.1; 

While each -7ent aright and plain is rcaq, 

To every bold inquire: of the dead. 11569 

Do thou untold what end theſe wars ſhall 
wait, 

Perſons, and thivgs, and time, and place re- 
lane, 

And be che juſt interpreter of Tate, * 

She (pee, aud, as ſhe fpoke, a Ip A fs made, 


1755 


hat ic new prelcicuce to 114” unknowing 


thad-, 
When thus the ſpeAre, weeping all fer 
Woe : 1168 


Scek not from me the Parcæ's will to know. 

I ſaw not what the dreadful looms ordain, 

Tov four.,recall'd to hated life again; 

Recali'd, ere yet wy waiting ghoſt had 
paſo' d 1170 

The ſilent ream that waſts us all to reſt. 

All I could l:arn, was ſrom the loote report 

Ot wandering ſhades, that tothe banks reſort. 

Uproar, and diſcord, never known till now, 

Viſtract the peaceful realms of death below; 1175 

Frum biifs'ul plains of tweet Elyfium ſome, 

Others from delefu] dens, and torments, come; 

While in the face of every various ſhade, 

The wees of Reme too plaimly might be read. 

In tcars lamenting, ghoſts of patriots food, 11 86 

Aud mourn'd their country in a falling flood; 

Sed were the Decii, and the Curii ſeen 

And heavy was the great Camillus* mien. 

On fortune loud indignant Sylla rail'd, 

And Scipio his unhappy race hewail'd ; 

Ihe Cenſor ſad foreiaw his Cato's doom, 

Reſolv'd te dic for liberty, and Ro:ne. 

Ot all the ſhad: s that haunt the happy field. 

"Thee only, Brutus! ſailing I behcld; 1189 

Thee, thou firſt conſul, haughty Tarquin's 


dread, 
From whoſ: juſt wrath the conſcious tyrant 
fl. d. 


When ſ:cedain firſt uprear'd her in ſant h-ad. 
Meanwhile the dann d exult amid? thoir Pains, 
And Cataiine audacious breaks his chains, 
There the Cethegan naked race ! view , 1 15 
The Merit fierce the naked gore inibrucd, 

The Gracchi, ſod of miiſctucf-making laus, 
And Druti, popular in laction's cauly ; 


Ty 


| Ay clapp'd ther Lance iu horrible appla fc, 1 
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The craſh of brazen fetters rung around, 1200 

And hell's wide caverns trembled with the 
ſound. 

No more the bounds of ſate their guilt con- 
ſtrain. 

B· i prou ly they d mand th' Elyſian plain. 

Thw they, while dreadful Dis, with buſy cares, 

N-w torm-nt : for th» conquer''r* prepares; 1205 

Now chaius of acmant he forms below. 

And opens all his deep reſerves of woe: 

Sirp vre the 1ain's for tyrants kept in ſtore, 

And fl.m-s yet ten times hott-r thin before. 

Bu: thou, O noble youth! in peace epart, 1210 

And ſooth, with better hopes, thy doubtful 
heart; 

gwent i- the teſt. and bliſsful is the place, 

That wait thy firc, and hw illuſtriou race. 

Nor fond'y ſcek to lengthen out thy date, 

Nor envy the ſurviving victor's fate; 

The hour draws near when all alike muſt yield, 

And death ſha.l mix tie ſame of every ficld. 

Halte then, with glory, to your deſtin'& end, 

And proudly from your humbler urns deſcend ; 

Fold in ſuper:or v rtue ſhll you come, 

And trawple on the demigods of Rome. 

Ah! what ſhall it import the mighty dead, 

Or by the Nile or Tiber to be laid ? | 

Tis only for à grave your wars ate made. 

geek not to know what ſor thyſelf remains, 1225 

That ſhall be told in fair Sicika's plains ; 

Prophetic there thy father's ſhade ſhall riſe, 

In awful von to thy wondering eyes: 

He ſhall thy fate reveal; though doubting yet, 

Where he my beſt adviſe thee to retreat. 1230 

In vain to various el mates ſhall you run, 

In rain purſuing Fortune ſtrive to ſhun, ' 

In Eur. pe, Afric, Aſia, ſtill undone. 

Wide as your triumph» ſhall your ruins le, 

And a'l in diſtant regions ſhall you die. 1235 

Ah, wretched race! to whom the world can 

ield 
No Cafes reſuge, thaa Emathia's field. 
He ſaid, and with a filent mournful look, 
A laſt diſmiſſiien from the hag beſpoke. 
Nor can the ſ1.tr, diſchaig'd by death's cold 
+ hand, | 
Again be ſubject to the ſame command; 1241 
But charms and ma, ic herbs muſt lend their 


aid, 
And reugcr back to reſt the troubled ſhale. 
A pile of hollow'd wood Erictho builds, 
Ihe ſoul with joy its mangled carcaſe yields; 1245 
She bids the kindling flames aſcend on high, 
And leaves the weary wretch at length to die. 
"They, while the ſecret dark their footſteps hides, 


Homeward the youth, all pale for fear, ſhe 
guides; 


And, ſor the liglit began to ſtreak the eaſt, 12530 


With potent ſpel's rhe dawning ſhe reprefs'd 

Commanded night's obedient queen to ſtay, 

And, till they reach'd the camp, withbeld the 
ring day. 
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LUCAN's PHARSALIA. 
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TUE ARGUMENT. 


In the ſeventh Book is toll, f. Pompey”s dream the 
night before the batile of Pharſalia;, after that, 
the impatient deſire of. bis army to engage, nebich 
is Sein forced by Tully. Pompey, though agu bis 
o 
Then follows the ſpeech of each general to bis ar- 
my, and the battle itſelf : the flight of Pompey ; 
( afar's bebaviour af. er bis vittory; and an invece 
tive agai:ft! bim, and the very country of Th:ſſaly, 
for being the ſcent according te this and other an- 
thors} of ſo many mi;fortunes te the people of 


ATE, and unwilling, from his watery bed, 
Uprear'd the mournful ſun his cloudy head ; 
He ck d to behold Emathia's plain, 
And would have ſought the back ward eaſt again: 
Full oft Fe turned him trom the deſt in d race, 3 
And wiſh d ſome dark eclipſe miglit veil his ra- 
diaut face, 
Pompey, meanwhile, in pleaſing viſions paſt 
e night, of all his hoppy nights the laſt. 
t ſeem' d, as if, in all his former ſtate, 
In his own theatre ſecure he ſate : 10 
About his ſight unnumber' d Romans croud, 
And, joyful, ſhout his much-lov'd name aloud : 
The echoing benches ſeem to ring around, 
And his charm'd ears devour the pleaſing ſoun41. 
Such both himſelf, and fuch the people ſeem, 15 
lu the falſe proſpect of the feigning dream ; 
As when in carly manhood's beardleſs bloom, 
He ſtood the darling hope and joy of Rome, 
When fierce Scrtorius by his arms ſuppreſt, 
And Spain ſubdued, the cenqueror conſeſt: 20 
When rais'd with honcurs never known before, 
The conſul's purple, yet a youth, he wore; 
When the pls asd ſinate ſat with new delight, 
To view the triumph of a Roman knight. 
Perhaps, when our good days no longer laſt, 25 
The mind runs backward, and enjoys the paſt: 
Perhaps, the riddling viſions of the night 
With contrarieties. delude our fight ; 
And when fair ſcenes of plcaſure they diſcloſe, 
Pain they foretel, and ſure enſuing woes. 39 
Dr was it,not, that, fince the fates ordain 
Pompey ſhould never ſce his Rome again, 
One laſt good office yet they meant to do, 
And gave him in a dream this parting view ? 
Oh, may no trumpet bid the leader wake! 33 
Long, let him long the bliſsful Number take! 
Too ſoon the morrow's Neeplcſs night will come. 
Full fraught with Qlaughter, miſery, and Rome; 
With horror, and difinay, thoſe ſhades ſhali riſe, 
And the loſt battle live before his eyes. 40 
— How bleſt his ſcllow-citizens had been, 
Ty but in drcay their Pompey to hare 
ren! l 


opinion and inclination, agrees to a des 
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Oh! that the gods, in pitr, would allow. | 


Such long- try d friends their deſtiuy to know ; 
So cach to cach might their ſad thoughts con- 


vey, 45. 
And make the moſt of their laſt mournſul dag. 
But now, unconſcious of the ruin n:i;h, | 
Within his native land he thinks to die: | 
While her fend hopes with confidence preſume, , ) 
Nothing ſo terrible from fate can come, 5 
As to be robb'd of her lov A Pompey s tomb. 
Had the ſad city Fatc's decree foreknown, 
What floods, faft falling ſhould her 1:5 b-moan ! 
Then ſhould the luſty youth, ayd fath« rs koar, 
With mingling tears, their Ciel renow::'d de- 


5 


plore ; 0 8 
Maids, matrons, wives, and babcs, a lclvlet, 
train, 


As once for godlike Brutus, ſhould complain x 
Their treſſes ſhould they tear. their boloms boat, 
And cry loud-wailing in the dol. ful ſtrect. 
Nor ſhalt thou, Rgme, thy guſhing forrows 
keep, 60 
Though aw d by Cæſar, and ſorl. id to weep ; 
Though, while he tells thee of thy P'ompey dead, 
He ſhakes his threatening fauchion oer thy had. 
Lamenting crowds the cunqueror ſhall meet, 
And with a peal of groans his triumph greet; 6; 
In fad proceſſion, ſighing, ſt ill they go, 
And ſtain his laurels with the ftreams of wor, 
But now, the fainting ſtars at length gave 
way, | 
And hid their vanquiſh'd fires in bcamy day; 
When round thaleader's tent the legions croud, 70 
And, urg'd by fate, demand the fight aloud. 
Wretches ! that long their little life to waſce, 
And hurry on thoſc hours that fly too falt! 
Joo ſoon, for thouſands, ſhali the day be done, 
Whoſe eyes no more ſhall ſee the ſetting jun. 75 
Fumultuous ſpeech th' impullive rage contcit, 
And Rome's bad genius roſe in every brealt. 
With vile diſg race the Y blut their kadcr's 


name, 
Pronounce ev'n Pompey, fearful, low, and 
tame, | 


And cry, H. H ks beneath his ſather's fame. 
dome charge him with ambition's guilty views, 81 
And think tis power, and empire, he purlucs; 
That, fearing peace, he practiſes deluy, 
And would, for ever, make the world ob-y. 
While eaſtern kings of lingering wars com- 
plain, bs 
And wiſh to view thcir native rcalms again. 
Thus 2 the gods are plcas'd to plague man- 
Our own raſh hands are to the tak -aign'd ; 
By them ordaia'd the tools of fate to be, 
We blindly act the miſcluefs they decrec; 

We call the battle, we th- ſwcrd prepare, 
And Rome's deſtruction is the Roman prayer. 
The general voice, united, Tully takes, 
And for th: reſt the {wet perſuader ſpeaks; 
Tully, for happy eloquence renown'd, 95 
With ev'ry Roman grace of languag crown'd ; 

Bencath whoſe rule and government rever d, 


Fierce Cataline the peaceful axe> fear d: 


90 
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Rut now, detain'd mi ft m arni'd throng, 
Where ioft his arts, aud uſc lee was his tongue, 


"The orator hud borne the cams wn long. 


He to the vulgar fide his picatmg craws, 
And thus enforces muck thr ic ble caute : 
For all that fortune for thy arms has done, 
For al thy fame acquir'd, thy battles Wo; 103 
This only boon her ſuppliant vows implore, 
That thou would'ſt deigu to uſe her aid once 
more; 
In this, O Pompe- ! Kings and chiefs unite, 
And, to challiic proud Gef r. alk the fiche. 
hail he, one nan azziatt the world cons 
hin'd, 114 
Protract de:trud ion. and embroil mankind ? 
What will the verqzit'd nations mumauring 


102 


. l. J * be 7 . . 
lere once 1 conga. ts cut tet winged 
wavy 


When they 5.114 thy virtue lazy now. ſtre 

And fec thee move thus langulſuing and dow? 

Where ate thoſe tes tht waimd thee to be- 
preat ? . 

That ſlable ul ond confidence in Fete? 

Canit chou the gods umgtatetu by maſtrirf ? 

Or think t fonaute' fared cant wajult ? 

Scarce, are th' wmpeicut chene yet withe 
held: 120 

Why art then, thus, to vfory compell'd ? 

Doſt thou Rume's (liz, and wm her caule, zp» 

car? 

"Ts hers to chooſe the f. Id, ad The appoints at 
here. 

Why is this ardor of he rid withRond, 

Ihe in ur d world, that ira for Cæfar'e 
blood ? 125 

See! where the troops wil: indignation Land, © 

Euch jave in trembling in an enger hand, c 

And wait, unwillngly, tl lalt comm ud. 

Reſolve the ſenate then. and let them know, 

Arc they thy ſervants, or heit ſervaut thou? 130 

Sore [ghd the uſtening chict, who we:l cond 

read | 

Some dire deluſion by thc gods decreed ; 

tic law thc tes nuligunancty inclin'd, 

To thwert hi- puryoſ- and perplex his mind. 

Since thus he cry d) it is by all decreca, 

Since my inpatient friends and country ured 

Aly hand to naht. and mot my head to lead; : 

Pompey no longer izall your fare delay, 

Bu: let PCTNRCuUS Fortun: take her w . 5 

Aud welic the worid 6a one dcvoted day 

But, oh! be witneſe thou, my native haine, 141 

Wits what a fad foro-bod ng h:art I come; 

To thy hard fate unwihngly I yoeld, 

While thy rath fun- compel me to the ficld. 

How calily had Cgſar been ſubdued, 14 

And the hott victor e been free from blond! 

But the fond Roman» cheap renown difd tin, 

They with for deaths to purple o'er the plain, 

Aud recking pore their gritty ſwords to ſtzun. 

Driv'u by niy Heels, ben, the flytg ue 1:0 

At «nce the empire of the decp forego ? 

Here by »ceeflity they ſcem to trand, 

Coop's un Wi & CUrnce the and. 
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By famine to the laſt extremes compeli'd, 154 
They ſnatch green harveſts from th'-unripen'd 
ficld ; 


. And wiſh we may this only grace afford, 


To let then die like ſoldicrs, by the ſword. 

is true, it ſeems an e rneſt of ſucceſs, | 

That thus our bolder youth for action preſs : 

But let them try their inmoſt hearts with 
care, 160 

Ard judge betwixt true valeur and raſh fear; 

Let them be ſure this cagernc ſ is ripht, 

Aud certain fort:tude demonds the fight. 

In war, in dangers, oft it has been known, [| 165 

That fear has driven the headlong coward: on. 

tive me the man, whoſe cooler ſoul can war, 

Wich patience, for the proper hour of Fate. 

See what 2 proſperous face our fortunes bear! 

Why ſhould we truſt them to the chance of war? 

Why muſt- we riſk the wor U's uncertain 
doom, 170 

And rather chooſe to fizht, than over-ome ? 

"Thou goddeſs Chance ! who to my careful hand 


Haſt given this weariſome ſupreme command; 


It 1 have, to the taſk of empire juſt, 


Tue battle ta his frantic bands allow*d. 


Folarg'd the bounds committed 
truſt; 

Be kind, and to thyſelf th rule reſume, 
And ia the fight, defend the cauſe of Rome : 
To thy own crowns, the wreath of conqueſt join; 
Nor let the glory, nor the crime, be mine. 
Eut ſec! thy hopes, unhappy Pompey ! fail: 180 
We fight ; the Cæſar's flronger vows prevail. 
Oh, what a ſcene of guilt this day ſhall ſhow ! 
What crouds ſhall fall, what nations be laid low ! 
Ned ſhall Enipeus run with Roman blood, 
And to the margin {vwcll his foamy flood. 
Oh ! if our cauſc my aid no langer ned, 
On! may my boſom be the ſirſt to bleed: 
Ate let the thrilling javeliu foremoſt Rrike, 
Sace death nd victory are now alike. | 
To-day, with ruin ſhall my aame be join'd, 190 
C3: ſtand the common cur'e of all mankind ; 
E/ every woe the vanquiſh'd mall be known, 
Ant every infamy the victor crowa. 

Hz: ſpoke; and, yielding to the impetuous 

croud, 


to my 
175 


185 


195 
So, chen long vex'd by ſtormy Corus? blaſt, 


In weary pilot quits the helm at laſt; 
II. leaves his veſſel to the winds to guide, 
gad driv* unfteady with the tumb ing tide. 
Loud through the cagip the riſiug murmurs 
ſound, > 


An one tumultuors hurry runs around; 201 


__ +-+4den their buſy hearts began to beat, 


-3::4 each pale viſege wore the marks of Fate. 

Anxions. they fre the dreadful day is come, 

hat mult decide the deſtiny of Rome. 20 

{his ſingle vaſt cancern empioys the huſt, 

and private frer: are in the pulic loſt, 

Should cart be rent, ſhuuld GarkncC quench the 
lun, 

$'.on!d felling ſexs above he mountains run, 

Showwd en'verſal natur.'s dra near, 122 

h, cone iv jvifu © for birt H te fon? 
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With ſuch conſent his ſaſety each ſorgot, 

And Rome and Pompey took up every thought. 

And now the warriors all, with buſy care, 

Whet the dull ſword, and point the blunted 
. ſpcar ; „ 

With tougher nerves they ſtring the bended 

bow 


And in full quivers ſteely ſhafts beſtow 3 
The herſeman ſees his furniture made fit; 
Eharpens the ſpur, and burniſhes the bit, 


Fixes the rein, to check or urge his ſpeed, 229 


2 animates to fight the ſnorting ſteed. 


Such once the buſy gods employments were, 

Ii mortal men to gods we may compare, 

Vach earths bold ſons began their impious 
War. 

Ile Lemnian power, with many a ſtroke, re- 
ftar'd *3 225 

E'ue Neptunc's trident, and ſtern Mars's ſword ; 

In terrible array, the blue-cy'd maid , 

The horrers of ker Gorgon ſhield diſplay d; 

Jh bus his wnce victorious ſhafts renew d, 

D:ſus'd aud ruſty with thc Python's blood; 

While, v.ith unweary'd toil, the Cyclops ſtrove 

To forge new thunders for imperial Jove. 

Nor wanted then dire omens, to declare 

What curſt events Theſſalia's plains prepare; 

Black forms oppos'd againit the warriors lay, 435 

And lightnings thwarted their forbidden way ; 

Fu in their eyes the dazzling flaches broke, 

And with amaze their troubled ſenſes ſtroke: 

Tall fiery columns in the ſkies were ſeen, 

With watery Lyphons interwove between. 249 

Glancing along the bands ſwift metcors ſhoot, 

And from the helm the plumy honours cut ; 

Sudden the flame diſſolves the javelin's head, 

And liquid runs the ſhining ſteely blade. 

Strange to behold ! their weapons diſappear, 245 


| While ſulphurous odour taints the ſmoking air. 


The flandard, as unwilling to be borne, 
With pain from the tenacious earth is torn : 
Anon, black ſwarms hang cluſtering on its height, 
And preſs the bearet with unwonted weight. 259 
Big drops of grict each ſweating marble wears, 
And Parian gods and heroes ſtand in tears. 
No more th' auſpicious victim tamely dies, 
But ſurious from the hallow'd fane he flies; 
Breaks off the rites with prodigies prophanc, 255 
And bellowing ſecks Emathia's fatal plain: 
But Who, O Czxiar! who were then thy gods? 
Whom didſt thou ſummon from their dark 
abodes ? 
The Furies liſtea'd to thy grateſul vows, 
And dreadful to the day the powers of hell 
aroſe. 260 
Did then the monſters, fame records, appear? 
Or were the only phanthoms form'd by fear? 
Some ſaw the moving mountains meet like ſoes, 
And rending earth new gaping caves diſcloſe. 
Others beheld a ſanguine torrent take 
Its purple courſe through fair Bœbeis's lake; 
Heard cach returning night, portentous, yield 
Loud ſhouts of battle on Pharſalia's field. 
Whil: athers thought they ſaw the light decay, 
And ſu lden ſhades oppreſs the fainting da;; 279 


265 


230 


* 


a 


7. 
A 
B. 
A 
* 
1 
C 
A 
B 


<a. ih iv. od; i ca 2 fs. a8 an ww Of 4 


Cam, 


ROWE 8 


Tancy'd wild No rror in each other's face, 
And ſaw the ghoſts of all their bury 'd race; 
Behcld them riſe and glare with pale aficight, 
And ſtalk around them, in the 'tcw-made 
ight. 74 
9 cauſe, the croud, Ly fate decreed, 
To make their brothers, ſons, and ſ — Llced, 
ing, to the prodigics agreed ; 
— they thirſt impaticnt ſur that blood, 
Bleſs theſe nefarious omens all as H. 
But whereſore ſhould we wonder, to be- 
_ hb Ine foret at 
death's approac madneſs was od! 
wid are the adi angles which laſt ſur- 
vive; 
Ind theſe had not another day to live. 
Theſe ſhook for what they law; while diſtant 
climes, | 
Unknowing, trembled for Emathia's crimes. 285 
Where Tyrian Gades ſees the ſctting ſun, 
And where Araxes' rapid waters run, 
From 4he bright orient to the glowing weſt, 
In every nation, every Roman breaſt 
The terrors of that dreadlul day cohfeſt. 
Where Aponus firſt ſprings in ſmoky ficam ; 291 
And full Tunavus rolls his nobler ſtream ; 
Upon a hill that day, if ſame be true. 
A learned augur ſat the ſkics to view: 
"Tis come, the great event is come (he 
cry'd), i | : 295 
Our impious chiefs their wicked war decide, 
Whether the ſeer obſcrv'd Jove's ſorky flame, 
And mark'd the firmament's diſcordant frame; 
Or whether, in that gloom of ſudden night, 
The ſtruggling ſun declar'd the dreadſul 
fight . 300 
From the firſt birth of morning in the ſkies, 
Sure never day like this was known to riſc; 
In the blue vault, as in a volume ſpread, 
Flain might the Lztian deſtiny be read. 305 
Oh Rome! oh people, by the go's afſign'd 4 
To be the werthy maſters of mankind ! 
On thee the heavens with all their ſignals wait, 
And ſuffering nature labours with thy fate. 
When thy great name's to lateſt times convey'd, 


By fame, or by my verſe immortal made, 310 


In free-born nations juſtly ſtall prevail, 

And rouze their patſions with this nobleſt tale; 

How ſhall they fear for thy approaching doom, 

As if each paſt event were yet to come! [315 

How ſhall their boſoms ſwell with vaſt conccrn, 

And long the doubtful chance of war to learn! 

Ev'n then the favouring world with thee ſhall 
oin, 

And ci honeſt heart to Pompey's cauſe in- 
cline. * 

Deſcending, now, the bands in juſt array, 

From burniſh'd arms reflect the beamy day; 329 

In an ill hour they ſpread the fatal ficld, 

And with portentous blaze the nvighbourin 
mountains gild. 

On the left wing, bold Lentulus, their head, 

The firſt aud fourth ſelected legions led: 

Luckleſs Domitius, veinly brave in war, 325 


Drew forth the right with unwſpicious core, 


_ 


* 
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In the mid batt ring Scipio Jought, 

With ciglit full legions from Cilicia brought. 

Submiſh ve here to Fompry's high command, 

The warrior undiſtinguiſh'd took his Rand, 

Reſerv'd to be the chick on Libya's burning 
ſand. 


Near the low marſhes and Enipcus' flood, | 332 


The Pontic horſe and Cappadoc an ſtood. 

While kings and tetrarchs proud, a pu ple train, 

Liegemen and vaſlals to the Latiau reign, 

Poiicls'd th: rifing grounds aud dricr plain. ? 

Here trovps of black Numidians ſcour the ficld, 

And bold Ibcrians narrow bucklers wield ; 

Here twang the Syrian and the Cretan bow, 

Aud the here Gau's provoke their well-known 
foc. 340 


Go, Pompey, lead to death th* unnumber's 


wits 
Let the hole human race at once be loſt. 
Let nations, upon nations, heap the plain, 
And tyranny want ſubjects for its reign. 
Caiar, as chance ordain'd, that murn de- 
c. eed 345 
The ſpoiling bands of foragersto lead; 
When, with a ſudden, but a glad ſurprize, 
The foc deſcending ſtruck his wondering eyes. 
Eager, and burning ſor unbounded ſway, 
Long had he borne the tedious war's delay; 359 
Long had he ſtruggled with protracting time, 
That fav'd his country, and deferr'd his crime: 
At length h ſees the wiſh'd-for day is come: 
To end the ftrife for liberty and Rome; 
Fate's dark myſterious threatenings to ex- 
Plain, 355 
And eaſe th' impatience of anibition's pain. 
But, when he ſaw the vaſt event ſo nigh, 
Unuſual horror damp'd his impious joy 3 
For one cold moment ſunk his heart ſuppreſ d, 


And doubt hung heavy on his anxious breaſt 3 


Thovgh his paſt fortunes promiſe now ſucceſs, 

Yet Pompey, from his own, expects no leſs. 

His changing thoughts revolve with various 
cheer, 


While theſe farbid to hope, and thoſe to ſcrr. 


At length his wonted confidence returns, 3777 


With his firſt fires his Caring boſem burus; 

As if ſecure of victory, he ſtands, 

And ſearleſe thus beſpeaks the liſtening Lands: 
Ye warriors! who have mac your Caſar 


| great. 
| On whom the world, on whom my fortune; 
wait, 378 


To- day, the gods, whatc'cr you wiſh, afford, 
And fate attends on the deciding ſword. 
By your firm aid alone your leader ſtands, 
And truts his all to your long-taithful har ds. 
This day ſhall make our promis d glurtes 
good, 375 
The hopes af Rubicon's Cilinguiſh'd fond. 
For this bleſt morn we truited long to fue, 
Drierr'd our lame, and bad the triumph wait. 
"Uhis day, my galant friends, this happy day, 
dual the long lahouts of your arms repay; 3923 
Shall give you hack to every joy of life, 


| Jo te or ciopring 224 the tender wiſe; 
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Shall fnd my veteran out a ſaſe retreat, 
And lodge his age within a praceful ſeat. [225 
The long diſpute of guilt ſhall now be clear d, 
And conqueſt ſhall the juſter cauſe reward. 
Have you, for me, with {word and fire laid 
waſte 
Your country's bleeding hoſom, as you paſt ? 
Let the ſame ſwords as boldly ſtrike tc-day, 
And the L.ſt wounds flall wipe the firſt 
away, 390 
Whatever ſaction'e partial notions are, 
No hand is Mholly innocent in war. : 
You:s is the cauſe to which my vows 1 80 
1 ſeck 8 make you free, and niaſters of - 
ind. : . 
I hope no hopes, no wiſhes of my own, 395 
But well could hide me in a private gown : 
At my expence of fant, exait your powers, 
].ct me be nothing, ſo the worid be yours. 
Kor think the taſk too bloody ſhall be f- und, 
With caſy glory ſhall our arma be crown'd : 400 
Yon hft come le:rn'd in academic rules, 
A band of diſputants from Grecian ſchools. 
To theſe, luxurious cuitern croud- are join'd, 
Of many a tongue, and many a different kind: 
Their own f.rit ſhouts ſhall Bll each foul with 
fears, 
And their own trumpets ſhock their render 
406 


cars. 
Unjuſtly this, a civil war, we call. 
Where none but focs of Rome, barbarians, fall. 
On then, my friends! and end it at a blow; 
Lay theſe ſoft, lazy, worthleſs nations low. 410 
Shew Pompey, that ſubdu'd them, with what 
eaſe | 
Your valour gains ſuch victories as theſe : 
Shew him, if juſtice ſtill the palm confers, 
One triumph was too much for all his wars. 
From diſtant Tigris ſhall Armenians come, 415 
To judge between the cit zens of Rome ? 
Will fierce barbarian alicas waſte their bl od, 
To make the cauſe of Latian Powpey good? 
Believe me, vo. Jo them we are all the ſame, 
They hate alike the whole Auſonian name; 420 


But moſt itkuſe havghty n.aſters whom they 


know, 


Wlo aught their ſervile vanquiſh'd necks to bow. 


Meanwhile, as round my joyſul eyes are roll d, 
None but my try d companion- | behold ; 

For years iu Gaul we made our hare abode, 425 
And many a march in partnerſhip have trod. 

Is there a ſoldier to your chief unknown? 

A ſword, to whom I truſt not, like my own ? 
Could I not mark each javclin in the f&y, 

And ſay trom whom the fatal weapons fly? 439 
Ev'n now l view auſpicious furics riſr, 

And rage redoubled flaſtes in your cycs. 

With joy thoſe omens of ſucceſs Ir ad, 

And ſce the certain victory decreed ; | 

I fee the purple deluge float the plain, 435 
Huge piles of carnage, nations of the flain: 
Dead chiefs, with mangled monarchs, I ſurvey, 
And the pale ſenate crowns the glorious day. 
But oh! forgive my tedious laviſh tongue, 

Yvur eager virtye I withhold tod long; 440 
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ſy ſoul exults with hopes too fierce o bear, 
I feel good fortune and the gods draw near. 
All we can aſk, with full conſcnt they yield, 
And nothing bars us but this narrow field. 
The battle o'er, what boon can I deny? 445 
The treaſures of the world before you lie. 
Ok, Theſſaly ! what ſtars, hat powers divine, 
To thy diſtinguiſu'd land this great event af- 

ſign ? 
Btween — to- day our ſourtune lies, 
The vileſt puniſhment, and nobleſt prize. 450 
Conſider well the captive's loſt eſtate, 
Chains, racks, and croſſes, for the vanquiſh'd 
ait. 


w 

My limbs are each allotted to its place, 

And my pale head the Roſtrum's height ſhall 
grace : | 

But that's a thought Cæſar's care, 455 

More for my friends than ſor myſelf I ſcar. 

On my gocd ſword ſecurely I rely, 

And, if 1 conquer not, am ſure to die. 

But, oh! for you my anxious ſoul ſoreſees, 

Fompey ſhall copy Sylla's curſt decrees; 40 

The Martian ficl4 ſhall bluſh with gore again, 

And maſſacres once more the peaccſul Septa 
ſtain. 

Hear, oh! ye gods, who in Rome's ſtrugglings 
ſhare, 

Who leave your heaven, to make our earth your 


care; ; 

Hear, and let him the happy victor live, 463 

Who ſhall with mercy uſe the power you give; 

Whoſe rage for ſlaughter with the war ſhall 
_ ceaſe, - 

And ſpare his vanquiſh'd enemies in peace. 

Nor is Dyrrachium's fatal field forgot, 

Nor what was then our brave companion's lot; 476 


| When, by advantage of the ſtraiter ground, 


Succeſsful Pompey compalſs'd us around; 

When quive dilarm'd your uſeleſs valour ſtood, 

Till his fell ſword was ſatiated v.ith blood, 474 

But gentler hands, but nobler hearts you bear, 

And, oh! remember tis your leader's prayer, k 

Whatever Roman flies before you, ſpare. 

But, whil- oppos'd and menacing they ſ and, 

Let no regard withhold thy lifted hand : 

Let friendſhip, Kindred, all remorſe, give 
place, 480 

And mangling wovnds deform the reverend fact; 

Still let reſiſtance be repaid with blood, 

And hoſtile force by hoſtile ſorce ſubducd ; 

Stranger, or friend, whatever be the name, 

Your merit ſtill, to Cæſar, is the ſame. 485 

Fill then the trenches break the ramparts round, 

Aud let our works lie le vel with the ground; 

So ſhall no obſta les our march delay, 

Nor ſtop one moment our victorious way. 


Nor ſpa c your camp; this night 1 mean to lie 490 | 
In that from wheuce the vanquiſh'd foe ſhall fly. 


Scarce had he ſpoke, when, ſudden at the 
word, 
They ſeize the lance, and draw the f.ining 
ſ.ord : 
At once the turſy ſences all lie waſte, 
And 1 — 4 the breach the crouding legions 
tc; 45K 
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Regardleſs all of order and array 
They ſtand, and truſt :o fate alone the day. 
Each had propos'd an empire to be won, 
Had each once known a Pompey ſor his ſon ; 
Had Cxfar's foul iniurm*d each private breaſt, co 
A fercer fury could not be cxpreſs d. 
With ſad rreſages, Pompey, now, bcheld 
His foes a !vancing o'er the neighbouring field : 
He ſaw th. gods had fix'd the day of fate, 
fund felt his heart hang heavy with new 
weight. 505 
Dire is the omen when the valiant fear, 
Which yet he ſtrove to hide with undiſſembled 
cheer. 
High on his warrior ſteed, the chicf o'er-ran 
The wide array, and thus at length began : 
The time to eaſe your groaning country's 
pain, 510 
Which long your eager valour ſought in vain; 
The great deciding hour at length is come, | 
To end the ſtrivings of diſtracted Rome : 
For this one laſt effort excrt your power, 
btrike home to-day and all your toils are o'er. 515 
If the dear pledges of connubial love, 
Your houſhold-gods, and Rome, your ſouls can 
move, 
Hither by fatc they ſeem together brought, 
Aud 1 that prize, to-day. the battle ſhall be 
ou;zht. 
Let none the favouring gods” aſſiſtance fear; 520 
They always make the juſter cauſe their care. 
The flying dart to Cæſar ſhall they guide, 
And point the ſword at his devoted fide: 
Our injur d laws ſhall be on him made 
And liberty eſtabliſh'd in his blood. 525 
Could heaven, in violence of wrath, ordain | 
The world to groan bencath a tyrant's reign, 
It had not ſpar d your Pompey's head ſo long, 
Nor lengthen'd out my age to ſee the wrong. 
All we can wiſh ſor, to ſecure ſucceſs, 530 
With large advantage here, our arms poſſeſs: 
See, in the ranks of every common band, 
MV here Rome's illuſtrious names for ſoldiers ſtand. 
Could the great dead reviſit lice again, 
For us, once morc, the Decii would be lain; 335 
The Curii, and Camilli, might we boaſt, 
Proud to be mingled in this nobleſt hoſt. 
If men, if multitudes, can make us ſtrong, 
Behold what tribes unnumber d march along 
Where-c'er the Zodiac turn its radiant round, 540 
Where- ever carth, cr people, can be found ; 
To us the natio!s iſſus forth in ſwarms, 
And in Rom 's cauſe all Luman nature arms 
What then remains, bu: that our wings incloſe, 
V:thin our ample ſolds, our ſhrinking locs? 545 
Thouſands, and thouſands, nſcleſs, may we ſpare ; 
Yon hand trul wilt not half employ our war. 
Thanh, fr m the famnit of the Roman wall, 
You bear our lend }.mentiry matrons call; 
I hiak $.1% what tes, what liſted hands, they 
ſuc, £50 
And phice their laſt, the! Nu: hopes in vou. | 
Imagine kne=iwy age before you red, 
Each huzry reer mae head; 
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Imagine, Rome her ſcIf your aid implor d, 
To tave her ſrom a proud imperious lord. 865 
Think how the preſent age, how that to come, 
M hat multitudes ſrom you expeR their doom: 
On your ſucceſs denendan: all rely; 
Theſe to be born in freedom, 1to'e to die. 
Think (if there be a thought can move you 
more, 560 
A pledge more dear than theſe 1 nam's before) 
Think you behold (were ſuck a poſture meet) 
Ev'n me, your Pompey, pro'trate at yeur ſcet. 
Myſelf, my wife, my ſons, a ſappliant band, 
From you our lives and liberties demand; 505 
Or conquer you, er l, to exile horn, } 
My laſt diſhonourable years ſhall mourn, 
Your long reproach, and my proud father's 1 
ſcorn. 
From bonds, from infamy , your general ſave, 
Nor let his hoary head deſcend to earth a flave 570 
Thus while he ſpoke, the faithful legions round, 
With indignation caught the mournful ſound ; 
Falſely, they think, his fears thoſe dangers view, 
Put vow to die, ere Cæſar proves them true. 
What diſſeringthoughtsthe var: ous hoſts incite, 575 
And urge their deadly ardour for the 5ght! | 
Thoſe bold ambition kindles into rage, 
And theſe their fears for liberty engage. 
How ſhall this day the peopled earth deface, 
Prevent mankind, and rob the growing race! 530 
I hough all the years to come ſhould roll in peace, 
And future ages bring their whole increaſe; 
Though nature all her genial hours cmploy, 
All fall not yield what theſe curſt hands deſtroy. 
Soon ſhall the greatnels of the Roman name, 5385 
To unbclieving ears, be told by fame; 
Low ſhall the mighty Latian towers be lald, 
And ruins crown our Alban mountain's head; 
While yearly magiſtrates, in tuins (rig i'd 
To lodge by night upon th' uncover'd ud, 590 
Shall at old doting Numa's laws rep ine, 


Who could to ſuch bicak wilds kis Latine righes 


aſfigu. 
Ev'n now bchold ! where waſte Heſyeria Vet, 


} Wherc empty cities ſhock cur mour ft g ; 


Untouch'd by time, our ams; they dend, (95 
The marks of civil difcordt murco. u hv. 
How is the ock & kuman-k nd krovy ht low! 
Walls want ivkabiterts, ud hands tic plove. 
Our father's fcitite felds ty ave are tiil'd, 
And Rome withdregs of foreign lands is fill'd: g 
Such were the heaps, the millions of the fluin, 
As *twere the purpeſc cf Emathia's plain, 5 
That nene for ſuture miſchiefs Nicutd remain, 
Will may our annals leſs nusfortur s vicld, 
Mark Alla s food, and Cinia's ſatal field; ec g 
But let Pharſelia's day be fill forget, 
Be ras'd at cence ſrem ev'ry Renwa thought, 
"Twas there, that fortu.e, in her ide, duvlar'd, 
The greatneſs ker own mighty bands had made 
Forth in array the 2owers of home ſhe Crew, G10 
And ſet her lubzed nations all to view x 
As if ſhe meant to ſhi w the harghty queen, 
Ev'n by her ruins, uhat her hoghthad been. 
Oh crvoticſs lois! tat weil might have ry d 
The Ceiclation of ail Graths ber. 615 
O 


—— 
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Though famine with blue peſtilence conſpire, 
And dreadtul carthquakcs with deſtroying fire ; 
Pharſalia's blood the gaping wounds had join'd, 
And built agein the ruins of mankind. 

Immortal gods! with what reſiſtleſs force, 620 

Our growing empire ran its rapid courſe! 

Still every ycar with new ſucceſs was crown'd, 

And conquering chiefs enlarge the Latian bound; 

Till Rome flood miſtreſs of the world couſeſs'd, 

From the gay oricnt io the ruddy welt ; 625 

From pole to pole, her wide dominions run, 

Where-e'r the ſtars, or brighter Phœbus ſhone; 

As heaven aud earth were made for her alone. 

But now, bzhold, how fortunc tears away 

Ihe giſt of ages in one ſatal day! 630 

One day ſtukes off the vanquiſh'd Indians chain, 

And turns the wandering Daz looſe again : 

No longer ſhall the victor conſul now 

Trace our Sarmatian cities with the plow : 
Eaæulting Parthia ſhall her flauglucrs boaſt, 635 

Nor fect the vengeance due to Craſſus ghoſt. 

Where liberty, long wearied by our crimes, 

Forſakes us for ſome better barbarous climes ; 

B-yond the Rhine and Tarais ſhe flies, 

To ſwowy mountains, and to frozen ſkies; G640 

While Rome, who long purſu'd that chiefeſt good, 

O' er ficlls of ſlaugliter, and through ſeas of blood, 

In flavery, her alj-& fiate ſhall mourn, 

Nor dure to hope the goddeſs will return. 

Why were we cvcr free? Oh why las heaven 645 

A mort-liv'd tranſitory biciing given? 

Of thee, firkt Brutus, juitly we c.mplain ! 

Why didft thou break thy groaning country's 

chain 

And end the proud laſcivious tyrant's reign ? 

Way did thy patriot hand on Rome beſtow 650 

Laws, and her conſuls righteous rule to know? 

In ſer vitude more happy had we been, 

Since Romulus firſt wall'd his refuge in, 

Eu'n ſince the twice 5x vultures bad him build, 

To this curſt period of Parſalia's field, 655 

4 Medes and Arabians of the flaviſh Eaſt 
Bencath eternal bondage may be bleſt ; 

While, of a dif-ring mold and nature, we, 
From fire to {ou accuſtom'd to be free, 
Fell indign.rica riſing in our blood, 660 

-.. Sndbluſh to war che chains that make them proud. 
Can there be gods, who rule yon azure ſky ? 
Can they buho!d Imathia from on high, 

And yet ſorbear to bid their lightnings fly? 1 
Iz it the buſincls of a thundering Jove, 665 
To rive the rocks, and blaſt the guiltleſs grove ? 
Waile Caſlius holds the balance in his ſtead, 
And wreaks due vengeance on the tyrant's head. 
The ſun ran back from Atrcus' monſtrous ſcaſt, 
And his fair beams in murky clouds ſup- 
preſe d; 670 
Why ſhines he now? why lends his golden light 
To theſe worſe parricides, this more accurſed ſight? 

But chance guides all; the gods their taſk forego, 
And providence no longer reigns below. 674 
Vet are they juſt, and ſome revenge afford 
While their own heavens are humbled by the 


ſword, 


And the proud vors, like themſelves, ador d: 


— — 


Thoſc, by hot blood, aud 
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With rays adorn'd, with thunders arm'd they 
ſtand 


And incenſe, prayers, and ſacrifice demand; 

While trembling, a viſh, ſuperſtitious Rome, 68g 

Swears by a mortal wretch, that moulders in a 
tomb. 

Now cither hoſt the middle plain had paſs'd, 
And front tofront in threatcningranks wereplac'd; 
Then evcry well-known fcature ſtood to view, 
Brothers their brothers, ſous their fathers 

knew. 685 
Then firſt they ſcel the curſe of civil hate, 
Mark where their miſchicſs are afſign'd by tas 
And ſcc from whomthemſclvesdeſtruQtion wait. 
Stupid a while, and at a gaze, they ſtood, 
While creeping horror ſroze the lazy blood: 690 
Some ſmall remains of piety withſtand, 
And ſtop the javelin in the liſted hand; 
Remorſe for one ſhort moment ſtepp'd between, 
And motionleſs, as ſtatutes, all were ſcen. 
And oh! what ſavage fury could engage, 695 
While lingering Cæſar yet ſuſpends his rage? 
For him, ye gods: for Craſtinus, whoſe ſpear 
With impious eagerneſs began the war, | 
Some more than common puniſhment prepare ; 
Beyond the grave long laſting plagues ordain, 700 
Surviving ſenſe, and never ceaſing pain. 
Straight, at the fatal ſignal, all around 
A thouſand fifes, a thouſand clarions, ſound ; 
Beyond where clouds, or glancing lightnings fly, 
The piercing clangors firike the vaulted ſky. 705 


The joining battles ſhout, and the loud peal 


Bounds from the hill, and thunders down the vale; 
Old Pclion's caves the doubling roar return, 
And Qeta's rocks and in; Pindus mourn ; 
From pole to pole the tumult ſpreads afar, 710 
And the world trembles at the diſtant war. 

Now flit the thrilling darts through liquid air, 
And various vows from various maſters bear : 
Some ſcek the nobleſt Roman heart to wound, 
And ſome to err upon the guiltleſs ground; 715 
While chance decrees the blood that ſhall be ſpilt, 
And blindly ſcatters innocence and guilr. 

But random ſhafts too ſcanty death afford, 

A civil war is buſineſs for the ſword : 

Where face to face the parricides they meet, 720 


' Know whom they kill, and make the crime com- 


— plte. 

Firm in the ſront, with joining buckiers clos'd, 
Stood the Pompeian infantry diſpos'd ; 
So crouded was the ſpace, it ſcarce affords 924 
Ihe power to tols their piles, or wield their ſwords. 
Forward, thus thick embattled though they ſtand, 
With hcadlong wrath ruſh furious Czſar's band; 
In vain the lifted ſhield their rage retards, 
Or plaited mail devoted boſoms guards; 
Through ſhields, through mail, the wounding 

weapons go, 730 
And to the heart drive home cach deadly blow; 
Oh rage ill match'd ! Oh much uncqual war, 
Which un wage proudly, and theſe tamely 
ar 


734 


Theſe, by cold, ſtupid piety diſarm'd ; 
ſmoking Caughter 


warn'd. 
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Nor in ſuſpenſe uncertain ſortune hung. 

But yields, o ermaſter d by a power too ſtrong, 

And borne by fate's impetuous ſtream along. 

From Pomp.y's ample wings, at length the 
horſe 


Wide o'er the plain extending take their 
courſe ; ; 3 

Wheeling around the hoſtile line they wind. 

While lightly arm d the foot ſucceed behind. 

In various ways the various bands engage, 

And hurl upon the ſoc the miſlile rage: 

There fiery darts and rocky fragments fly, 745 

And heating bullets whiſtle through the ſky : 

Of fcather'd ſhafts, a cloud thick ſhading goes, 

From Arab, Mede, and Iturzan bows : 743 

But driven by random aim they ſeldom wound ; 

At firſt they hide the heaven, chen ftrew the 
ground ; 

While Roman hands unerring miſchicf ſend, 

And ccrtain deaths on every pile attend. 

But Cæſar, timely careful to ſupport 

His wavering front agaiuſt the ſirit effort, 

Had plac'd his bodies of reſerve behind, 755 

And the ſtrong rear with choſen cohorts lin'd. 

There, as the careleſs foc the fight purſue, 

A ſudden band and table forth he drew; 

When ſoon, oh ſhame! the looſe barbarians yicld, 

Scattering their braken ſquadrons - o'er the 
field, #60 

And ſhew, too late, that ſlaves attempt in vain, 

"The facred cauſe of freedom to maintain. 

The fiery ſeeds, impaticnt of a wound, 

Hurl their neglected riders to the ground; 764 

Or on their friends with rage ungovern'd turn, 

And trampling o' er the helpleſs foot arc borne. 

Hence fou] confuſion and — ſucceed, 

The victors murder, and the vanquilh'd bleed: 

Their weary hands the tir'd deſtroyers ply, 

Scarce can theſe kill, ſo faſt as thoſe can die. 

Oh, that Emathia's ruthleſs guilty plain 

Had deen contented with this only ſain ; 

With theſe rude boncs had ficewn her verdure 


770 


o'er, 

And dy'd het ſprings with none but Aſian gore! 

But il ſo keen her thirſt for Roman blood, 775 

Let none but Romans make the {langhter good; 

Let not a Rlede nor Cappadocian fall, 

No bold Iperian, oi rebellious Gaul: 

Let thoſe alone ſurvive for times to come, 

And be the ſuture citizens of Rome. 

But fear on all alike her powers employ*d, 

Did Cæſar's buſineſs, and like fate deitroy*d. 

Prevailing ſtill the vi ors held their cour ie, 

Till Pompey's main reſerve oppos'd their ſorce; 

There, in his ſtrength, the chief unſhaken 
ood, 78 

Repell'd the foe, 2nd made the combat good; a 

There in ſuſpenſe th' uncertain battle hung, 

And Cæſar's favouring goddeſs doubted long; 

There no proud monarchs led their vaſals on, 

Nor eaſtern bands in goryeous purple ſhone ; 790 

There the laſt force of laws and ſreedom lay, 

And Roman patriots ſtruggled for the day. 

What parricides che guilty cane affords ! 

Stres, ICI, and brothers, rum on mutual foror ds! 


780 
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159 


There every ſacred bon of nature bleeds; o, 

There met the war's worſt rage, and Caxſai's 
blackeſt deeds. 

_—_ my Muſe, the mournful theme ſor- 


* , 

And ſtay thy lamentable numb: rs here ; 
Let net my verſe to ſuture times convey 
What Rome committed on this dreadſul day; Bog 
In ſhades and filence hide her crimes from ſame, 
And ſpare thy miſcrable country's ſhame. 

But Cæſar's rage ſha'l with oblivion ſtrive, 
And for eternal infamy ſurvive. 
From rank to rank, unweary d. fill he flies, Bog 


Aud with new fires their fainting wrath ſup- 


plies. 
His greedy eyes each ſign of puilt explore, 
Aud mark whoſe ſword is decpeſt dy'd in gore; 
Obſerve where pity and remorſe prevail, 809 
What arm ſtrikes ſaindly, and what check turn: 


pale. 

Or, while he rides the Oaughter'd heaps around, 

And views ſome foe expiring on the ground, 

His cruel hands the guſhing blond reſtrain, 

And ſtrive to keep the parting foul in pain: 

As when Bellona drives the world to war, 823 

Or Mars comes thundering in his Tracian car; 

Rage horrible darts from his Gorgon ſhi-ld, 

Aud gloomy terror broods upon the fd; 

Hate, ſell and fierce, the dreadiul gods impart, 

And urge tle vengeſul warrivr s heevinr 
heart ; 820 

The many ſhout, arms claſh, tlie wounded cry, 

And one promiſcuuus pcal grozrs upwards to the 
& | 


Nor furious Cæſar, on Emathia's plains, 
Leſs terribly the mortai ſtriſe ſuſtains : [225 
Each hand unarm'd he fiils with means of death, 
And cooling wrath rekindlcs at lus breath: 
Now with his voice, his geſture now, he ſtrives, 
Now with his lance the lagging ſoldier drives : 
The wreak he firongtheus, and confirms the 
ſtrong, 
And kurries war's impctuous ſtream along, 839 
Strike home, he crics, and let your ſwords eraſe 
Each wcil-known ſcature of the kindred face: 
Nor walte your fury on the vulvar band; 
See ! where the hoary doting ſenate ſtand ; 
There laws and right at once you may con- 
found, | 135 
And liberty ſhall bleed at cvery wound. 
The cyrs'd defrroyer ſpoke ; and, at the word, 
The purple nobles ſunk beneath the word: 
The dying patriots groan up-n the ground, 
Huttrious names, for ſove of inws renown'd, 820 
Ihe great Matelli an Torquari bleed, % 
Chiets worthy, if the ſtats had io decrec l. $ 
And Pomp«:y were nat there, mankind to lead. 
Say thou! thy ſinking country's only prop, 
Glory of Rome, and blerty's at hope; 245 
What helm, oh Brutus! could, amidlt the crouy, 
"Thy facred undiftingutſh'd vifies ſhroud ? 
Where fought thy arm that dan Brrt, ah! forbear! 
Nur ruſh unwary on the printet fear; 
S ck wot to haiten mum iy foto, 8.2 
But patient tor thy owa ane: ia Walt ; 


, 
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Nor hunt fierce Cæſar on his bloody plain, | 
To-dzy thy ſteel purſues his life in vain. * 
Somewhat is wanting to the tyrant yet, 
To make the meaſure of his crimes complete ; 855 
As yet he has not every law defy'd, : 
Nor reach'd the utmoſt heights of daring pride. 
Etc long thou ſhalt behold him Rome's proud 
lord, 
And riren'd by ambition for thy ſword ; 859 
Illes, thy 1 country vengeance 
mand, 

And aſk the vi imat thy righteous hand. 

Among huge heaps of tlie Patrician ſlain. 
And Lauun chicks, who ſtrew'd that purple 

lain, 

Renethe ſtory has diftinguiſh'd well, 
How brave, unfortunate Domitius ſell. 865 
In every fs of Pompey ſti 1 he ſhar d, 
And dy'd in liberty, the beſt reward ; 
Though venquiſh'd olt by Cæſar, ne'er enilav'd, 
Ev'en to the laſt, the tyram's power he 


brav d: : 869 
Mark'd o'er with many a glorious ſtreaming 
wound, | 


In pleaſure ſunk the warrior to the ground; 

No longer forc'd on vileſt terms to live, 

For chance to doom, and Cæſar to ſorgive. 

Him, as he paſs'd inſulting o'er the field, 

Roll'd in has blood, the victor proud beheld : 875 

Aud can, he cry's, the fierce Domitius fall, 

For ſake his Pompꝰy, and expeRing Gaul? 

Muſt the war Joſe that ſtill ſucceſsful fword, 

And my neglected province want a lord? 

He ſpoke ; when, liſting ſlow his cloſing eyes, 880 

Fearleſs the dying Roman thus replies: 

Since wickedneſs ſtands unrewarded yet, 

Nor Cæſar's arms their wiſh'd ſucceſs have met; 

Free and rejoicing to the ſhades I go, 

Ard leave my ckicf {till equal to his foe ; 885 

And if my hopes divine thy doom aright, 

Yet ſhalt thou bow thy vanquiſh'd head ere 

night. 

Dire 2 the righteous gods decree, 

Fer injur d Rome, for Pompey, and for me; 

In hell's dark realms thy tortures 1 ſhall 
| know, 890 

And hear thy ghoſt lamer ting loud below. 

He ſaid ; and ſoon the leaden fleep prevail'd, 
And everlaſting night his eyelids ſeal'd. 

But, oh! what grief the ruin can deplore ! 894 
What verſe can run the various ſlaughter o'er ! 
For leſſet woes our ſorrows may we keep; 

No tears ſuſfic2, a dying world to weep. 

In &1Ncring groups ten thoaſand deaths ariſe, | 
Aud torrors manifold the ſoul ſurprize. 

Ilere the whole min is open'd at a wound, 900 
And zuſhing bowels pour upon the ground: 
Another through the gaping jaws is gor'd, 

And in h:3 utmoſt throat receives the ſword : 

At once, a ſingle blow a third extends; 904 
The fourth a living trunk diſmeniber d tands. | 
Some in their breaſts cre the javelin bear, 
Some cling to earth with the tran«*fixing ſpear. 
Tere, like a fountain, ſprings à purple flood, 
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There horrid brethren on their brethern prey; gro 

One ſtarts, and hurls a well-known head away, 

While ſome deteſted ſon, with impious ire, 

Lops by the ſhoulders cloſe his hoary fire : 

Ev'n his rude fellows damn the curſed deed, 

And baſtard-born the murderer aread. 915 
No private houſe its loſs lamented then, 

But count the lain by nations, not by men. 

Here Grecian ſtreams, and Aſintic run, 

And Roman torrents drive the deluge on. 

More than the world at once was given away 929 

And late poſterity was loſt that day : 

A race of future ſlaves receiv'd their doom, 

And children yet unborne were overcome. 

How ſhall our miſcrable ſons complain, 

That they are born beneath a ryrant's reign? 925 

Did our baſe hands, with juſtice ſhall they ſay, 

The ſacred cauſe of liberty betray ? 

Why have our fathers given us up a prey ? 

Their age, to ours, the curſe of bondage leaves; 
Themſclveswere cowards, and begot usflaves. 930 
*Tis juſt; and Fortune, that impos'd a lord. 

One ſtruggle for their freedom might afford ; 
Might leave their hands their proper cauſe to ſight 
And let them keep, or looſe themſclves their righ:. 
But Pompey, now, the fate of Kome de- 
{cry'd, 935 
And ſaw the changing gods forſake her ſide. 
Hard to believe. though trum a riſing ground 
He view'sd the — ruin — 
In crimſon ſtreams he ſaw deſtruction run, 
And in the fall of thouſands ſelt his own. 940 
Nor with'd he, like moſt wretches in deſpair, 
The worid one common miſery might ſhare : 


But with a generous, great, exalted mind, 
Beſought the gods to pity poor mankind, | 


To let him die, and leave the reſt bzhind: 


This hope came ſmiling to his anxious breaſt, 946 
For this his carneſt vows were thus addreſs'd : 
Spare man, ye gods! oh, let the nations live! 
Let me be wretched, but let Rome ſurvive. 

Or if this head ſuffices not one, 950 
My wife, my ſons, your anger ſhall atone : 

If blood the yet unlated war demand, 

Beho!d my pledges left in fortune's hand ! 
Yecruelpowers, who urge me with your hate, 94 
At length behold me cruſh'd beneath the weight: 
Give then your long- purſuing vengeance o'cr, 
And fparc the world fince 1 can loſe no more. 
So ſaying, the tumultuous field he croſs d, 
And warn d from battle his deſpairing hoſt. 
Gladly the pains of death he had explor'd, 900 
and fall'n undaunted ag his pointed ſword ; 
Had he not fear d th' example might ſucceed, 
And faithful nations by his fide would bleed. 

Or did his ſwelling ſoul diſdain to die, 

While his inſulting ſather Rood ſo nigh? 965 
Fly where he will, the gods ſhall fill purſue, 
Nor his pale head ſhall *ſcape the viSor's v ew. 
Or elſe, perhaps, and Fate the thoug lit approv d. 

For her dear ſake he fled, whom beſt he lov's : 
Malicious Fortune to his wiſh agreed, 270 

Aud gave him in Cornelia's fight to bleed. 

Borae by his winged ſtecd at le oth away, 


Spuuts on the vo, and fruins his arm watch blood. 


| He quits tic purple plain and yicls the day. 
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Fearleſs of danger, Riil ſecure and great, 

His daring loul ſupports his loſt citate be. 73 

Nor groans bis breaſt, nor ſwell his cycs with tears, 

But Fill the fame in eſtic ſorm he wears. 

An awful grief fat decent in his fuce, 

gu ch as became his iofs and Rome's diſgrace: 979 

His mind, unbroken, keejs her conſtant ſrame, 

in zreatneſs and misfortune ſtill the ſame z 

While fortune, who his triuraphs once bcheld, 

Unchanvying ſees him leave Pharfalia's field. 

Now, diſentang led from unwieldy power, 

o Pompey ! run thy ſormer honours o'er: g8s 

At leaſure now review thy glozicus ſcene, 

And call to mind how mighty tao haft been. 

From anxious toils of empire turn thy care, 

And from thy thoughts exclude the murderous 
war; 

Let the juſt gods bear witneſs on my fide, 990 

Thy canſe no more ſaall by the word be try'd. 

Whether ſad Afric ſhall her loſs bemoan, 

Or Mun4a's plains bercarh their burden groan, 

The guilty bloodſhed ſhall be all their own. 

No mor? the much-lov'd Pompey name ſhall 
charm 

The pe c ful world, with one conſent, to arm; 94 6 

Nor for thy ſake, nor aw'd by thy command, 

But for themſelves, the ſighting ſenate ſtand : 

Tue war but one diſtin&ion ſhall afford, 

And Liberty, or Cæſar, be the word. 120 

Nor, oh! do thou thy vanquiſh'd lot deytorc, 

But fly with pleaſure from thoſe ſcas of g re: 

Look back upon the horror, guiltleſ- thou, 

And pity Czfar, ſor whoſe ſake they flow. | 1005 

With what a heart, what triumph ſhall he come, 

A victor, red with Roman blood, to Rome? 

Though miſery thy baniſhment attends, 

Though chou ſhalt dic, by thy {ulſc Vharian ſriends; 

Yet truſt ſecurely to the choice of havet., 

And know thy loſs was for a bleſſin g giv 'n: 1210 

Though flight may ſeem ti: warrior's ſhame and 
curſe ; 

To conquer, in a cauſe lik: this, is worſe. 

And, on! let every mark of grief be ſpar d. 

May no tear fall, no groan, no ſigh be heard; 

Still let mankind their Pompey's fete adore, 10T5 

And reverenge thy fail, ev'n as thy height of 
power. 

Meanwhile ſurvey th' attending world around, 

Cit es by thee poſſeſs*'d, and monarchs crown'sd : 

Un Afric, or on Aſia, caſt thy eye, 

And mark the land where thou ſhalt chooſe to die. 

I.zrifla firit the conſtant chief beheld, 1021 


Still great, though flying from the fatal field : 
V'ith loud acclaim her crouds his coming greet, 
And, ſighing, pour their preſents at his feet. 
She crowns her altars, and proclaims a feaſt ; 
Wonld put on joy to chear her nobler gueſt { 
But weeps, and begs to ſhare Lis woes at leaſt. 
So was he lov'd ev'n in his loſt eſtate, 

uch faith, ſuch ſciendil. ip, ou his ruins wait ; 
With eaſe Phazrfalia's lo{s might be ſupply 'd, 1c 30 
While cager nations haſten to his fide ; 
As if wicfortune meant to bleſs him more, 
Thau all his long proſprrity before. 


| 
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In vain, he cries, you bring the vanquiſh*4 aid; 
H -nceforth. to Cæſar be your homage paid, : 
C:eſfar, who triumphs o'er yon heaps of dad. 
ith that, his courſer urging on to flight, 
He vaniſh'd from the mournſul city's ſight. 
With cries, and loud laments, they fill the air, 
And curſe the cruel gods, in fierceneſs of defſ- 
pair. 10 4⁰ 
Now in huge lakes Heſperian crimſon ſtood, 
And Caſar's ſelf grew ſatiated with blood 
The great patricians fall'n, his pity ſpar' d 
The worthleſs, unreſiſting, vulgar herd. 1944 
Then while his glowing fortune yet was warm, 
And ſcattering terror ſpread the wild alarm, 
$teaizht to the hoſti]- camp his way he bent, 
Carelul to ſeize the haſty flier's tent, : 
Ihe leiſure of a night, and thinking to prevent. 
Nor reck'd he much the weary ſoldicrs toil, 1©59 
But led them prone, aud gre-dy to the ſpoil. 
Be hold, he cries, our victory complete, 
| The glorious recompence ottends you yet: 
uch have you done to-dar, for Caſar s ſike ; 
"Vis mine to ſhew the prey, tis yourstu take. 1056 
"Tis yours, what2'er the vanquiin'd foe has lett; 
Lis what your valour gain'd, and not my pit. 
Treaſures immenſe you wealthy tenrs enfold, 
The g-msof Ala, and Hofſyerian gold; 1279 
For you the once great Pompey's tore att2ads, 
Wuh regal ſpoils of his barbarian ſriends + 
Haſte then, prevent the for, and five that good, 
For which you paid fo well with Koman ton. 
He fait; and with the rage of rapinc ſtung 
The multitude tumuituous tuſa along. 163 
On {wcords, and ſpears, on ur: and ſonsther tread, 
And all remorſeleſs ſpurn the gory dead. 
What trench can intercept, What ſort withſtand 
The brutal ſoldier's rude rapacious hand; 
When eager to his crime's reward he flics, 1070 
And, bath'd in blood, demands the horrid prize & 
There, wealth collected from the world around, 
The deſtin'd recompence of war they ſound. 
But, oh! not goldea "Arimaſpus” ſtore, 
Nor all the Legus or rich Iber pour, 1075 
Can fill the greedy vitors gripwg hands : 
Rome, and the capitol, their pride demands; 
All other ſpoils they ſcorn, as worthleſs prey, 
And count their wicked labovrs robb'd of pay. 
Here, iu patrician tents, plebeians reſt, logo 
And regal couches are by ruſtans preis d: | 
There impious parricides the bed invade, 
And oy where late thcir flaughter'd fires were 
aid. 
Meanwhile the battle ſtands in dreams renew'd, 
And Stygian horrors v'er their flumbers 
brood. 1055 
Aſtoniſhment and dread their ſouls inſeſt, 
And guilt tirs painſul on each heaving breaſt. 
Arms, blood, and death, work in the labouring 
brain, 
They ſigh. they Nart, they ſtrive, and ſight it ober 
again. 
Aſcending fiends inte & the air around, Tora 
And hell breaths balcful through the gromu'g 
grouud ; | 
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lence dire aſſrigh: diſtr acta the warrior s ſouls, | 
Vengeance divine their daring hearts controuls, 


Snakes hiſs, and livid flame tormenting rolls. 


Each, as his hands in puilt have been im- 


bruced, 


1095 
Ty ſorne pale ſpectre flies all night purſued. 


In various forms the ghoſts unnumber d groan, | 


The brother, friend, th: father, and the fon : 
iu every wretch his proper phantom fell, 
While Czfar ficeps the general cure of hell. 1 100 


Such wer: his pangs as mad Oreſtes felt, | 


Ere yet the Scythian altar purg'd his guilt. 

Such horrors Pentheus, ſuch Agave knew ; 

He When his rage firſt came, aud ſhe when her's 
withdrew: 

Preſent and ſut urs ſwords his boſom bears, 1, 

And frcels the bluw that Brutus now defers. 

Vengeance, in all her pomp of pain, attends ; 

To wheels ſr; binds him, and with vultures 
rends, 

With racks of conſcicnce, and with whips of 
ſiends. | 

But ſoon the viſionary horrors paſs, 1110 

And his firſt ra e with day reſumes its place : 

Again his eyes rejoice to view the lain, 

And run unweary'd o'cr the dreadful plain. 


Hle bidde his train prepare his impious board, 


And ſcaſts amidſt the heapsof death abhorr'd. 1115 

There each pale face at leiſure he may know, 

And ſtill bchold the le current flow. 

He views the woeful wide horizon round, 

Then joys that earth is no where to be found, 

And owns, thoſe gods he ſcrves, his utmoſt 
wiſh have crown d; 

Still greedy to poſſeſs the curs'd delight, 

Jo glut his ſoul, and gratiſy his fight, 

The leſt funcreal honours he denies, 

And poiſons with the ſtaunch Emathia's fkics. 

Not thus rhe ſworn inveterate foe of Rome, 1125 

Refus'd the vanquiſh'd conſul's bones a tomb: 

His picty the country round beheld, 

And bright with ſires ſhone Cannz's fatal field. 

But Cæſarꝰs rage ſram fiercer motives roſe ; 

Thele were his countrymen, his worſt of focs. 1130 

But, oh! relent, forget thy hatred paſt, 


| 


Aud give the wandering ſhades to reſt at laſt, 


Nor ſeck we fingle honours for the dead, 
At once let nations on the pile be laid: 1134 
Jo feed the flame, let happy foreſts riſc, 
Far he it ſcen to fret the ruddy ſkies, | 
And grieve deſpair ng Pompcy where he flics. 
Nuo too, proud conqueror, thy wrath in vain 
Strews with unbury'd carcaſes the plain. 
What is it to thy malice if they burn, 
Rot in the ſield, or moulder in the urn? 
1h: forms of matter all diſſolving die, 
And jo t in nature's blending boſom lie. 
41 hough now thy crucky d: nics a grave, 1144 
Theſc aud the world one common lot ſhall have; 
One lait appointed flame, by Fate's decree, 
Shall waſte yon azure heavens, this earth, and 
ſeas 
Shall bn ad the dead up in one mingled miſs, 
Where {tars and they ſhall undiginguiſh'd p.ſs, 


| 
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| Beneath the glorious covering of the ſky ; 
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And though thou ſcorn their ſe'lowſh'p, yet 
know, 

High as thy own can ſoar theſe ſouls ſhall go; 

Or find, perhaps, a better place below. 

Death is beyond thy Goddeſs Fortune's power, 

And parent earth receives whate'er ſhe bore. 

Nor will we mourn thoſe Romans fate, whe 
lie 1155 


That ſtarry arch for ever round them turns, 
A nobler ſhelter far than tombs or urns. 


— But whercfore parts the loathing victor hence 


Does flaughrer ſtrike too ftrongly on thy 
ſence ? 1160 
Yet ſtay, yet breathe the thick infectious ſtream, 
Yet quaff with joy the blood-polluted ſteam. 
But ſee, they fly! the daring warriors yield! 
And the dead heaps drive Cæſar from the field ! 
Now to the prey, gaunt wolves, a howling 


train, 
Speed hungry from the far Biſtonian plain; 1166 
From Pholoe the tawny lion comes, 
And growling bears forſake their darkſome 


With theſe, lean dogs in herds obſcene repair, 
And every kind that ſnuffs the tainted air. 1179 
For ſood the cranes their wonted flight delay, 
That erſt to warmer Nile had wing'd their way: 
With them the feather'd race convene from far, 
Who gather to the prey, and wait on war. 1174 
Ne'er were ſuch flocks of vultures ſeen to fly, 
And hide with ſpreading plumes the crouded ſky: 
Gorging on limbs in every tree they ſat, 
And drop'd raw morſels down, and gory fat: 
Oft their tir'd talons, looſening as they fled, 
Rain'd horrid offals on the victor's head. 1180 
But while the flain ſupply'd too full a feaſt, 
The plenty bred ſatiety at laſt ; 
The ravenous feeders riot at their caſe, 
And fingle cut what daintics beſt may pleaſe. 
Part borne away, the reſt neglected lie, 1185 
For noon-day ſuns, and parching winds, to dry; 
Till length of time ſhall wear them quite away, 
And mix them with Emathia's common clay. 
Oh fatal Theſſaly ! Oh land abhorr'd ! 
How have thy ficlds the hate of heaven in- 
curr d; 1190 
That thus the gods to thee deſtruct ion doom, 
And load thee with the curſe of fallen Rome ! 
Still to new crimes, new horrors, doſt thou haſte, 
When yet thy former miſchiefs ſcarce were paſt. 
What rolling years, what ages, can repay 1195 
The multitudes thy wars have fwept away 
Though tombs and urns their numerous ſtore 
ſhould ſ 
And long antiquity yield all her dead; 
Thy guilty plains more flaughter'd Romans hold, 
Than all thoſe tombs, and all thoſe urns, in- 
ſold. 1] 200 
Hence bloody ſpots ſhall ſtain thy graſſy green, 
An crimſon drops on bladed corn be ſeen: 
Each plowſhare ſome dead patriot ſhall moleſt, 
Diſturb his bones, and rob his ghoſt of reſt. 


Oh! had the guil: of war been all thy own, 1205 


Were civil rige confin'd to ther alour ; 
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No mariner his labouring bark ſhould moor, 

in hopes of ſafety, on thy dreadful ſhore ; 

No ſwaia thy ſpectre-haunted plain ſhould know, 

Nor turn thy blood-ſtain'd fallow with his 
plow : 1210 

No ſhepherd e' er ſhould drive his flock to feed, 

Where Romans flain enrich the verdant mead: 

All deſolate ſhould lie the land in waſte, 

As in ſome ſcorched or ſrozen region plac'd. 

But the great gods ſorbid our partial hat: 1215 

On Theſlaly's diſtinguiſh'd land to wait; 

New blood, and other ſaughters, they decrce, 

And others ſhall be guilty too, like thee. 

Munda and Mutina ſhall boaſt their Nain, ? 

LUCAN's PHARSALIA. 
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And aQium juſtify Phurſalia's plain. 


VIII. 


4 THE ARGUMENT. 


Fron Tharſalia, Pompey flies, firſt to Lariſſa, and 


after to the ſea:ſbore ; "where be embarks upon a 
ſaall weſſel for Leſbos There, after a melan- 
choly meeting wwit + Cornelia, and bis refuſal of the 
Mitylenians invitations, be embarks with bis <vife 
for the coaft of Aſia. In the way tbitber be is 
Joined by bis fon Sextus, and ſeveral perſons of dif- 
tinftion, wvho bad fled likewiſe from the late ballic ; 
and among the reſt by Deiotarus, king of Gallo- 
Gracia, To bim be recommends the ſoliciting of 
Supplics from the king of Parthia, and the ra of 
bis allizs in Aſia. After coaſting Cilicia for ſome 
time, be comes at length to @ little town called Sye- 
dra or Syedre, where great part of the ſenate meet 
bim. With theſe, be deliberates upon the preſent cir- 
cumflances of the commonwealth, and propoſes either 
Mauritania, Egypt, or Parthia, as the proper 
Places ⁊obere be may hope te be retcived, and from 
whoſe kings be may expe afſiflance. In bis own 
opinion be inclines to the Parthians ; but this Len- 
#ulus, in à long oration, oppoſes very warmly ; and, 
in conſideration of young Ptolemy's perſonal obligati- 
ens to Pompey, prefers Egypt. This advice is ge- 
acrally approved an. followed and Pompey ſets ſuii 
accordingly for Fgyt. Upon bis arrival on that 
caſt, the king calls a council, wobere, at the inſti- 
gation of Pothinus, a villanous miniſter, it is re- 
ſolved to take bis life; and the execution of this 
order is committed to the care of Achillas, formerly 
ide king's governor, and then general of the army. 
He, with Septimius, a renegado Roman ſoldier, 
"bo bad formerly ſcr ved under Pompey, upon ſure 
ſrivolous pretences, perſuades lim to quit bis ſhip, 
and come into their boat ; wvhere, os they make to- 
wards the ſhore, be treacheronfly murders lim, in 
the fight of bis wife, bis ſon, and the reſt of bis 
feet. His bead is cut off, and his body thrown into 
tie fra, The brad is fac upon A fheav and cars 
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| And dy'd the ocean deep in Roman blood. 
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ri-d to Ftelemy; <obo, after be bad ſeen it, com- 
mund it to be embdlmed. Tn the ſucceeding night, 
one ( ordus, who bad been a follower of 1 ompry, 
finds the trunk floating wear the ſhore, brings it is 
laad with ſome dificulty 5 and with a few planks 
that remained {rom a ſbipzorecked w:ſſel, burns it. 
Te melancholy diescr tion of this mean ſuncrat, 
with the poet 's invedtive again the gods, and for- 
tune, for their urworthy treatment of ſo great @ 
man, concludes this book. 


OW through the vale, by great Alcides made, 
= d the ſweet maze of Tempe's pleaſing 
ade, 
Chearlcta, the flying chief renew'd his ſpeed, 
And urg'd, with gory ſpurs, his fainting ſteed. 
Fall'n from the former greatneſs of his mind, 
He turns where doubtful paths obſcureiy wind. 
The fellow of his flight increaſe his dread, 
While hard behind the trampling horſmen tread : 
He ſtarts at ev'ry ruſtling of the trees, 9 
And fears the whiſpers of each murmuring breeze. 
He feels not yer, alas! his loſt eſtate; 
And, though he flies, believes himſelf fill great; 
Imagines millions for his life are bid, 
And rates his own, as he would Czſar's head. 
Where-e*cr his fear explores untrodden ways, 15 
His well-known viſage ſtill his flight betrays. 
Many he meets unknowing of his chance, 
Whoſe gathering forces to his aid advance. 
With gaze aſtonich'd, theſe their chief behold, 
And ſcarce belicve what by himſclf wastold. 20 
In vain, to covert, from the world he flics, 
Fortune ſtill gricves him with purſuing cyes : 
Still aggravates, ſtill urges his diſgrace, 23 
And ga!ls him with the thoughts of what ke was. 
His youthful triumph fadly now retarns, 
His Pontic and pizztic wars he mourus, 
While ſtung with ſecret ſhame and anxious care 
he burns. 
Thus age to ſorrows oft the great 
When. loſs of empire comes with lengtl of days. 
Life and enjoyment ſtill one end ſhall have, 39 
Leſt early miſery prevent the grave. 
The good, that laſts not, was in vain beſtow d, 
And caſe once paſt becomes the preſent load 
Then let the wiſe, in fortunc's kind-{ hour, 
Still Keep one ſafe retreat within his power; 35 
Let death be near, to guard him from ſurprize, 
And free him, when the fickle goddeſs flics. 
Now to thoſe ſhores the hapleſs Pompey came, 
Where hoary Peneus rolls his ancient ſtream . 
Red with Emathian ſlaughter ran his food, 43 
There a pour bark, whoſc kcel perhaps might glic'- 
Safe down ſome river's ſmooth deicending tide, 
Receiv'd the mighty maſter af the main, 
Whoſe ſpreading navies hide the liquid plain. 45 
In this he braves the wind and ſtormy ſca, 
And to the Leſbian iſle directs hisway. 
There the kind partner of hia every care, 
His ſaithſul, lov'd Coraclia, languiſn'd there: 
At that ſad diſtance more unkuppy far, 


53 
Than in the mid of danger, dextk, and war. 
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There on her heart, ev'n all the live- long day, 
Foreboding thought a weary burden Jay : 

Sad viſions haunt her flumbers with aflright, 
And Iheſſaly returus with every night. 55 
Soon as the ruddy morning paints the ſkies, 
£wift to the ſhore the penſi ve moutner flies; 
"There, lonely ſitting on the cliffs bleak brow, 
Her fight ſhe fixes onthe ſeas below 

Attentive marks the wide horizon's bound, 60 
And kens cach ſail that riſes in the round: 
Thick beats her heart, as every prow (rats near, 
And dreads the fortunes of her lord to hevr. 

At length. beheld! the fatal bark is come! 64 
£ce! the iwoln cat vas labouring with tur doom. 
Preventing fame, misfortune lende him wings, 
And Pompey 's ſel his own ſad tory brings. 
Now bid thy eycs, thou loſt Cornelia, Low, 

And change thy {cars to certain ſorrows, now. 
Swift glides the woeful veſſel on to land; 70 
Forth flies the bheadlong matron to the ſtrand. 
"I here ſoon ſhe found what worſt the gods could 


do, 
There ſoon her dear much- alter d lorri ſhe knew; 
Though fearful ail the gbaſily was His kue 
Rude, o'er ha face, his hoary locks vvete grown, 75 
And duſt wis caſt upon his Romnn gown. 
She ſaw, and fainting, ſunk in ſudden night; 
Grief * her breath, and hu: out loathſome 
liglit; 
The bet nerves no more thr ir force exert, 
And motion ccas'd within the freezing heart ; 80 
Death kindly ſeem'd her wiſhes to obey, 
And, ſtretch' d upon the beach, a corſe ſhe lay. 
But now the marriners the veſſel moor, 
And Pompey, landing, views the lonely ſhore. 
The f::ithful maids their loud /arnrentingsceas'd, 35 
And reverendly their ruder grief ſuppreſs'd. 
Straight, while with dutevus care they kneel 
around, 
Andraiſe their wretched mitreſsfrom the ground, 
Her lord infolds her with aſtrict embrace, 
And joins his check cloſe to her liſeleſs face : go 
At the known touch, her failing ſenſe returns, 
And vital warmth in k;-di:;zg bluſhes burns, 
At length, from virtue tk:5 he ſecks relief, 
And kindly chidcs her violence of grief: 94 
Canit thou then fink, thou daughter of the ; 


cat, 
EE. +. the nobleſ: guardians of cur tate; 
Canſt thou thus yield to the firſt ſhock of fate? 
Whatever Cauntleſs manuments of praiſe 
Thy ſex can merit, tis in thee to raiſe. 
On man alone liſc's ruder trials wait, 
The fields of battle, and the cares of ſtate; 
While the wife's virtue then is only try d, 
When faith'cfs fartune quits her huſband's ſide. 
Arm then thy ſoul, the glorious taſk to prove, 
And learn, thy miſ-rable lord to love. 
Behcld me of my power and pomp bereſt, 
By all my kings, and by Rome's fathers left: 
Oh make that loſs thy glory ; and be thou 
Ihe only follower of Pompey now. 
This grief becomes thee not, while I ſurvive; 110 
War wounds not dice, fince I am till alive ; 
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Theſe tears a dying huſband ſhould Crplore, 
And only fall when Pompey is no more, 

'Tis true, my former greatneſs all is l; 

Who weep for that, no love for me can boaſt, 
But mourn the loſs of what they valued moſt, 
Mov'd at her lord's reproof, the matron roſe; 
Vet, fill complaining, thus avow'd her woes: 
Anh ! wherefore was I not much rather led, 
A fatal bride, to Cæſar's hated bed? 120 
To thee unjucky, and a curſe, | came, 

Unbleſt by yellow Hymen's holy flame: 

My bleeding Craſſus, and his fire, ſtood by, 
And fell Erynnis ſhook her torch on high. 124 
My fats on thce the Parthian vengeance draws, 
And urges heaven to hate the juſter cauſe. 

Ah! my once greateſt lord! ah! crucl hour! 
Is thy victorious head in ſortune's power? 
Since miſcries my bancful love purſue, 

, Why did 1 wed thee, only to undo? 

But ſce, to death my willing neck I bow; 
Atone the angry gods by one kind blow. 
Long fince, for thee, my life 1 would have given; 
Yet, let me, yet prevent the wrath of heaven. 
Kill me and ſcatter me upon the ſca, 
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So ſhall propitious tides thy fleets convey, 
Thy kings be faithſul, and the world obey. 


Oh! Julia! let thy rival's blood ſuffice z 
Let me the rage of jealous vengeance bear, 
But him, thy lord, thy once-lov'd Pompey, ſpare, 

She ſaid, and ſunk within his arms again ; 
In ſtreams of ſorrow melt the mournſul train: 
Ev'n his, the warrior's eyes, were forc'd to yield, 
That ſaw, without a tear, Pharſalia's field 145 

Now to the ſtrand the Mitylenians preſe'd, 
And humbly thus beſpoke their noble gueſt : 

lf to ſucceeding times, our ifle ſhall boaſt 
The pledge of Pompey left upon her coaſt, 
Diſdain not, if thy preſence now we claim, 150 
and fain would conſecrate our walls to ſame. 
Make thou this place in future ſtory great, 


140 


Where pious Romans may dire& their ſcet, 

To view with adoration thy retreat. 

This may we plead, in favour of the town; 155 

That, while mankind the proſperous victor own, 

Already, Cæſar's foes avow d, are we, 

Nor add ne guilt, by duty paid to thee. 

Some ſafety too our ambient ſeas ſecure : 

Cæſar wants ſhips, and we defy his power. 169 

Here may Rome's ſcatter'd fathers well unite, 

And arm againſt a ſecond happier fight. 

Our Leſbian youth with ready courage ſtands, 

To man thy navies, or recruit thy bands. 

For gold, what'cr to ſacred uſe is lent, 165 

Take it, and the rapacious foe prevent. 

This on:y mark of iricndſhip we intreat, 

Seek not to ſhun us in any low eſtate ; 

But let our Leſuos, in thy ruin, prove, 

As in thy greatucſs, worthy of thy love. 170 

| Much was the leader mov'd, and jcy'd to find 
Faith had not quite abandon'd human-kind. 

To me (he cry*d) for ever were you dear; 

Witneſs the pledge committed to your care: 

Here in ſecurity I plac'd my home, 75 


| My touſhuld-gogs, my heart, my wife, my Homes. 
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And thou, v here- e er thy ſullen phantom flies. 
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| Lnow what ra ſom miglit your-pardon buy, 
And yet 1 trult you, yet to you I fly. 
But, oh ! tov long my woes you lingly bear; 
I leave you, not for lands which I prefer, 
But that the world the commen load m y ſhare. 
Leſbos! for ever ſacred be thy name; 
May late poſterity ty truth proclaim ! 
Whether thy fair example ſpread around, 
Or whether, ſingly, faithſul then art found: 183 
For tis relolv'd, tis fix'd within my mind, 
To try the dcubtſul world, and prove mankind. 
Oh! grant, good heaven! if there be one alone. 
Oue gracious power o loſt a cauſe to own, 189 
Grant, Like-the Leſbians, I my friends may find; 
Such who, though Cæſar threaten, dare be kind: 
Who, with the ſame juſt hoſpitable heart, 
May leave me free to enter, or depart. 

He ceas'd; and to the ſhip his partner bore, 
While loud complainings fill the ſounding 


ſhore. 195 
It ſcem'd as if the nation with her paſs'd, 
And baniſument had laid their iſland waſte. 
Their ſecond ſorrows they to Pompey give, 
For her, as for their citizen, they grie'e. [200 


Ev'n though glad victory had call'd her thence, 
And her lord s bidding been the juſt pretence; 
The Leſbian matrons had in tears been drown'd, 
Aud brovght her weeping to the watery bound. 
So was ſhe lov'd, fo winning was her grace, 
Such lowl; ſweetneſs dwelt upon her face ; 
In ſuch humility her life ſhe led, } 
Ev'n while her lord was Romc's commanding 


— 


head, . [ 
As if his fortune were alrcady fed. 


205 


Half hid in ſcas dei ending hœbus lay, 209 


And upwards half, half downwards ſhot the day; 
When wakeſul cares revolve in Pompey's ioui, 
And run the wide world o'er, from pole to po'c. 
Zach realm, each city, in his mind are weigh'd, 
Where he niay fly, from whence depend on aid. 
Weary'd at length bencach the load of wors, 215 
And thoſe ſad ſcenes his future views diſclolc, 
In converſation for relief h ſought, 
And exercis'd on various themes his thought. 
Now fits he by the careful pilot's fide, 220 
And aſks what rules their watery journey guide; 
V'hat lights of heaven luis art attends to moſt, 
Eound by the I.ibyan or the Syrian coal. 

To him, int nt u; en the 10lling ſkies, 
The hezven-inſtruted ſhipman thus replies: 
Of all yon multitude of golden [tars, 225 
Which the wide rounding ſphere ingeſſant bears, 
Thc cautious mariner rclics on none, 
But keeps him to the conſtant pole alone. 
When o'er the yard the leſſer Bear aſpires, 
Andircm the topmaſt gleam its paly fires, 230 
Then Boſphorous near-ncighbonring we explore, 
And hear loud billows beat the Scythian ſhore : 
But when Caliſto's ſhining ſon delccuds, 
And the low Cyno ure tow 'rds ocean bends, 
For Syria traight we know the veſſel bears, 255 
Where firſt Can«po's ſouthern ſigm appears. 
Ifill won the left thoſe ſtars thou keep, 
And, pulling Pharcs, plow the 1amy Gp, 

Voi. IV. 
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Then right a-head thy luckleſs bark ſhall reach 
The Libyan ſhoals, and Syte unſaithful heach 240 
Bur ſay, for lo! on thee attends my hand, 
What covrie doſt thou aſſign ? what ſcas, what 
land ? 

Speak, and the helm ſhall turn at thy comman 

' To ͤ him the chicf, by doubts uncertain toſt; 
Oh, fly the Latian and 'Theſialian coaſt: 245 
Thoſ: only lands avo:d. For all beſidz, 
Yicld to the driving winds, and rolling tide ; : 
Let fortune, where the pleaſe, a po't provide. 
Till Leſbos did my dearcit pledge reſtore, £249 
That thought determin d me to Jeck that n? 
All ports, all regions, but thoſe fic! rh, 

re equal ro uni ry Pom. 9. 


Sca: ce had he ſpok C. ion ALT. uit the maker 
f veer'd, 
And r:ght for Chios, aud ſor a Pew 
The working waves the courſe i. „ 255 


And d:fa and foam bencath the unn . 

With art like this, on rapid chariots b rue, 

Around the column fciltul racers turn: 

The ncthcr wheels bear niccly on ti.c goal, 

The farther wide in diflant circles roll. 265 
Now y' bright beams the various carth dil- 

cle, 

And o'er the fading ſtars the ſun aroſ; 

hen Pompey gathering to his fide beheld 

The ſcattir'd relicks of Yharſalia's ficld. 

Firll from the I. gibian if his ton drew near, 205 

And ſoon a troop of faithful ch fs af pcar. 

Nor purple princes, yet, diſdain to wait 

On varquiſh'd Pompey 's humbler low eate. 

Proud monarchs, who in caſtern King ons icign, 

Mix in the great illuſtrious exile's train, 270 

From theſe, apart, Dcictarvs he drows, 

The long-approv'd companion of his canſec : 

'Theu beit (he crics) of all my royal fri-nds ! 

Since with our loſ{Rome's power an empire nds; 

Vhat yet remains, but that we call from far 275 

Ihe eaſtern nations to ſupport the war? 

Euphrates has not own'd proud Caſa:'s fide, 

And Tigris rols a yet unconguer*d tile, 

Let it not grieve thee, then, to ſcel. for aid 

From the wild Scythian, and remmeſt Riede. 288 

To Parthia's monarch my dire. deglare, 

And at his throne ſpeak this my kilo proper. 

If ſank in aucient Iegues is to be ſound, 

I.cagues hy our altars and your Mai bund, 

Now i#triny the Getic and Armenian how, 

And in full quivers ſcather'd fratis below, 

If wh.n o'cr Caipiar: ills my troops i led, 

Gainſt Allans, in eterual warkae rod, 

I foupht not once to make your Perthlans yicll, 

Bur Jeft them iſ: ee to range the Perſian eld. 290 

Beyond th' Aﬀyrian bounds my cages ficw, 

And conquer'd realms, that Cy: us never knew; 

Ev'n to the utmoſt caſt I vrg'd my way, 


285 


| And ere the Per ſian, faw the riſi day: 


Vet while beneath my yoke the nati ns bend, 235 
| fony!.t the Parkin only as my friend. 
Yet moe; when Carrz buſh'd w.th Crafls* 
Line, 
And 1. wm her ſevarcÞt vengeance vow'd; 
U 
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When war with Parth'a was the commen cry, 
Who ſtown'd the fury of thut rage, but 1? 300 
Vi ths be tri, through Zeugma take your way, 
Nor let Eun hcate,” ſtream the march delay; 

In gratitude to my aſſiſtance come; 


Fight Pomp. 's cauſe, and conquer willing Rome. 


He ſaid; the monarch chearful y obey'd, 305 
And firaight ade js royal robes he laid 
Then bid his il ves their humbler veſtments bring: 
And ia that ſ-rvile veil conceals the king. 

Thus majeſty gives its proud trappings v'er, 
And hu 1. bly ſeeks for ſaicty ſrom the powi : 310 
The poor, who no diſguiies need, nor wear; 
Unbleſt with greatneſs, and unvex'd wich tear. 
His princely frie ad now ſafe convey'd to land, 
The chief o crpaf%'d the fam'd Epheſian ftrand, 
Icaria's rocks, with Cclophon's ſmooth d.ep, 315 
And foamy cliffs winch rugged Samos keep. 
From Cor ſhores ſoft Lr cathes the weitern wind, 
And Rhodes and Gnidos ſoon are left behind. 
Thcn croting o'er Lelmeſſo ample bay, 

Right to Pamphilia's chaſt he cuts his way. 320 
Sulpicious of the land, he keeps the main, 

Ji poor Placclis, ficſt, receives his wandcrirg 


fray, 
There, f:ce ſrom ars, with eaſe he may com- 
tr. ati d 


Her citiz ai, ſcareg equal to his hand. 


Nor linguria there, his ſwclling ſails are 


ſrread, 

Till he &.fc-rns prom Tagrus' rifing head: 
A mighty mals it ftands, while down his ſide 
Deſceuding Dipſas rolls his headlong tide. 
* In a flip) bark he runs ſecurciy o'er 

Ihe piretes cnce-inicited dreadful ſhore. 
An! when he {er the worrry empire free, 
And ſwept the fi-rce Ciiician from the ſea, © 
C-ul2 the ſucceſelul warrior have forethought 
*T was for his future ſafcry, then, he fought ! 
At letig.h the gathering failiers of the ſtate, 335 
In full s$cnbly, on their leader wait: 
Within Syedza's wells their lenate meets, | 
Whom, fighirg, thus th” thuittrious exile greets. 

My tried: who with me fought, who with 
nc flcd, | 

And now arc io me in my country's ſtead; 340 
Though quite dctencelct> and unarm'd we ſtaud, 
On tis Cilician, naked, ſore gn flcand : 
Though cvery mark of fortunc's wrath we bear, 
Aud icem to ferk for count! in deſpair ; 
Pr-ſcrve your ſouls undaurted, free, and great, 345 
And know I'm not ſall'n intir.ly, yet, 
Spite of the ruins of Emathia'+ plain, 
Vet can I rear my drooping head again. 
Trom Afric's dutt abandon'd Marius roſe, 
To ſcize the Fa:ces, and inſult his foes. 
My lols is lighter, ls is my diſgrace; 
Shall I deſpair to reach my former place? 
Still on he Grecian feas my ne vies ride, 
And many a valiant leader owns wy fide. 
All that Pharſalia's lucklcſs field could do, 
Was to diſperſe my forces, not ſubdue. 
Still ſafe bencath my former ſame I ſtand, 
Dea: ta che world, and lov'd in every land. 
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"Tis yours to counſcl and determine, whom 
We ſhall apply to, in the cauſe of Rome: 360 
V hat faithfu! friend may beſt aſſiſtance bring; 
The Lybian, Parthian, or Zgyptian king. 
For me, what courſe my thoughts incline to take, 
Here freely, and at large, I mcan to ſpeak. 
What moſt diſlike me in the Pharian prince, 363 
Are his raw years, and yet unpraQtis'd ſeuſe: 
Virtue, in youth, no ſtable ſooting finds, 
And conſtancy is bui!t on manly minds 
Nor, with leſs danger, may our truſt explore 
The faith uncertain of the craſty Moor: 
F.om Carthaginian blood he draws his race. 
Still mindful of the vaaquiſh'd town's diſgrace; 
From thence Numidian miſchiefs he derives; 
And Hannibal in his ſalſe heart ſurvives: 
With pride he ſaw ſubmiſſi ve Varus bow, 
And joys to hear the Roman power lies low. 
To warlike Parthia therefore let us turn, 
Where ſtars unknown in diſtant azure burn; 
Wirre Caſp'an hills to part the world ariſe, 
And night and day ſucceed in other ſicics ; 
Whe e rich Afſyrian plains Euphrates laves, 
And ſeas diſcolour'd roll their rudCy waves, 
A:.bition, there, delights in arms to reign, 
There ruſting ſquadrons thunder o'er the plain : 
There young and od the bow promiſcuous 
bend, 385 
And fatal ſhafts with aim unerring ſend. 
They firſt the Macedonian phalanx broke, 
And hand to hand repell'd the Grecian ſtroke ; 
They _ the Mede and Eactrian from the 
eld, 
And taught aſpiring Babylon to yield; 390 
Fearlcſs againſt the Roman pile they ſtood, 
And triumph'd in our vanquiſh'd Craſſus' blood. 
Nor truſt they to the points of piercing darts, 
But furniſh death with new improving arts, 
In mortal juices dipt their arrows fly, 395 
And if they taſte the blood, the wounded dis. 
Too well their powers and ſavouring gods we 
know, 
And wiſh our fate much rather would allow 
Some other aid agaiuſt the common ſoe. 
With unauſpicious ſuccour ſhall they come, 400 
Nurs'd in the hate and rivalſhip of Rome. 
With theſc, the neighbouring nations round ſhall 
arm, 
And the whole eaſt rouze at the dire alarm. 
Should the barbarian race their aid deny, 
Yet would I chooſe in that ſtrange land to dic: 305 
There let our ſhipwreck d poor remains be thrown, 
Our lo!s forgotten, and our names unknown: 
Securely there ill- fortune would I btave, 
Nor meanly ſue to kings, whoſe crowns I gave: 
From Cæſar free, enjoy my lateſt hour, 419 
And ſcorn his anyer's and his mercy's pow'r. 
Still, when my thoughts my former days rcftore, 
With joy, methinks, I run thoſe regions o'cr; 
There, much the better parts of liſe i prov d. 
Rever'd by all, applauded, and bclov'd; 415 
Wide o'cr Mxzotis ſpread my happy ua:uc, 
And Tanais ran conſcious of my fame; 
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My vanquiſh'd enemies my conqueſts mourn'd, 

And cover'd ſtill with laurels, I return'd. 

Approve then, Rome, my preſent cares for 
thee ; 420 

Thine is the gain, whote'er th* event ſhall be. 

What greater boon canit thou from heaven de- 
mand, 

Than in thy cauſe to arm thgParthian's hand! 

Batbarians thus ſhall wage thy civil war, 

And thoſe that hate thee in thy ruin ſhare. 425 

When Cæſar and Phraates battle juin, 

They muſt revenge, or Craſſus* wrongs, or mine. 

The leader ceas'd ; and ſtraight a murmuritg 

ſound 

Ran through the diſapproving fathers round. 

With th-ſec, in high pre-eminence, there fate 430 

Diſtinguiſh'd Lentulus, the conſul late: 

None with more generous indignation ſturg, 

Or nobler grief, beheld his country's wrong. 

Sudden he roſe, rever'd, and thus began, 

in words that well became the ſubject, and rhe 
man : 

Can then Pharſalia's ruins thus control 

The former greatneſs of thy Roman foul ? 

Muſt the — world, our laws and country, 
yield 

To one unlucky day, one ill-ſought ficld ? 

Haſt thou no hopes of ſuccour, no retreat, 440 

But mean proſtration at the Parthian's fect ? 

Art thou grown weary of our corth and fy, 

That thus thou ſeck*ſt 2 tugitive to fly; 

New ſtars to view, ncw rep ions to explore, 

To learn new manners, and new gods adorc? 445 

Wilt chou beſore Chaldean altars bend, 

Worſhip their fires, and on their kings depend: 


Why didſt thou draw the world to arms iround ? 


Why cheat mankind with liberty's ſweet ſound ? 
Wh; on Emathia's plain fierce Cæſar brave, 450 
When thou conſt yield thyſclf a tyrant's ſlave ? 
Shall Parihia, who with terror ſhook ſrom far, 
To hear thee nam'd, to head the Roman war, 
Who ſaw thee lead proud monarchs in thy chain, 
From wi'd Hyrcania and the Indian main ; 455 
Shall ſhe, that very Parthia, ſce thee now, 
A poor, dejected, humble ſuppliant bow ? 
Then haughtily with Rome her greatneſs mate, 
And ſcorn thy country, for thy grovcl.ing fate? 
Thy tongue, in caſtern languages untaught, 450 
Saall want the words that ſhould explain thy 
tLoupht : 
Tezrs, then, unmanly, muſt thy ſuit declare; 
And ſuppliant hands, uplifted, ſprak thy prayer. 
Shall Parthia (ſhall it to our ſhame be known |) 
Revenge Rome's wrongs, ere Rome revenge her 
own ? 
Ovr war 1.0 interſering kings demands, 466 
Nor hol] be truſted to barbarian hands: 
Amoag ourſclves our bonds we will deplore, 
And Kome ſhall ſerve the rebel fon ſhe bore. 409 
Why wouldſt thou bid our ſocs tranſgreſe their 
Lound, 
And touch the ir ſect to tread Icſperian ground? 
With enfigns, torn from Craſſus, ſha!! they come, 


Ang, vith his reviih'd honours, threaten Ron; 
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His fate thoſe blond -ſtain dengles dall ret all 
And hover Are idful d' r their native wall. 4% 
Canſt thou bell eve the monarch who withheld 
His only ſorces from Emathia's ficll, 

Will bring his ſuccours to the Wwainlug ſtate, 
And bravciy now defy the vi Sor s late? | 


No eaitern courage forms 4 th ught ſo great. 


In cold laborious cl:mes the wiatery north 480 

Brings her undaunted hardy warriors forth, 

In body and in mird urtrught to vie d. 

Stubbern of ſoul, and ſtedy in the Leid? 

While Aſia's ſoſter climate, for d to picalr, 455 

Diffolves her ſons in inte hee nnd cate, 

Here fill.en robes mv -{# vninanly Un. bs. 

And in long trains the Howing purple iülreans. 

Wherc no rule Hills Sormattiats wills refrain, 

Or ruſhing Tigris cuts the vel pain, 

Switter than winde along the champain vorne, ? 

At liberty thy Ny, or foht, or turn, ho 

And, diſtant fl, the vain puriuce fon. j 

Nor with like caſe they force their warl ke way, 

Where rouph zuequal grounds ther fpred de- 
a5. 475 

Whene'er the thicker ſhades of night ar e, 

Una'm'd the ſhaft, and una lhilin, . 

Nor arc they furm'd with contrancy to zugt 

hold tile, that make the panting folder ivcat . 

To clmib the height, to ſtem the rapid floud, / 

1 make the dutty non-de, battle pod, 

Horrid with wourd- ant cr1ted ver in blood, 

Nor war's mackines yy know, tor have the 
ſill 

To ſhak: the rampir-:, er tlc trench te is 04 

Each ſen e that can ther winged fa fre endure, 

Stands, like a fort int guuble, {ccure. 

Light are their ikirmunes, their war is fight, 

And ti!l to wheel th-tr wavering troops achgit. 

To taint their coward Garts, is 4 thæit cars, 

And then to wuſe thera tr thie Acting air. 514 

Whenc'ez their buws herr ſpent tac icratuer d 
ſtore, 

The mighty buſcar, of their wir is a'cr: 

No mirly liebes they try, nor hand to hend 

With clcaving ftw: rus in Gurdy combat Rani, 

With words the vallan: fill their toes invade; 515 

Theſe call in drvy;s and pu lon to their ad. 

Arc tacic the powers to whom thou bidſt us fy ? 

I this the land in wh ch thy bones work! lie? 

Shall thele barbarian hands for thee provide 

The grave, to thy unhazpy Ir end deny'd? 529 

But be it ſo! that death nell bring thee peace, 

That here thy ſorrows and thy to ls Mall (cafe. 

Death wv what man would with. Ev, oh! Mat 
fare 

Sha'l on thy Wife, thy ſad ſurvivor, wait! 4 

For her, where hut with lawleis enmprre pom, 

Somowhat more tur nd: than death romaine, 

Have we not heard, with what abhor 'd deiircs 

The Parthian Venus feeds her guilty Frs? 

How their wild monrar.!, like the bultial race, 

Spreads tic pollvtion [Th li, lowd «mbracc by £38 

Unaw'd by reverence wo conmnt ial rites, 

lu muliitulcs, lairioury he deli: 
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When porg'd with ſeaſting, and infiam'd with 
wine, 
No jens can fate him, and no laws confine ; 
Forbiocing Nature, ther; commands in vain, 525 
From fitters and from m-thers to abſtain. 
"The Greek and Roman wir a trembling ear, 
Th' unwilling crime cf Gedipus may hear; 
While Parthian kings like deeds, with glory, own, 
And ho. ſt inceſtuous titl's to the throne, 840 
If crimes Ike theſe they can ſecurely brave, 
What laws, what power, ſhal: thy Cornelia ſave ? 
Th'nk, how the he'p!: + na:ron may be led, 
The thou andth harlet, to the royal bed. 
Thongh when the tyrant claſy» his noble flave, £45 
And hears to wh m her plighecd hand ſhe gave, 
Her beauties oft in ſcorn he ſhall prefer, 
And coofe i' iuſult the Roman name in her. 
iteſc are the powers to whom thou would'ſt ſub- 
ni. 


And Kene's revenge and Craſſ.s' quite for- 


det. 30 
Thy cauſe, preſerr'd to his, becomes thy ſhame, 
And biots, in common, thine and Cæſar's name. 


With how much greater glory might you join, 
% drive the Daci, o: to tree the Rhine! 


*Gainſt the fierce Pactrian and the haughty Mede ! 

Level proud Babylon's ap:ring Comes, 

And with their ſpoils inrich our flaughter d lead- 
ers tombs ? 

No longer, Furtune ! Jet cur friendſhip laſt, 

Our peace, ill-omen'd, with the barbarous Eaſt ; 


If civil ſtriſe with Cæſur's conqueſt end, 561 
To Ala Jet his proſperous arms extend: 

E-ernal vors there let the victor wage, 

And on proud Parthia pour the Roman rage. 
here l, there all, his victories may bleſs, 865 


And Rome herſelf make vows for his ſucceſs. 

W henc'er thou pals the cold Araxes o'er, 

An aged ſhade ſhall greet thee on the ſhore, * 
Jraneſix' d u itharrous, niournful, pale, and hoar. 
And art thou (ſhall he cry, complaming) come 570 
In peace and friendſhip, o theſe foes of Rome ? 
Tau! from whoſe hand we hop'd revenge in 

vain, 

Foor naked ghoſts, & thin unlmry'd train, 
That flit, l-menting, o'er this dreary plain? 
On every ſide new objects null diſcloſe 
Some meurnful nmumnents of Roman woes; 
On every wall freſſi marks thou ſhalt deſc. y, 
Where pale Heſperian heads were fix'd on h.gh : 
Nach river, as he rol s lis purple tide, 

Shall own his weves in Letien laughter dy'd. 580 
If ſights like theſe thon canſt with paticnce bear, 
What are the horrors which thy foul would fear? 
Ev'n Cz ar's ſelf with joy may be beh-19, 
Laikron'd on flauphter in Emathia's ficld 

Say then, we grant, thy cautions were not vain, 
Of Punic ſrends and Jula's ſaithleſs reign; 
formning Egept ſhall receive thee yet, 

Aud yield, wiiqueltien'd, a ſecure retreat 

Ey nature firengthen'd with a dangerous ſtrand. 
Her Syrts aud untry'd channels guard the loud, 
woch in the fatneſo of her plentcous foil, $91 
he plants her o ly evaſidence in Nile. 
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How we l your conquering legion might you lead, 
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Her monarch, bred beneath thy guardian cates, 
His crown, the largeneſ- of thy bouuty, wears. 
Nor let unjuſt ſuſpicions brand his truth; 595 
Candour and innocence ſtill dwell with youth. 
Truſt not a power accuſtom d to be great, 
And vers'd in wicked policies of tate. 
Old kings, long harden'd in the regal trade, 
By intereſt and by craſt aloue are ſway'd, | 
And violate with eaſe the leagnes they made: 
While new ones ſti!l make conſcience of the truſt, 
True to their friends, and to their ſubjects juſt. 
He ſpoke; the liitcning fathers all were mov'd, 
And with concurring votes the thought approv's. 
do much ev'n dying liberty prevail'd, 6 
When Pompey 's ſuffrage, and his counſel [a I d. 
And now Cilicia's coaſt the fleet forſake, 
And o'er the watery plain for Cyprus make. 
Cyprus to love's ambroſial goddeſs dear, 
For ever gratcful ſmoke the altars there: 
indulgent itill ſhe hears the Paphian vows, 
And loves the favourite ſcas from whence ſhe roſe. 
So Fame reports, if we may credit Fame, 
When her fond tales the birth of gods proclaim, 
Un',orn, and 2 eternity the ſame. 0 
The crag ifts of Cyprus quick] 5 67 
The rey. then 2 — the 1— vaſt. 
Nor views he, through the murky vcil of night, 
The Caſian mountains far diſtinguiſh'd height, 
The high-hung lantern, or the beamy light. 
Haply at length the labouring canvas bore 
Fuli on the fartheſt bounds of Ægypt's ſhore, 
Where near Peluſium parting Nile deſcends, 
And in her utmoſt eaſtern channel ends. 625 
"Twas now the time, hen equal Jove on high 
Had hung the golden ba'ance of the ſky : 
But, ah! not long ſuch juſt proportions laſt, 
The righteous ſcaſon ſoon was chang'd and paſs'd; 
An! _—_ encroachment on the ſhortenirg 
age, 
Was ſully to the wintery nights repaid: G31 
When to the chief from ſhore they made report, 
That, near high Cafinm, lay the Pharian court. 
This known, he thither turns his ready ſail, 
The light yet laſting with the ſavouring gale. 635 
The flect arriv'd, the news flics ſwiſtly row:d, 
And their new gucſts the troubled court cure 
found. 
The time was ſhort ; howe'er the council met, 
Vile miniſters, a monſtrous motley ſct. 
Of theſe, the chicf in konour, and the beſt, 640 
Was old Achorcus the Memphizn prict : 
In lis and Oſiris he bchev'd, 
And reverend ta'es, from fire to ſon receiv'd ; 
Could mark the ſwell of Nile's increaſing tide, 
And many an Apis in his time had dy'd; 643 
Yet was his age with gentleſt manners fraught, 
Humbiy le ſpoke, and modeſtly he taught. 
With good intent the picus ſeer aroſe, 
And tald how much their ſtate to Pon pcy owes 
What large amends their monarch ouglit to make, 
Beth for his own, and for his farber's ſake. 
Fut tore had plac'd a ſubtler ſoc uker ther, 
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potlir na, deer in arts of miſchlef read, ? 
Who thus, with ſalſe perſunſion, blindiy led 4 
The ealy king, to doom his guardian dead : [) 
To itricteſt juſtice many ills belong, | 
And henefty is often in the wrong: | 
Chiefly when fubborn rules her zealots puſh, 
ro favour thoſe ho fortune means to cruſh. 
But thou, oh 10yal Prolemy, be wiſe ; 61 
Change with the gods, and fly whom fertunc Alice, 
Not carth, from yon high heavens which we ace 
mire, 
Not from the watery element the fre, 
Arc {- ver'd by diſtinc ion half fo wide, 
As intereſt and integrity divide. 
The mighty power of kings no more prev:ile, 
When juſtice comes with her deciding f-a!cs, 
Freedom for a. things, und a lawleſs ſword, 
Alone ſupport an arbitrery lord. 
Ke that is crucl muſt be bold in i!!s, 
And find his lafety from the blood he ſpills. 
For picty, and virtue's ſtarving rules, 
To mean retirements let them lead their fools : 
There, may they £1 ingloriouſſy be good 675 
None can be fe in courts, who bln at blood. 
Nor let this fugitive deſpiſe thy years, 
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Or think a name, like his, can cuuſe thy f-ars: | 


Exert tayſelf, and let him feel thy power, 679 

And know, that we dare drive hin [rom ove tune. 

But it thou wiſh to lay thy grratneſe Gov. a, 

To ſome more juſt ſucceſſion yield thy crov u; 

hy rival £2er willingly ſhall rergn, 

Aud ſave our ZFovpt from « foreign chain. 

As now, at firit, in neutral peace we lay, 68 

Nor would be P'ompey's fisads, nor Cæſar's 
prey. 

Vanquiſh'd, where'er his fbr'une has beer try'd. 

Aud driven, with ſcorn, from all tic world be- 
ſide, 

Py Cæſar chac'd, and leſt by h's z Ilies, 

To us a bafled vagabtond he flics 

The poor remaining ſcnare leath his ſight, 

And ruin'd monarchs curſc iis fatal flight: 

While thouſand phantoms from th' unbury'd Lain, 

Who fecd the vultures of Fmu:l-ia's plain, 

Diſaſtrous ſtill purſue him iu tue rear, C35 

And urge his ſoul wi:l: horror and deſpair. | 

To us for refuge now he ſecs to run, 

And would once more with /':rypt be undove. | 

Rouſe then, o. Pto'emy, repreſs the Wrong; 

He thiuks we have enjoy d our 1206 too long: 700 

And therefore kindly comes, that we may ihare 

The crimes of flauclter, and the woes of war. 

Hs fciendſkip ſuæ wn to thee ſuſpicions draws, 

And makes us ſeem too guiity of his caul ; 

Thy crowu beltow'd, the vidtor may ivpiic; Tos 

The ſenate pave it, but at Pompey's fu. 

Nr, Fompey ! thou thyſelf ſhall think it hard, 

If from thy aid, by fate, we arc d- harr d | 

We follow where tlie gods, confiraining. lead; 

Ve ftrike at thine, but with 'twere Cilar's 
head. 710 

Our weakueſs this, this ſate's compulſion call; 

We only yicld to him who congquurs ail. 

hen doubt not if thy bild we mcan to fp'll ; 
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wet awes us; if we can, we mult, aud will. 
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' What hopes thy fond miſtaken foul betra ri, 218 


To put thy truſt in Reypt's feeble aid? 
Our {\-tiſul nation, long diſus'd to toil, 
With prin Gif ice to till their ſlimy fort; 
Gar jah. for.e due mod-ſty ſhould teach, 
Nor dare to zim beyond its humble reach. 
Shall we refilt where Rome was ſorc'd to yield. 
And make us parties to Pharſalia's field? 
Vie wix d not in the f. til ftrife before: 
And ſhall we, when the world has given it o- wr? 
Now! when we know tt!” avenging victur's 
power ? 
Nor do we turn, unnityins, from diftrefs ; 
Ve ſ} y not Pompey's Wos, but ſ-ck ſucceſs. 
The prudent on the proſperous ſtill attends, 
And none but ſools choole wretches ſor thir 
friends. 

Ile faid ; the vile aſſembly all aſſent, 
nd the boy-king his glad concurrence lent, 
ond of the royalty his flaves beitow'd, 
And by new power of wicked 11s made proud. 

Where Cafium high v'crivoks the ſhouly 

ſt rand, 
A bark with arm'd ruſſians ſtraight is mann'd, 
An . the taſk truſted to Achillas“ hand. 

Can then Mgyptian fuk thus provel'y dre! 

Is Rome, ye gods! thus fall u by Civil War! 

Can you to Nile transſer the Roman guilt, 

And let ſuch biood y cowards hands he ſpilt? 749 

Some kindred murderer at leaſt afford, 

And let han fall by Cz.ar's worthy (word. 

And thou, inglorious, f. eble, beardlef« boy! 

Þ-r| thou thy hand in ſuch a deed employ ? 

Does not thy trembling heart, with horror 

dread 745 

He's thunder ornmbling o'er iy puilty head ? 

Had not his arne with triumphs oft been crown'd 

And ev'n the vanquith'd world his conqueſt 
own'd; 

Had not the reverend ſ-nate call'd ] im head, 

And Czfar given jair Julia to his bod; 750 

He was a Roman ſtill: a name 7+.uid be 

For ever ſacrcd to a king, like thee. 

Ah, ſool! thus hlindly by thyſelf undane. 

Thcu ſcek'ft hi- rum, who upheld thy thrun? + 

He only could ity feeble power maintain, 7x8 

Who gave thc firſt o'cr Egypt's realm to reigu. 

The ſeamen, now, advancing near to ſhore, 
Strike the wile ſail, and ply the plunging oar ; 
When the ſalſe miſcreants the navy mect, - 

And witi: ditembled checr the Roman greet. 762 
They feign their hoſpitab]:: land addrei:'d, 

With ready ſri-ndihip, to receive he gucſt ; 
Executing much an inconvetuent ſhore, 

Where 1 5al+ lie thick, and meeting currente row * 
From his tall ſhip, unequii to the place, 765 
They beg um to their \:ghter bark to poſs. 

Fil net the gods, unchangeab}y. decrecd 
Devouicd Pompey in th at hour to hiced, 

A thou. tyn> the danger near ſorete!, 
Sven by luis (ad prefaging ſri-nds too well. 
Had their low lawnit: juſcly been deßcn'4, 
lf truth ond lodge i an AEuyyptian mid, 
Their king himſelf with all his floct hd core, 
To lead, in pomp, his beneſac:or home. 
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Dit thus fate will'd; and Pompey choſe to 
Lear 775 
A certain death before uncertain fear. 
While, now, atcard the hoſtile boat he goes, ) 
To follow him the frantic matron vows, 
And claims her partnerſhip in all his woes. j 


Lut, oh! forbcar be crics) my love, forbcar; 780 


1hou and my ſon remain in ſaſcty here. 
Let this old hcad the danger firit explore, 


Aud prove the ſaith of youꝰ ſuſpected ſhore. 


Il-fſpouke ; but ſhe, unmov'd at his commands, 

Thus loud exclaiming, firetch's her eager 
hand: : 785 

Whither, inhuman ! whither art thou gene? 

5:1 mut 1 weep our common griefs alone? 

Try Nil, wich thee, forſakes my boding heart; 

And fatal is the hour whene'er we part. 

hy did thy veſſel to my Leſbos turn? 790 

Why was | {rom the faithſut fand b rne? 

Auſt I all lands, all ſhores, alike, ſorbear, 

Aud only on the ſcas thy ſorrows ſharc ? 

Tkus, to the winds, loud plain'd her fruitleſs 
tang ue, 

V hile eager from the deck on high ſhe hung; 795 

Trembiing with wild aftoniſkment and fear, 

She dures not, whiic her parting lord they har 

1 urn her eyes from him once, or fix them tl. . 


n kim his anxious navy all are bent, 


Aud wait, folicitous, the dire event. 
No dunger aim'd againft his life they doubt; 
Care for his glory only, fills their thought : 
Thry with he may not ſtain his name renown'd, 
By nican ſubmiſſion to the boy he crown'd. 
Juſt as he enter'd o'er the veſſel's ſide, 
Hail, general ! the curs'd Septimius cry'd, 
Human once in generous warfare bred, 
Aid oft in arms by mighty Pompey led; 
Fut now (what vile diſnonour muſt it bring) 
The Tuſton Qlave of an Egyptian king. 
Fierce Was he, herr ble, inur'd to blood, 
Aud ruthleſs as the ſavage of the wood. 
Oh, 2 lo but would have call'd thee 
ind, 
And thougl.t theo merciſully now inclin'd, 
When thy d'e-rulirg providence withbeld B15 
This kaud of miſchic! from Pharſalia's field? 
But, thus, thon ſcatter'ſt thy deſtroying words, 
And cvery land thy vidims thus aflords. 
Shall Pompey at a 1vrant's Liiding blecd! : 
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Can Roman haus he to the teſ decrees ! 
Ev'n Cirfar, and his gods, abhar the devd. 
Say yon! who with the ain of murder brand 
Mumortal Ecutus's avenging hand, 
V hat monttruus title, yer to ſpeech unknown, 
To lateſt times ſtall mark Suptinzius down! B25 
Now in the boat defenet 1 Pompey fate, 
Surrounded and abondon'd to his fate. 
Nor lerg (oy n him in their power, aboard, 
Ere every villain drew his ruthlcſs ſword: B29 
The clict percciv'd their purpoſe ſoon and ſpread 
His Rom:n gown, with patience, o'er his head; 
And when the curs'd Achillis pierc'd his breaſt, 
His riſing mdignÞtion cloſe reprefs'd. 
No ſiglis, no groans, his dignity profan'd, 
No tears his fill unſully'd glory flain'd; 
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Unmor'd and firm he fix d him on his ſcat, 

And dy'd, as when he liv'd and conquer d, great. 
Meanwhile, within his equal parting foul, 

Theſc lateſt pleaſing thoughts revolving roll. 


In this my ſtrongeſt trial, and my laſt, 8:9 
As in ſome theatre I here am plac'd: 

The faith of Zgypt, and my fate, ſhall be 

A the ne for preſeut times, and late poſterity. 


Much of my former life was crown'd with praiſe, 
And honours waited on my early days : 845 
Then. ſcarleſs, let me this d. cad period meet, 
And force the world to own the ſcene complete. 
Nor grieve, my heart! by ſuch baſe hands te 
bleed; 
Whoever ſtrikes the blow, tis Cæſar's deed. 
What, though this mangled carcaſe ſhall be 
torn, 859 
Theſe limbs be toſt about for public ſcorn ; 
My long preſperity haus found its end, 
And death comes opportunely, like a friend: 
It comes, to ſet me free from fortune's power, 
And gives, what ſhe can rob me of no more. 855 
Ny wiſe and ſon bchold me now, tis true; 
Oh! may no tears, no groans, my fate purſue ! 
My virtue rather let their praiſe approve, 
Let them admire my death, and my remem- 
brance love. | 
Such conſtancy in that dread hourremain'd, 80 
d, to the laſt, the ſtruggling ſoul ſuſtain'd. 
Not ſo the matrouꝰ's ſ-ebler powers repreſs d 
The wild impaticnce of her frantic brealt : 
With every ſtab her bleeding heart was torn, 864 
. With wounds much harder to be feen than borne, 
"Tis I, 'tis I have murder d him! (ſhe cries) 
My love the ſword and ruthleſs hand ſupplics. 
"I'was 1 allur'd him to my fatal iſle, 
That cruel Czſar firſt might reach the Nile ; 
For Cæſar ſure is there; no hand but his 
Has right to ſuch a parricide as this. 
But whether Ceſar. or who'er thou art, 
Thou haſt miſtook the way ro Pompey's heart: 
That ſacred pledge in my ſad boſom lies, 
There plunge thy dagger, and he more than 
dies. 875 
Me too, moſt worthy of thy fury know, 
Ihe partner of his arms, and ſworn your ſoc. 
Of all our Roman wives I ſingly bore 
The camp's fatigue, the ſca's tempeſtuous roar : 
No dangers, not the vidtor's wrath, | ſear'd; 880 
What mighty monezrchs durſt not do, | dar'd. 
Theſe guilty arms did their glad refuge yield, 
And claſp'd him, flying from Pharſalia's field. 
Ah, Pompey! doſt thou thus my fa th reward? 
Shalt thou be doom'd to die, and | be ſpar'd ? 885 
But Fate ſhall many means of death afford, 
Not want th' aſũſtance of a tyrant's ſword. 
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Il there be any friend of Pompey nigh, 
Transſix me, ſtab me, do but let me dic. 

My lord! my hbuſbanl!—Yet thou art not dead; 
And ſce! Coruclia is a captive led: 

From thee their cruel hauds thy wife detain, 8935 


And you, my friends, in pity, ict me lcap 
Hence headlong, dvwn amidſt the tumbling deep: 
Or to my neck the ſtrangling cordage ie: 5 


Reſerv'd to wear ch inſulting victor's chain. 


—— 
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glie ſpoke; and ſliſſening ſunk in cold Ceſpair; 
Her weeping maids the liſcleſs burden bear; 
While the pale marincrs the bark unmoor, 
Spread every ſail, and fly the faithleſs ſhorc. 980 

Nor agonies, nor livid death, diſgrace 
The ſacred ſcatures of the hero's face; 
In the cold vifage, mournſully ſerene, 
The ſame indignant majeſty was ſeen ; 
There virtue ſill unchangrable abode, 90 
And ſcorn'd the ſpite of every partial god. 

he bloody buſineſs now complete aud done, 
New Futies urge the Gerce Septimius on. 
He rends the robe that veil'd the hero's head, 
And to full view expos'd the recent dead; 910 
Hard in his horrid gripe the face he preſs'd, 
While yet the quivering muſcles liſe confeſs d: 
He drew the dragging body down with haſte, 
Then croſs a rower's ſeat the neck he plac'd; 914 
There, aukward, haggling, he divides the bone 
(The headſman's art was then butrudely known), 
Straight on the ſpoil his Pharian partner flies, 
And robs the heartleſs villain of his prize. 
The head, his trophy, proud Achillas bears ; 
Septim:us an inferior drudge appears, 
And in the meanct miſchicf poorly ſhares. 
Caught by the venerable locks, which grow 
In hoary ringlets on his generous brow, 
To Ægypt's impious king that head they bear, 
That laurels us'd to bind, and monarchs ſcar. 925 
T-ofe ſacred lips, and that commanding tongue, 
On which the liſtening Forum oft has hung ; 
That tongue that could the world with eaſe re- 

ſtrain, 

And nc'er commanded war or peace in vain; 929 
That face, in which ſucceſs came ſmiling home, 
And doubled every joy it brought to Rome: 
Now pale, and wan, is fix*d upon a ſpear, 
And borne, ſor public view, aloft in air. 
The tyr nt, pleas'd, beheld it; and decreed 
To keep this pledge of his deteſted deed. 935 
His fla ves ſtraight drain the ſerou - parts away, 
And arm the waſting fleſh aga'nſt decay; 
Then drugs and gums through the void veſſcls 


1 

And for duration fix the ſtiſſening maſs. 
Inglorious boy! degencrate and baſc ! 940 

Thou laſt and wort of the I. agæan race! 

Whoſe feeble throne, ere long, ſhall be compell'd 

To thy laſcivious ſitter's reign to yield: 

Canſt thou, with altars, and with rites divine, 

The raſh vain youth of Macedon iuſtu ine; 945 

Can Ægypt ſuch ſtupendous fabrics build; 

Can her wide plains with pyramids be fill'd ; 

Canſt thou, beneath ſuch monumental pride, 

The worthleſs Ptolem:24n fathers hide; 949 

While che great Pompey's headleſs trunk is toſs d 

In ſcorn, unbury d, on thy barbarous coaſt ? 

Was it ſo much ? Could not thy care ſuffice, 

To krep him whole, and glut his father's eyes? 

la thi-, kis fortune cyer held the ſame, 

Still wholly kind, or wholly croſs, ſhe came. 95; 

Patieut, his long proſperity ſhe bore, 

But kept his death, and this ſad day, in ſtore. 

No meddling god did cer his power employ, 

To calc his ſorrows, or to damp his joy; 


| 
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Unmingled came the bitter and the ſwect, 
And all his good and evil was complete. 
No ſooer was he ſtruck by fortunc's hand, 
But, ſee! he lies unbury'd on the ſand ; 
Rocks tcar him, biilows toſs him up and down, 
And Pompey by a headleſs trunk is known. 96; 
Yet cre proud Cæſar touch' the Pharian Nile, 
Chance {ound his mangled foc a funeral pile; 
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In pity half, and half in ſcorn, ſhe gave 
A wretchce, to prevent a nobler grav *. 
Cordus, a ſollower long of Pompey's fate, 979 
(His quzeſor in Idalian Cyprus late) 
From a cloſe cave, in covert where he lay, 
Swift to the neighbouring ſhore betook his way: 
Safe in the ſhelter of the gloomy ſhade, | 
And by ſtrong tics of pious duty ſway'd, ( 
The fearleſs you h the watery ſtrand ſurvcy'd. 
Twas now the thickeſt darkucſs of the night, 
And waining Phœbe lent a ſechle light; 
Yet ſoon the glimmering goddeſs plainly ſhew'd 
The paler corſe, amidſt the duſky flood. 980 
The plunging Roman flies to ts relief, 
And with ſtrong arms infolds the floating chi-f. 
Long ſtrove his labour with the tumbling main, 
And dragg'd the ſacred burden on with pain. 984 
Nigh u cary now, the waves inſtruct him well, 
To ſeize th' advantage of th alternate ſwell ; 
Borne on the mounting ſurge, to ſhore he flies, 
And on the beach in ſafety tands his prize. 
There o'er the dead he hangs with tener care, 
And drops in every gaping wound a tear: 990 
Then, lifting to the gloomy ſkies his head, 
Thus to the ſtars, and crucl gods, he pray'd : 
See, ſortune ! where thy Pompey lies! and oh! 
In pity, one, laſt little boon beſtow. 


He aſks no heaps of ſrankinceaſe to riſe, 993 
No eaſtern odours to perfume the ſkies ; 

No Roman necks his patriot corſe to bear, 

No reverend train of ſtatutes to appear; 

No pageant ſhows his glories to record, 999 


And tell the triumphs of his conquering ſort ; 

No inſtruments in plaintive notes to ſound, 

No legions ſad to march in ſolemn round ; 

A bier, no better than the vulgar need, 

A little wood the kindling flame to feed, roc 

With ſome poor hand to tend che homely fire, 

ls all, theſe wretched relicks now require. 

Your wrath, ye powers! Cornelia's hand denies; 

Let that, for every other loſs ſutlice ; 

She takes not her laſt leave, ſhe weeps not here, 

Ard yet ſhe is, ye gods! ſhe is too near. 1019 
Thus while he ſpoke, he ſaw where through 

the ſhade 

A lender flame its gleaming light diſplay'd ; 

There, as it chanc'd, abandon'd and unmourn'd, 

A poor neglected body lonely burn'd. 1074 

He ſeiz d the kindled brands; and oh! (he ſaid) 

Whoc er thou art, forgive me, ſrieudlle!s fhude ; 

And though unpity'd and forlora thou lic, 

Thyſelf a be:ter office ſhalt ſupply. 

If there be ſcale in ſouls departed, thine 

To my great leader ſhall her rights refign : 1020 

With humble joy ſhall quit her meaner claim, 

And _ to burn, whea Pompey wants the 
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He ſaid; and. gathering in his garment, hore 
The glowing fragments to the neighbouring 
laore. 
There ſoon arriv'd. the noble trunk he found, 
Hait waſh'd in.to the flood, I alf rulting on the 
ground. 1026 
With dil;gence his hands a trench prepare, 


Fit u around. ad place the body there. 


Ko cloven oaks in lofty order he, 

To lift the great patricien to the ſky : T1030 
By chance a jew poor piarks were hard at hand, 
By ſome late ſuipwreck caſt upon the ſtrand ; 
Theſe pious Cordus gathers where they lay, 
And plants about the chief, as beſt he may. 

Now while the blaze began to riſe around, 1035 
Theyouth lat mournſul by upon the ground: 
And ah! (he cry'd) if this unworthy flame 
Diſgrace thy great, majeſtic. Roman name; 

If the rude voutrage of the ſtormy ſeas 1039 
Seem better to thy ghoſt, than rites like thelc; 
Yet Yet thy injur'd ſhade the wrong forget, 

W hich duty and officious zcal commit. 

Fate ſt ems itſelf, in my excuſe to plead, 

And thy hard fortune juſtifies my deed. 

L only wifh'd, nor is that wiſh in vain, 1945 
To tave thec from the monſters of the wain; 
From vulture claws, from lions that devour, 
From mortal malice, and from Cæſar s power. 
No longer, then, this humbler flame withſtand ; 
Lis lighted to thec by'a Roman hand. 1C50 
If c'er the gods permit unhappy me, 

Once more, thy lov'd Hefſperian land to ſec, 
With me thy exil'd aſhes ſhall return, 

Aud chaſte Cornelia give thee to thy ur. 
Mean-while, a ſignal ſhall thy care provide, 1055 
' Some future Roman votary to guide; 

M hen with due rites thy fate he would deplore, 
And thy pale head to theſe thy limbs reſtore : 
Then ſhall he mark the witneſs of ty ſtone, 
And, taught by me, thy ſacred ghoſt atone 100 

He ſpoke ; and ſtraight, with buſy, pious hand, 
Heap'd on tl. ſmoking corſe the ſcatrer'd brands: 
Slow ſunk amidſt the fire the waſting dead, 

And the faint flame with dropping marrow fed. 
Now gan the glitterivg ftars to fade away, 1965 
Before the roſy promiſe of the day, 

When the pale youth th' unfiniſh'd rites ſorſook, 
And to the covert of his cave betook. 

Ah! why thus raſhly would thy f-ars diſclaim 
That only deed which muſt : ecord thy name? 
Ev'n Cælar's ſelf ſhall juſt applauſe beſtuw, 1071 
And praiſe the Roman that inters his foc. 
Sccurely tell him where his ſon is laid, 

An he ſhall give thee back his mangled he d. 

but ſoon behold! the bolder youth returns, 1075 
While, half conſum d, the ſmouldering carcaſe 

burns ; 
Ere yet the cleanſing fire had melted down 
Ihe fleſhy muicles from the firmer bone. 
He quench'd the relics in the briny wave, 
And hid them, haſty, in a narrow grave: 1090 
Then with a ſtone the ſacred duſt he binds, 
To guard it from the breath of ſcattcr ng winds ; 
And leſt ſozac heedleſs mariner ſhould come, 


Aud viola. e the warrior; humble tomb; 


Thus with a line the monument he keeps, cg, 
* Beneath this ſtoue the once great Pompey 
flceeps.” | 
40h "Whos. thy malice ſwell ſo high? 
Carſt thou with Cſar's every wiſh comply ? 
Muſt he, thy Pumpey once, thus meanly lie? 
But oh! forbear, miſtaken man, ſorbear ! 4 0y0 
Nor dare to fix the mighty Pompey there : 
Wher: there arc ſcas, or air, or earth, or ſkics, 
Where-c'er Rome's empize ſtretches, Pomp:y 
lies: 
Far he the vile memorial then convey' d! 
Nor let this ſtone the partial gods vpbraid. 1095 
Shall Hercules all Octa's hcights demand, 
| And Nyſa's hill, for Bacchus only, ſtand; 
While one poor pebble is the warrior's doom, 
That fovgh: the cauſe of liberty and Rome ? 
If fate decrees he muſt in Ægypt lie, 1100 
Let the W ole fertile realm his grave ſupply. 
Yicld the wide country to his awful ſhade, 
Nor jet us bear on any part to tread, 
Fearful to violate the mighty dead 
But if one ſtone muſt bear the ſacred nome, 1103 
Let it be fill'd with long records of fame. 
There let the paſſenger, with wonder, read, 
The pirates vanquiſh'd, and the oc an freed ; 
Sertorius taught to yield; the Alpine war; 1:09 
Aud the young Roman knight's triumphal car. 
With theſe, the mighty Pontic king be plac d, 
And every nation of the vanquiſh'd eaſt: 
Tell with what loud applauſe of Rome, he drove 
Thrice his glad wheels to Capitohan Jove: 1114 
"Cell too, the patriot's greateſt, beſt renown, 
Tell, how thc victor laid his empire down, 
And chang'd lus armour for the peaceſul gown. 
But ah! what marbles to the taſk ſuffice ! 
laſtead of theſe, turn, Roman, turn thy eyes; 
Scek the kn. un name our Faſti us'd to wear, 1129 
The noble mark of many a glorious ycar ; 
Ihe name that wont the rrophy'd arch to grace, 
Aud ev'n the temples of the gods found place: 
Decline thee lowly, bending to the ground, 1124 
Aud there that name, that Pompey may be found. 
Oh tal land what urſe can l beſtow, 
Equal to thoie, we to thy miſchicfs owe ? 
Well did the wile Cumæan maid of yore 
Warn tay Heſperian chicſs to ſhun thy ſhore. 
Forbid, juſt h:aveus! your deus to blcſs the 
ſoil, 1130 
Ani thou, withhold thy waters, fruitful Nile! 
Lake Egypt, like the land of thiops, burn, 
And her fat carth to ſandy deſerts turn. 
Have we, with honvurs, dead Oliris crown'd, 
Aud mourn'd bi to the tinkling timbrel's ſound; 
Recciv'd her Iſis to divine abodes, 1136 
And rank'd her dogs deſorm' d with Roman gods; 
While, in deſpite of Pon pey's injur'd ſhade, 
Low in her duſt his ſacred bones arc laid! 1139 
And thou, oh Rome ! by whoſe forgetſul hand 
Altars and temples, rear'd to tyrants, ſtand, 
Canſt thou negle d to cail thy hero home, 
And leav his ghuſt in bonithment to roam ? 
What though the victor s frown, aud thy baſe 


fear, 


Dad thee, at furſt, the pious taſk forbear; 1145 


as . rr 


| On ſu h occaſions, to diſturb the dead; 
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. 
vet now, at leaſt, oh let him now return, 
And reſt with honour in a Rom::n urn. 
Nor et miſtaken ſuperſtition dread, 
1149 
Oh! would commanding Rome my han l -mploy, 
The impious taſk ſhould be perform'd with Joy : 
How would 1 fly to tear him from the tomy, 
And bear his aſhes in my boſom home! 
Perhaps, when flames their dreadful ravage make, 
Or groaning earth ſhall from the cer ter ſhake ; 
When blaſting dews the riſing harveit {c1ze, 
Or nations ſicken with ſome dire diſcaſe: 
The gods, in mcrcy to us, ſhall command 
To fetch our Pompey from th' accurſed land. 
Then, when his venerable bones draw near, 
In long proceſſions ſhall the prieſts appear, 
And their great chie' the ſacred relics bear. 
r if thou ſtill poſſeſs the Pharian ſhore, 
What traveller but ſhall thy grave explore; 
Whether he tread Syene s burning ſoil, 
Or viſit ſultry Thebes, or fruitful Nile: 
Or if the merchants, drawn by hop-s of gain, 
Seck rich Arabia, and the ruddy main; 
With holy rites thy ſhade ſhall he atone, 
And bow before thy venerable ſtone. 
For who but ſhall prefer thy tomb above 
The mcaner fanc of an /Egyptian Jovye ? 
Nor ervy thou, if abject Romans raiſe 
$:atues and temples, to their tyrant's pruile ; 
Though his proud name on altas may pr-fide, 
And thine be waſh'd by every rolling tide; 1176 
Thy grave ſhall the vain pagcantry deſpiſe, 
Thy grave, where that great god, thy fortune, 
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es. 

Ev'n thoſe who kneel not to the gods above, 

Nor offer ſacrifice or prayer to Jove, 

To the Bidental bend their humble eyes, 

And worſhip u here the bury'd thunder Les. 
Perhaps fate wills, in honour to thy fame, 

No marble ſhall record thy mighty name. 

So may the duſt, ere long, be worn uway, 1185 | 

And all remembrance of thy wrongs decay: 

Perhaps a better age ſhall tome, when uouc 

Shall think thee ever laid bn atl. this ume; 

When 2Zgypt's boaſt of Yompcy's comb ſhall 

ove 
As unbeliev'd a tale, as Cxcte relates of Jove. 1190 
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bis father's laſt commands, to continue the war in 
defence of the commonteealth Sextus ſets ſail for 
( ato's camp, where be meels his elder brother Cn. 
Pompeius, and acquaints bim with the fate of ihr ir 
father. Upon this eccoſion the pet deſcribes the rage 
of the elder Porypey, and the diſorders that hap 
fened in the (amp, both wrbich Cato afp:aſ's. To 
prevent any future inconvenience of this kin ', Le re- 
Solves to put them upon ation, and in or cr to that 
to juin with n,. After a deſcriftion of iis 
Syrts, aud their dangerous paſſige by them. follows 
t ato's ce to encourage the ſdiers to march 
threugh the dert of Lybia, thin an accout of 
Lybia, the diert, and their march. In the midule 
of which is a beautifu! dig: Non concerring the tem- 
fle of PFupiter- Ammon, with Labicnus 92 ſurſron 
to to, toenguire of the oracle concerning ile cet 
of the wear, and Cate famous arfeer. From 
thence, after a ra rm celery en © als, the auticr 
£'es on to the acc of the original of ſenpeta in 
eic; and this, aeith the deſc: iption of the various 
ud, ond the fewrra! deaths of the ſoldiers by i be, 
is fend the mf? frctical part of 1his while ⁊rorl. 
A! 1. iis Le deawes Cato, and returns to Ceſar, 
eb be brings into yt, ofier baving foravn Lim 
the ruins of Troy, aud from hence talen an oc 
fron to ſj eat 9wdl of peciry in general, and b:mfelf 
in particular. Caſur, un bis arrival on the coaſt 
of Foypt, is met by on ambaſſador from | tol-my 
with en bead, Te receives the preſent { ac- 
cord ny to Lucan} with a feigned allurrerie, und 
concludes the boot with tears, ond a fecuming grief 
for the misfortunes of fo grid: a man. 


OR in the dying embers of the pile 
Slept the great ſou] upon the banks of Nite. 
Nor longer, by the earthly parts reſtrain d, 
AmiCit its wretched relics was detain'd ; 
But, aclive and impaticnt of delay, 5 
Shot from the moulderirg heap, and upwards 
urg d its way. 

Far in thote azure regions of the air 
Which berder on the rolling torry ij here, 
B- yond our erb, and nearer to that koi he, 
Where Cynthia drives arour d her flvcr lig Et; 10 
Their happy ſcats the demi-gods p ff, 
Re fin'd by virtue, and prepar'd for Ls; 
Of life unblam d, a pure and pious race, ? 
Worthy that lower heaven and Pars to grace, (* 
Divine, and equal to the plorions place. j 
There Pompey's foul, adetn'd with hoavculy 


light, 16 
con ſnune among the reſt, and as the rl, was 
bright. 


New to the Hiſt abode, with wonder fill's, 
The ſtars and movivy plancts he beheld ; 
Then leaking dun on the ſun's fo ble tay, 
Survey d our Jrfky, faint, iraperſet diy, 
And under what a cloud of rvioht we lay. 
Nut when he ſaw, how on the ſhore forlorn 
His heodlifs truik was caft for public ſcorn; 
V hen he beheld, how envious fortune, Bill, 
Took Tzanes to vic a ſcuſcleſs cercaſe ill, 

He. ſmil'd at the viin malice of his for, 

n imp agent markind belvwe 
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Then 5ghtl» paſſing o'er Fmathia's plain, 

His flying n:vy ſcatter'd an the main, 30 

Aud crucl C.:ſar's tents ; he fix'd at laſt 

His reſidence in Brutus' {cred breaft : 

There brooding o'cr his -cuntry's wrongs be fate, 

The ſtat<'s weenger, and the ryrant's fete; 

There mex:rnful Rome might fill her Pompey 
lud. 35 

T ere, end in Cato's free unconquer*d mind. 

He, whilc in deep ſuſpcuſe the world yet lay, 

Anvious and doubtiui whom it ſhould obey, 

Hatred avow d to Pompe 's ſelf did bear, 

Though his companion in the common war. 40 

Thvugh, by the ſenatz's juſt command, they | 
ſtood 

Fngag'd together for the public good; 

But dread Pharſalir did all doubts decile, 

And firmly fix d him to the vaaquiſh'd fide. 

His he lpicts country, like an orphan left, 45 

Trisudleſe and poor, of all ſupport bereft, 

He took an chetiſu d with a father's care, 

He comforted, he bade her not to fear, 

And taught her fecble hands once more the 
trade of war. 

Nor luſt of empire did his courage ſway, 50 

Nor hate, nor proud repugnance to obey : | 

Pafhons and private intereſt he forgot; 

Not ſor himſcif, but liberty he fought. 

Straignt to Corcyra's port his way he bent, 

The ſwift advancirg victor to prevent; 55 

Vho, marching ſuaden on to new ſucceſs, 

The ſcatter'd legioas might with caſe oppr: ſs. | 

There, with the ruins of Emathia's field, 

The flying hoſc, a thouſand ſhips he fill'd. 

V ho that from land, with wonder, had deſcry'd 

The paſſing fleet, in all its nava! pride, 

Stretch'd wide, and oer the d:itant ocean ſpread, 

Could have believ'd thoſe miphty numbers fled ? 

Males o'crpaſt, and the Teut ria ſhore, | 

With ſwelling fails he for Cythera bore ; 65 

Then Crete be favs, and with a nor hern wind 

Soon left the ſam'd Did æan iſle behind. 

Ui g'd by the bold Phycuntines churliſa pride. 

(Tueir ſacrcs, their baven, to iis feet deny'd) 

The chief reveng'd the wrong, and as he paſs'd, 

Laid their unhoſpitable city waſte 7I 

Thence wafted forward, to the coaſt he came 

Which took of old from Palinurc its lame 

(Nor Italy this monument alone 

Can boaſt, ſince Lybia's Palinure has ſhown 5 

Her peaceſul ſhores were to the Trojan known.) 

From hence they toon deſcry with doubtſul pain. 

Another navy on the diſtant main 

Anxious they ſtand, and now expect the foe, 

Now t:cir companions in the public woc: 80 

The victorꝰs haſte inc ines them moſt to fear : 

Each veſſel ſeems a hoſtile face to wear, | 

And every ſail they ſpy they fancy Ceſar 5 
there. 

But oh, thoſe ſhips a different burden bore, 

A mournful freight they waited to the ſhore: 85 

Sorrows that might rears, ev'n from Cato, gain, 

And teach the rigid Stoic to complain. 


PO E M $. 


1 When lorg the ſad Cornelia's prayers, in vain, 


Had try'd the flying navy to detain, 
With Sextus long bad ſtrove, and long implor d. 
To wait the relics of her murder'd lord; 91 
The waves, perchance, might the dear pledge re- 
ſcore, 

And waft him bleeding from the ſaithleſs ſhore : 
Still grief and love their various hopes inſpire, 
Till ihe beholds her Pompey's funeral fire, gs 
1!1 on the land ſhe fees th* ignoble flame 
Aſcend. uncquai to the hero's name; | 
Then into juſt complaints at length ſhe broke, 
And thus with pious indignation ſpoke : 

Oh ſortune ! doſt thou then diſdain t* afford 
My love's laſt office to my deareſt lord? 
Am I one chaſte, one laſt embrace deny'd ? 
Shall not I lay me by his clay-cold fide, 
Nor tears to bathe his gaping wounds provide ? 
Am I unworthy the ſad torch to bear, 105 
To light the flame, and burn my flowing hair ? 
To gather from the ſhore the noble ſpoil, 
| And place it decent on the fatal pile ? 
Shall not his bones and ſacred duſt be borne, 
lu this ſad boſom to their peaceful urn? 110 
Whatc'er the laſt conſumung flame ſhall leave, 
Shall not this widow'd hand by right receive, 
And to the gods the precious relics give ? 
Perhaps, this laſt reſpect, which I ſhould ſhow, 
Some vile Egyptian hand does not beſtow, 
Injurious to the Roman ſhade below. 
Happy. my Craſſus, were thy bones, which lay 


| Expos'd to Parthian birds and beaſts of prey ! 


Here the laſt rites the cruel gods allow, 
And for a cuiſe my P 's pile beſtow. 120 
For ever will the ſame ſad fate return ? 
Still an unburied huſband muſt 1 mourn, 
Aud weep my ſorrows o'er an empty urn ? 
But why ſhould tombs be built. or urns be made? 
Does gr ef like mine require their feeble aid? 125 
Is he not lodg'd, thou wretch ! within my heart, 
And fix d in every deareſt vital part ? 
Oer monuments ſurviving wives may grieve» 
She ne'er will need them, who diſdains to live. 
„But oh! behold where yon malignant flames 130 
Caſt fockly forth their mean inglorious beams : 
From my lov'd lord, his dear remains, they riſe, 
And bring my Pompey to my weeping eycs; 
And now they ſink, the languid lights decay. 
The cloudy ſmoke all caſtward rolls away, : 
And wafts my hero to the riſing day. 
Me too the winds demand, with freſh'ning gales; 
Env.ous they call, and ſtretch the ſwelling 
ſails. I 39 


| No land on earth ſeems dear as Egypt now, 


No land that crowns and triumphs did beſtow, 

And with new laurels bound my Pompey's 
brow. 

That happy Pompey to my thoughts is loſt, 

He that is left, lies dead on yonder coaſt ; 

He, only he, is all I now demand, 

For him I linger near this curſed land; 145 

Endear d by crimes, for horrors lov'd the more, 

I cannot, will not, lcave the Pharian ihvrc. 
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Thou Sextus, thou ſhalt prove the chence of 
war, 
And through the world thy father's enſigns 


bear, 
hen bear his laſt command, intruſted to my 
care. 
« When-c'er my laſt, my fatal hour ſhall come, 151 
« Arm you, my ſons, for liberty and Rome; 
« While one ſhall of our ſree-born race remain, 
« Let kim prevent the tyrant Cæſar's ren. 
« From each free city round, from every land, 155 
« Their warlike aid in Pompey 's name demand. 
« 'Thcſe are the parties, theſe the friends he 
leaves, 
« This legacy your dying father givcs. 
« [: ſor the ſea's wide rule your arms vou bear, 


A Pompey ne'cr can want a navy there, 

« Heirs of my fame, my ſons, ſhall wage my 
war. 

Only be bold, vnconquer'd in the fight, 162 

„And, like your father, till deſend the right. 

« To Cato, if for liberty he ſtand, 

« Submit, and yield you to bis ruling tand, 5 

« Bra ve, juſt, and only wo. thy to command. 

At length to thee, my Pompey, I am juſt, 

I kave ſurviv'e, and well diſckarg'd my truſt ; 

Through chaos now, and the dark realins below, 

To folluw thee, a willing ſhade Igo: | 

If ionger with a lingeriog fate 1 ftrive, 1 

*Tis but to prove the pain of being alive, 

Tis to b: curs'd for daring to ſurvive. | 


. She, who could bcar to ſce thy wounds, and live, 


New prooſsof love, and fatal grief, hail give. 175 
Nor need ſhe fly for ſuccour to the iword, 
The llecpy precipice, and deadly cord; 

She from herſclf ſhall find her own rcli-f, 

And ſcorn to die of any death but grie!, 

So ſaid the matron ; and about her head 18% 
Her veil ſhe draws, her mournful eyes to ſhade, 
Reſoly'd to ſhroud in thickeſt ſhades her wor, 
She ſeeks the ſhip's deep dark ome hold below: 
There lonely left, at leiſure to complein, 

She hugs her ſorrows, and enjoys her pain: 135 

Still with freſh tears the living grief would fced, 

And fondly loves it, in her huſband ſtcad. 

In vain the beating ſurges rage aloud, 

And ſwelling Eurus grumbles n the ſaroud ; 139 
„ nor the waves beneath, nor winds above, 

Nor all the noiſy crics of fear can move; 

in ſullen peace compos'd for death ſhe lies, 

And, waiting, longs to h.ar the tempelt riſe ; 

Then hopes the ſeamen's vows ſhall all be croſt, 

Prays for the ſtorm, aud wiſhes to be lot. 195 

Soon from the Pharian coalt the navy bore, 

And * through ſoamy ſeas the Cyprian 
ore ; 

Soft eaſtern galcs prevailing thence alone, 

To Cato's camp and Libya waft them on. 

With mournful look ſrom land as oft we know, 

A ſad g rophetic ſpirit waits ou woc), 20¹ 

Pompey his biother and the flect beheld, 


Now near advancing o'er the watery ficl4 : 


Straight to the beach with heaClong haſte he flics: 
Where is Gur lather, Sextus, where f he cries: 205 | 


155 


| Do we ye: live? Stande yet tlie ſovcreign ſtate ? 


Or does the worid, with Pompey, yield to fote ? 
Sink we at length before the conquering ſoe ? 
And is the mighty head of Rome loid lov? 209 
He faid ; the mouruful brother thus reply'd ; 

O happy thou ! whom !ards and ſeas divide 9 
From woes, which did to theſe fad eyes brtide : 
Theſ* eres! which of their horror {ill ceaplain 
Since they beheld our godlike father lain. 
Nor did his fate an equal death afford, 
Noi zuffer'd him to ſall by Cafar's ſword. 
Trufring in vain to hoſpitable gods, 

He dy'd, oppre:s'd by vile g yptian odds : 

By the cur>'d monarch of Nis H my wave 

He fell, a vidim to the crown he gave. 220 
Yes, I behe!d the dire, the hlotuy deed; 

Theſe eyes heheld dur valicnt father blecd : 


Amaz'd 1 look 'd, and fcorce believ'd my =] 


, 215 


Kor thought tl“ 4{yyptiaa could fo greatly 
darc; | 

But ſtill I look'd and fancy'd Cæſur there. 

But, h! nat li lis wounds fo one did move, 

Pierc'd my ſad ful, and itruch my filial love, 

As that his venerable head thy bear, 

Their wanton trophy, fi“ upon a ircarg 

Through every town dis ſhown the vol. ar's 
ſport, 230 

And the l-wd la phter of the trrant's court, 

"Tis ſaid that Ptolemy preferves this prize, 


| Proof of the aced, tn glut the vidur's eyes. 


The body, whether rent, or borne away, 

By foul Agyptian dogs, and birds of prey: 223 
Whether within their greedy nas cntomb'd, 
Or by thoſe wr:tched flames, we ſaw, cuntum'st ; 
Its fate as yet we Ynow not, but forgive: 

That crime unpuniſh'd, ts the gods we leave, '- 
"Vis for the part preſerv'd alone wr grieve. 

Scarce had he ended thus. when Pumpcy, warm 
With noble fury ca'ls aloud to arm; 

Nor ſeeks in ſighs and helpleis tears relied, 
But thus in pious rage exprofs'd hir grief: 

Heacc all aboard, and haſte to put to ſca, 245 
Urge on againſt the winds our adverſe way; 
With me let every Roman leader go, 

Since Civil Wars were ne'cr io juſt as now. 
Pompey's unbury'd relics aſ your aid, 

Call or due rites and honours to be paid, 256 
Let Z<ygypt's tyrant pour a purple flood, 

And ſouth the ghoſt wi h his inglorious blucd. 
Not Alexander ſhall h's pries defend, 

Forc'd from his golden hre he ſhall deſcend ; 


In Marcotis deep I'li-piunge him down, 20 5 

Deep in the fuggih waves the royal carcaſe 
crown. 

From his proud pyramid Amaſis torn, ? 


With his long dynutiics my rage ſhall mourn. '- 

And float ing down their muddy Nilz be borne. 

Each ftaicily tomb and monumental fton-, 260 

For thee, unbririvd Pompey, ſhall arone., 

Is po more Mall draw the cheated crowd, 

Nor God Ofiris in his linen faron ; 

Stript of their ſhrines, with ſcora they ſuall be 

cu ſr, 
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Their holy Apia, of diviner breed, | 
To Pompey 's duſt a ſacrifice ſhall bleed, 5 
While bu ning deities the flame ſhall feed, 
Waſte ſtall the land be laid, and never know 
Ihe tiller's care, not feel the crooked plow : * 
Nane ſhall be left for whom the Nile may flow: 
"Till, the gods baniſh'd, and the people gene, 272 
Zigvpt to Pompey ſhall be left alone. 
He ſaid; then haſty to revenge he flew, 
Aud ſcaward out the rcady navy drew ; 
But co-'ler Cato did the youth aſſwago, 
And praiſing much, compre? his filial rage. 
Meanwhile the ſhores, the ſcas, and ſkies 
around ; | 
With mournful cries for Pempey's death reſound. 
A rare example have their Corrows ſhown, 260 
Yet in no ave hefide, nor people known, 
How fa ling power did with compaſſion meet, 
Aud crouds deptor'd the ruins of the great. 
Bt when the ſai Cornclia firſt appear d, 284 
When on the deck her mournful head ſhe rear'd, 
Her locks hang rudely oer the mairon's face, 
With all the pomp cf grie!'s diforder'd grace; 
When they beheld her, waſted quite with woe, 
And ſpent with tears that never ccas'd to flow, 
Again they ſeel cheir loſs, again complain, 250 
And hcave. and earth ring with th. ir cries again. 
Soon as ſhe landed on the ſriendly ftrand, 
He: lord's laſt rites employ her pious hand; 
To his dear ſhade ſhe builds a funeral pile, 
Ani decks it proud with many a noble ſpoil. 295 
There ſhoac tis arms with antic gold inlaid, 
*T here the rich robes wiiich ſhe herkc If had made, 
Robes to imperial Jove in triumph erſt diſ- 
lay d: 
The IP > of his paſt victorious days, 
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Now this his lateſt trophy ſcrve to raiſe, 

And in one common flame together bluze. 

Such was the weeping matron's pious care : 

The ſoldicrs, taught by her, their fires prepare; 

To every valiant ir.end a pile they build, 

That fell for Rome in curs'd Pharſalia's field: 305 

Stretch'd wide along the ſhores, the flames ex- 
tend. 

And, ęrateſul to the wandering ſhades, aſcend. 

So when Apulian hirds, with art, renew 

he wintery paſlurcs on their verdant hue, 


That flowers may riſe, and ſprit g ing graſs re- 


turn, 313 
With ſprea ding flames the wither d ficlds they 
turn, 


Garpanus then 2nd loſty Vultur blaze, | 
And draw the diſtant wandering twains to gaze; 
Vr are the glittering fires deſcry'd by night, | 
And gad the duſky ſkies around with light. 315 
Pur, oh ! not all the ſorrows of the crowd 

'3 hat ſpoke their free impatient thoughts aloud, 
4 at tax'd the gods, as authors cf their wor, 
And churg'd them with negEA of things below; 
Nat all the marks of the wild people's love, 320 
Ihe hero's ſoul, like Cato's praiſe, cculd move ; 
row were his words, but from zu honeſt heart, J 
V tore f:.0jon ard where favour 1:0d no Py 
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We've loſt a Roman citizen (he ſaid): 323 
One of the nobleſt of that name is dead; 
Who, though not equal'to our fathers found, 
Nor by the ſtri a eſt rules of juſtice bound, 
Yet from his ſaults this benefit we draw, 
He, for his country's good, tranſgreſs'd her law, 
To keep a bold licentions age in awe. 
Rome held her freedom {iill, though he was great; 
He ſway'd the ſenate, bvt they rul'd the ſtate. 333 
When crouds were willing to have worn his 

chain, 

He choſe his private ſtation to retain, 
That all might free, and <qual all remain. 
Wat ' boundicfs power he never {: ught to uſe, 
Nor aſk'd, but what the people might refute: 338 
uch he poſſeſe d. and wealthy was his ſtore, 
Yet ſlill he gather'd but to give the more, 
And Rome, while he was rich, could ne'er be 


or. 

He FG. the ſword, but knew its rage to charm, 
And loy'd peace beſt, when he was forc'd to arm, 
Unmov'd with all the glitttering pomp of power, 
He took with joy, but laid it down with more: 345 
His chaſte: houſhold and his frugal board, 

Nor lewdne's did, nor luxury afford, 

Ev'n in the higheſt fortunes of their lord. 

His noble name, his country's honour grown, 
Mus venerably round the nations known, 


| And as Rome's ſaireſt light and brighteſt glory 


ſhone. 

When betwixt Marius and fierce Sy!la toſt, 

The commonwea}th her ancieut freedom loſt, 

Some ſhadow was yet I ſt, ſome ſhew of power; 

Now cv'n the name with Pompey is no more: 355 

Senate and people all at once are gone, 

Nor need the tyrant bluſh to mount the throne. 

Oh, happy Pompey ! happy in thy fate, 

Happy by falling with the falling ſtate, 

Thy death a benefit the gods did grant, 360 

1hou might'ſt lave liv'd thoſe Pharian ſwords 
to want. 

Freedom, at Icaſt, thou doſt by dying gain, 

Nor liv'ſt to ſee thy Julia's father reign; 

Free death is man s firſt bliſs, the next is to be 
Lain, ' 

Such mercy cr.ly 1 from Juba crave, 365 


| (If Fortune ſhould ordi.in me Juba's ſlave) 


To Cafar let him ſhew, but ſhew me dead, 
And keep my carcaſe, ſo he takes my head. 

He ſaid, and pleas'd the noble ſhade below, 
More than a thouſand orators could do; 370 
Though Tully too had lent his charming tongue, 
And Rome's full Forum with his praiſe had rung. 

But diſcord now inſects the ſullen croud, 

And now they tell their diſcontents aloud : 
When Tarchen firſt his flying enfigns bore, 375 
Call'd out to march, and haſten'd to the ſhore; 
Him Cato thus, purſuing as he mov d, 

Sternly beſpoke, and juſtly thus reprov'd: 

Oh, reſtleſs author of the roving war, 

Poſt thou again piratic arms prepare ? 380 
Pempey, thy terer and thy ſcourge is gone, 
Aud tuw thyu hop æ to rule the ſeas alo:ic. 


—— 
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He (aid. and bent h's frown upon the reſt, 

Of whom one bolder thus the chief addre's d, 5 
And thus their wearinels of war confeſs' d: 

Fur Pompey's ſake (nor thou diſdain to hear) 
The Civil War we wage, theſe arms we bear, 
Him we preferr'd to peace: but, Cato, now, 
hat cauſe, that maſter of our arms lies low. 
Let us no more our abſent country mourn, 390 
But to our homes and houſho}d-gods cturn; 

To the chaſte arms from whoſe embrace we fled. 

And the dear pledges of the nuptial bed. 

For, oh ! what period can the war attend, 

Which not Pharſalia's field nor Pompey's death 
can end ? 

The better times of flying Ife are pad. 396 

let death come gently on in peu at Jaſt, 

Let age at length with providential care 

The neceſſary pile and urn prepare, 

Al rites the cruei Civil Mar denies, 

Part ev'n of Pompey yet unbury'd lies. 

Thovgh vanquiſh'd, yet by no barbarian hand, 

We: fear not exile in a foreign land, 

Nor ate our necks by fortune now beſpoke, 

To bear the Scythian or Armenian yoke ; 

The victor ſtill a citizen we own, 

And yield obcdience to the Roman gown. 

While Pompey liv'd, he bore the ſovereign ſvay; 

Cæſar vas next. and him we now obey ; 

With reverence be the ſacred ſhade ador'd, 410 

But war has given us now another lord : 

To Cæſar and ſuperior chance we yield: 

All was determm'd in Emathia's ficld. 

Nor ſhall our arms on other leaders wait, 

Nor for uncertain ho; es moleſt the ſtare, 1 

We follow'd Pempey once, but now we bevy. 

Fate. ] 

What terms, what ſ-fety, can we hope f-r now, | 

But what the victor's mercy ſhall allow? 

Once Pompey's preſence juſtify'd the cauſe, 

Then fought we for our libertics aud laws; 

With him the honours cf that cauſe lic dead, 

And all the ſanctity of war is fl-d. 

If, Cato, thou for Rome theſe arms doſt bear, 

If ſtill thy country only be thy care, 

Seek we the legions where Romc's enſigns fly, 425 

Where her proud eagles wave their wings on 
high: 

No matter who to Pompey's power ſuccecds, 


400 


40 


420 


We follow where a Roman conſul lcads. 
This faid, he leap'd aboard; the youthſul ſort 
Join in his fight, and haſte to leave the port; 430 

Ihe ſenſeleis croud their liberty diſdain, 

And lonꝑ to wear victorious Cæſar's chain. 

Tyrannic power now ſudden ſcem'd to threat 

The ancient glories of Romc's free- horn ſtate, 

I Cato ſpoke, and thus deſerr'd her fate * 
Didtheuyour vows and ſervile prayers conſpire 

Nought but a haughty muſter to deſire ? 

Lid you, when eager for the battle, come 

The faves, of Pompry, not the friends of Rome? 

Now, we wry of the toil, from war to ly, 440 

And idly lay your uſeleſs armour by; 

Your hands neglect to wield the ſhining ſword, 

Nor en you gglit but fur a Ling and lord. 
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Some mighty chieſ you want, ſor whom to 
ſweat ; 
Yourſ-lves ron know not, or at leaſt forget, 
And fondly bleed, that others may be great: 
Meanly you tail, to give yourſcives away; 
And die, to lew¾oe the world a tyrant's prey. 
The gods and ſortune do at length afford 
A cauſe moſt worthy of a Reman ſword. 450 
At length *tis ſafe to conquer. Pompey now 
Cannot, by your ſucceſs, too potent grow; 
Yet now, ignobly, you withhoid your hands, 
When nearer liberty your aid demands. 
Of three who durſt the ſovercign power ja- 
vade, 455 
Two by your fortunc's kinder doom lie dead; 
And ſhall the Phariau ſword ard Parthian bow 
Do more for li'-erty and Rome, than you? 
Baſz as ; ou are, in vile ſubjedt ion ga, 
And ſcorn whit Ptolemy did ill beſtow. 
Znohly innocent, and meanly god, 
You durſt not ſtain your hardy hands in Vogt; 
Foebly aul you fourht, but ton did yi. ld, 
And fled the firſt from dire PhHarſalia's fickd ; 
zo then ſecure, for (*:far will be good. 47 
Will pardon thoſe who are with caſc ſubdu'd; 
The pitying vitor will in mercy ſpare 
The wretch, whonever torit provoke his war. 
Go, fordid Javes! on: lowdly matter gong, 
Like heirloom oo f. om father to the fon. 
ztill to enhance your forvite merit m te, 
Bear ſad Cornciia werping from tie fine ; 
Meanly far hire expoſe the matron” life, 
Metellus' dau chrer ſ , an 1 Pompey” wife; 
Take too his ions: let Cena ima in yon 
Wret ches that may ev'n tale ny out- do. 
But let not my devored life he Eu'd, 
The trrant greatly ſunal that derd reward; 
Such is the price of C:te's hated head, 
Tha: all your former: wor: thi xt be pill; 480 
Kill me, and in my bend Go Cg ar richt, 
"Tis mean to have no other guilt but 2b, 
He ſaid, and ſtapp'd the flying naval power; 
Back they return d, repenting. to the ſhorc. 
As when the des their waxen town ſorſake, 485 
Carelcfs in air their wanderin g way they take; 
No more in cluſtering ſwarms condens'd they Ay, 
But fleet uncortoin through the various E; 
No more from flowers tney fuck the liquid ſwect. 
But all their care and indukry forget : 490 
Then if at length the tinklung brats they h. ax, 
With ſwift amaze thor flight they ſuon forbear ; 
Sudden thrir {low ery inhours they renew, 
Hang on the thyme, aud in the halmy dew: 
Meanwhile, ſecure mf 1yhis's fragrant plain, 435 
With joy exults the ln y ther herd faam g 
Proud th:t hi art had thus orvfery'd his ſtore, 
Se 


j 


459 


470 
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He ſcurn to think his h mily cottage pour. 
With ſuch vrovailing force id Hato's care 
The fierce impaticut tegie inis prepare, 
To learn obedience, wit mln ra war. 
And now their natd, nn knowing of repoſe, 
With buſy toil 1o erate Eo choſe 
Still with ſucerfitye Lihours ary they ply'd, 
And of; in long aud weery merchos tr. d. 
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And here the vi&or's mercy well was ſhown, 

He takes no vengeance of the captive town ; 

Patient he fpares, and bids the vanquiſh'd live, 

Since Cato, who could conquer, could forgive. 510 

Hence, Libyan Juba's realms they mean t' ex- 
jore, 

Tuba, lo borders on the ſwarthy Moor; 

t Nature's boundaries the journey ay, 

"The Syrts are fix'd athwart the middle way ; 
Yet led by daring Virtu- on they preſs, 515 
Ecorn oppc ſitĩion. and | Il hope ſucceſs. 

When nature's hand the firſt formation try ' d, 
When ſeas from lands ſhe did at firſt divide, | 
The Syrts, not quite of ſca nor land hercft, 

A mingled maſs uncertain ſtil! ſhe left; 520 
For not the land with ſeas is quite o'cr-ſpread, 
Nor ſink the waters deep their oozy bed, 

Nor carth defends its ſhore, nor lifts aloft its 


head. 
The fite with neither, and with cach complies, 
Doubtful and inacceſſible it Hes; $25 


Or *tis a ſca with ſhallows bank'd around, 

Or tis a broken land with waters drown'd ; 

Here _ advanc'd o'er Neptunc's rule we 

* 

And there an inland ocean lags behind. 529 
Ihus naturc's purpoſe by herſelf deſtroy d, 

Is uſeleſs to herſelf and uncmploy'd, | 

And part of her creation ſtill is void. 

Perhaps, when firſt the world and time beyan, 

Her ſwelling tides and plenteous waters ran; 

But long confining on the burning zone, 535 

The ſinking ſcas have felt the neighbouring fun; 

Still by degrees we ſce how hey decay, 

And ſcarce reſiſt the thirſty God of Day. | 

Perhaps, in diſtant ages, *twill be found, 

When future ſuns have run the burning rows, 

Theſe Syrrs ſhall all be dry and ſolid ground; 

gmall are the depths their ſcanty waves retain, 

And earth grows daily on the yielding main. 

And now the loadcn fleet with active oars 

Divide the liquid plain, and leave the ſheres, 545 

When cloncy ſkies a gather ng ſtorm preſage, 

And Auſter trom the South began to rage. | 

Full from the land the ſounding tempeſt roars, 

Renels the ſwelling ſurg., and ſweeps the ſhores; 

Ihe wind purſues, drives on the rolling ſand, 559 

And gives new limits to the growing land. 

*>pite of the ſeaman's toil, the ſtorm prevails ; 

Ju vain with ſkilful ſtrength he hands the ſails, 

} 1 vain the cordy cables bind rhem faſt, 

At once it rips and rends them ſrom the maſt; 355 

At ence the winds the fluttering canvas tear, 

hen whirl and whilk it through the ſportive air. 

vome, timely ior the rſing rage prepar'd, 

Furl the loofe ſhett, and laſh it to the yard. 

In vain tl. eir care; zudden the furious blaſt 3 60 

znaps by the board, and bears away the maſt; 

Of twckling, ſails, and maſt, at once bercſt, 

+ ke Wip a naked helpleſs hull is leſt. 

Far. d ound aud round, fie quits her purpos'd | 

way, 
Aud Loud AHcertair ver the ſwelling fea. 565 
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| 
Before Cyrene's walls they now fit down; ? f But happier ſome a ſleady courſe maintain, 


Who ſtand far out, and keep the deeper main. 

Their maſts they cut, and driving with the tide, 

Safe o'er the ſurge beneath the tempeſt ride : 

In vain did, ſrom the ſouthern coaſt, their foe, 370 

All black with clouds, old ſtormy Auſter blow; 

Lowly ſecure amidſt the waves they lay, 

Old Ocean hcav'd b s back, and toil'd th m on 
their way. 

Some on the ſhallows ſtrike, and doubtful ſtand, 

Part beat by waves, part fix'd upon the ſand. 575 

Now pent amidſt the ſhoals the billows roar, 

Daſh on the bauks, and ſcorn the new-made 
ſhore : 

Now by the wind driven on in heaps they ſwell, 

The ſtedfaſt banks both winds and waves repel: 

Still with united force they rage in vain, 

The ſandy piles their ſtation fix d maintain, 


And lift their heads ſecure amidſt the watery 


plain. 
There ſcaped from ſeas, upon the Faithleſs 
ſtrand, 


With weeping eyes the ſhipwreck'd ſeamen 
ſtand, 


And, caſt en ſhore, lock vainly out ſor land. 
Thus ſome were loft ; but far the greater part, 
Preſerv'd from danger by the pilot's art, 

Keep on their courle, a happier fate partake, 
And reach in ſaſety the Tritonian la c. 
Theſe waters to the tuneful god are dear, 590 
Whoſe vocal ſhell the ſea-green Nereids hear, 
Theſe Pallas loves, ſo tells ing fame, 
Here firſt from heaven to earth the goddeſs came, 
(Heaven's neighbourhood the warmer clime be- 


trays, 
And ſpeaks the nearer Sun'. immediate rays) 595 
Here her firſt footſteps on the brink ſhe ſaid 
Here in the watery glaſ> her form ſurvey'd, ; 
And call'd herſclf from bence the chaſte 'I'ri- 
tonian maid. 


low, 
Riſe to the light ; here heavily and flow, 
The filent dull forgetful waters flow. 
Here by the wakeful dragon kept of old, 
Heſperian plants rich with living gold; 
Long ſince, —— was ſrom the branches 
| torn, 604 
And now the gardens their loſt honours mourn. 
Such was in ancient times the tales receiv'd, 
Such by cur good forefathers was belicv'd ; 
Nor let enquirers the tradition wrong, 
Or dare to queſtion, now, the poet's ſacred ſong. 
Then take it for a truth, the wealthy wood 610 
Here under golden boughs low ben ing ſtood ; 
On ſome large tree his ſolds the 1 


ö Here Lethe's ſtreams, ſrom ſecret ſprings 1 


wound, 

The fair Heſperiol virgins watch'd around, 

And join'd to guard the rich ſorbidden ground. 
But gre « Alcides came to end their care, 615 
Strip? the gay grove, and Jeft the branches bare; 
Then back returniag ſought the Argive ſhore, 

| Ard the bright ſpoil to proud Eur heut boils 
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Theſe ſamous regions and the Syrts o'erpaſt, 
They reach'd he Garamantian coaſt at laſt; 620 
Here, under Pompey's care the navy lies, 
Beneath the gentleſt clime of Libya's ſkies. 

Bu: Cato's ſoul, by dangers unreſtrain d, 

Eaſe and a dull inactive life diſdain'd. 

His daring virtue urges to go on. 625 

Through deſcrt lands, and nations yet unknown: 

To march, and prove th inhoſpitable grou.d, . 

To ſhun the Syrts, an lead the ſoldier round 

Since now tempeſtuous ſeaſons vex the ſea, 629 

And the declining year forbids the watery way; 

He ſees the cloudy drizzling winter near, 

A: d hopes kind rains may cool the ſultry air: 

80 haply may they journey on ſecure, 

Ner burning heats, nor killing froſts endure; 634 

But while cool winds the winter's breath ) 
ſupplics, : 

With gentle warmth the Libyan ſun may riſe 

And both may join and temper well the ſł es. 

But ere the toilſlome march he un 
The hero thus the liſtening hoſt beſpoke : 639 

Fellows in arms! wholſc bliſs, whole chieleſt 


Is Rome's deſcace, and freedom bought with 
blood. 

You, who, to die with liberty, from far 

Have follow*d Cato in this fatal war, 

Be now for virtue's nobleſt taſk prepar d, 

For labours many, perilous, and hard. 645 

Think throu h what burning climes, what ) 
wilds we go : 

No leafy ſhades th- naked deſerts know, 

Nor filver ſtreams through flowery meadows 
flow. 

But horrors there, and various deaths abound, 

And ſerpents guard th' unhoſpitable ground. 650 

Hard is the way; but thus our fate demands; 

Rome and her laws we ſcck amidſt theſe ſands, 

Let thoſe who, glowing with their couutry's love, 

Reſolve with me theſe dreadſul plains to prove, 

Nor to return nor ſaſety once debate, 655 

Dut only dare to go, and leave the reſt to ſate. 

Think not 1 mean the dangers to diſguiſe, 

Or hide them from the cheated vulgar's eyes. 

Thoſe, only thoſe, ſhall in my fate partake, 

Who love the daring for the danger's ſake ; 660 

Thoſe who can ſuffer all the worſt can com, 

And think it what they owe themiclvcs and 
Rome. 

If any yet ſhall doubt, or yet ſhall f-ar ; 

It life be, more than liberty, his care; | 

Here, ere we journey farther, let him ſtay, | 

Inglorious let him, likc a flave, obey, h 

And ſeek a maſter in ſome ſaſer way. 

Feremoſt, behold, I lead you to the toil, 

My fect ſhall foremoſt print the duſty ſoil : 

Strike me the firſt, theu flaming God of Day $670 

Firſt let me feel thy ficrce, thy ſcorchi yg ray; 

Ye living poiſons all, ye ſnaky train, 

Meet me the firſt upon the ſatal plain. 

lu every pain, which you my warrior: fear, 

Let me be firſt, and teach you how to bear 675 

Who ſecs me pant for drought, or fainting fi. t, 
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If e'er ſor ſhelter to the ſhades I fly, 
Me let him curſe, me, for the ſultry ſky, 

Your leader by diſtinguith'd caſe bs known, 
Forſake my cauſe, and leave me there alone. 
Are dear to patience, and to virtue ſweetz 684 
Virtue, that ſcorns on cowards terms to pleaſe, 
But then the joys, then ſmiles upon her ſtate, 
Then faireſt to herſelf, then more complete, 6 
So Libya's plain alone ſhall wipe away 690 
The foul diſhonours of Pharſalia's day; 

You fled with glory there, to conquer here. 

He faid ; and hardy love of toil m{pir'd; 
Straight careleſs of return, without delay 
Through the wide waſte he took his pathleſs 
Receives the hero, fearleſs of his ſate; 699 
Here the good gods his laſt of labours om, 
And his great head be hid, within an humble 

tomb. 
Then one third part ſhall ſandy Libya claim : 
But if we count, as ſuns deſcend and riſe, 705 
Then, with ſair Europe, Libya ſhall combine, 
And both to make the weſtern half ſhall join. 
Of all from Tanais to Nile poſſuſt, 
And reigns ſole empreſ of the dawning eaſt. 
Where cooli»g g-les, where gentle zephyrs fly, 
And ſetting ſuns adorn the gaudy ty : 715 
But from our northern clime, our gentler heaven, 
Refreſhing dews and fruitful rains are dri ven; 
No wicked wealth infects the firaple ſoi', 
Nor golden ores diſcloſe their ſhining ſpo'! : 
There citroen goves, the native riches, grow, 
There cool retreats and fragrant ſhades be- 


If while the weary ſoldier marches on, 
The _— the ſerpents, thirſt, and burning 
Or cheaply to be bought, or won with eaſe ; 
When glorious danger makes her truly great. 
Se ſhall your courage now tranſcend that fear: 
And ev'ry breaſt with godlike ardour fir'd. 695 
Way. 
Libya, ordain'd to be his laſt retreat, 
Here ſhall his bones and ſacred duſt find room, 
If this large globe be portion'd right by fame, 
If we divide by caſt and weſt the ſkies, 
Whilſt wide- extended Aſia fills the reſt, } 
Of all the Libyan ſoil, the kindlieſt fo.nd 
Part to the weſtern ſ as extends its bound; 
And yet ev'n here no liquid ſountain's vein 
Wells through the ſoil, aud gurgles o'r the plain ; 
All bleak, the god, cold Boreas, ſpreads his wing, 
And with our winter gives the Libyan ſpring. 721 
Pure is the glebe, t is earth, aad earth alvnc, 
T. guiity pride and avarice unknown: 

ſtovr, 
And hoſpicably ſcreen their gueſts below. 


| Safe by their leafy oflice, long they ſtood 


A ſacr:d, old, unviolate 4 wood, 

Till Roman lucury to Alric paſt, 

And foreign axes laid their honours waſte, 
Thus utmoſt lands are raniack'd to aſſor d 


The far-fctcl,'d daintics, and the coſtly nord. 734 
Bur rude and waſteful all th fc regions le 

That border on the Syfts, and feel too nigh 
| Their ſult ſermer fua and {arching iy. 


U 
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Let lim upbraid me, aud complain v2 churſt. 
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Nolarveſt, there, the ſcatter'd grain repays, 


9 POLMS 


i Oh Libya! where thy pliant ſurface bound, 


Lut withe ing dics, and ere it ſhoots decays : 739 And form'd a ſolid. cloſe- compacted ground; 795 
There never loves to ſpr ng the mantling vine, Or hadſt thou rocks, whoſe hollows deep below; 


Nor wenton ringlets round her cim to twine : 
e thirity duſt prevents the ſwelling fruit, 
Drinks up the generous juice, and kills the root; 
1ilrough ſecret veius no tempering moiſturcs 


paſs, 
To biud with viſcous force the mouldering 
maſs; 745 
Put genial Jove, averſe, diſdains to ſmile, 
1} orgets, and curſes the neglected foil. 
Ihkouce zy Nature droops her idle head; 
As every vegetable ſenſc were dead; 749 


Iucnce the wide dreary plains one EI 


- 


ve r, 
Alike in ſummer, winter, ſpring appear. 
Ner fecl; the turns of the revolving year. 
Ih n herbage here (for ſome ev'n here is found) 
The Naſ-monian hinds collect around ; 
A naked race and barharous of mind, 
"lat live upon the loſſes of mankind : 
he Syrts -upp'y their wants and barren ſoil, 
Aud row th* urkolpitable ſhores with ſpoil. 
Lade they have none, but ready ſtill they 


ftard, 
PF apaciuvs, to invade the wealthy ſtrand, 
Zud hold, a commerce, tl. us, with every diſ- 
tant land. 

Through this dire country Cato's journey lay, 
Here he Farin d. while Virtuc led the — 
Here the bold youth, 1.d by his high command, 
Fearle!s of ſtorms and raging win2s, by land 765 


| Keprat tlie Gangers of tlie {welling main, 


Aud ſt ive with ſtornis and raging winds again. 

lice 7 at large, where nought reſtrains his 
urce, 

I'mnetuous .iuſt-r runs his rapid courſe ; 

Nor mount aus here, nor edfaſt rocks refit, 770 

Eut free he ſweeps along the ſpecious lift. 

No ſtabiz groves of aint oak ariſe, 

+ 0 tire hie rage, and catci: him as he flies; 

Laut wice, around, the naked plains appear, 

Here fierce he drives utLuuuuc, through the 
alr, 

Roars and exerts his dreadſul empire here. 

'I he whirling duſt, Ike leaves in eddies wrought, 

Riſtng aloſt, to the mid huaven is caught; 

There hangs a ſull.n cloud; noi {ls again, 

Nor breaks, like gentle vapours, into rain. 780 

Cazing, the poor inhabitant deſcrics, | 

Where high above his land and cottage flies; 

Percft, he ſces his loſt poſiciiions there, 


-- From carth tranſported, andnow fixed in air. 784 


].ike ſmoke by ring flames upliſted, li, ht 
Ihe ſands aſcend, and ſtain the heavens with 
night. 
But now, his utmoſt power and rage to boaſt, 


Not riſing flames attempt a bolder flight; 


The ftormy god invades the Roman hoſt; 


. 


Ihe ſoldicr yields, unequal to the ſhock, 790 
Ard ſtaggets at the wind's tempeſluous ſtroke. 
Amez'd he fees that carth, which lowly lay, 
Lo; from bereatk his fect, and torn away. 


Would draw thoſe raging winds that looſely 
blow ; | 

Their fury, by thy firmer maſs oppos'd, 

Or in thoſe dark infernal caves inclos'd, 

Thy certain ruin would at once complete, 800 

Shake thy ſoundations, and unfix thy ſeat : 

But well thy flitting plains have learn'd to 
icld ; 

Thus, Lan contending, thou thy place haſt 
held, 

Unfix'd art fixed, and flying keep'ſt the field. 

Helms, ſpears, and ſhields, ſnatch'd from the 
warlike hoſt, 

Through heaven's wide regions fur away were 
toſt; 

While diſtant nations, with religious ſcar, 

Beheld them, as ſome prod xy in air. 

And thought the gods by them denounc'd a 
War. dog 

Such haply was the chance, which firſt did raiſe 

The pious tale, in prieſtly Numa's days; 

Such were thole ſhields, and thus they came from 
heaven, 

A ſacred charge to young patricians given; 

Perhaps, long ſince, to lawleſs winds a prey, 

From far barbarians were they forc'd away; 815 

Thence through long airy journeys ſaſe did come, 

Jo cheat the croud with miracles at Rome, 

Taus, wide o'er Libya, rag'd the ſtormy ſouth, 

Thus every way aſſail d the Latian youth: 

Each ſeveral method for defence they try, 820 

Now wrap their garmeuts tight, now cloſe they 
lie: 

Now fſiuking to the earth, with weight they 
refs 

Now claſp it to them with a ſtrong embrace, 

Scarce in that poſture ſaſe; the driving blaſt 824 

Bears hard, aud almoſt heaves them of at lait. 

Mcantime a ſandy flood comes rolling on, 

And ſwelling heaps the proſtrate legions drown , 

New to the ludden danger, and diſmay d, 

ot 


_— 


The fr:ghted ſoldier haſty calls for aid, 

Heaves at the hill, and ſtruggling rears his 

Soon ſhoots the growing pile, and, rear'd on 
high, 

| Liſts vp its lofty ſummit to the ſky : 83: 

High ſandy walls, like forts, their paſſage ſtay, 

Aud ring mountains intercept their way: 

"Che certain bounds which ſhould their jour- 

ney guide, 

The moving e:rth and duſky deluge hide : ; 

So landmarks ſiuk beneath the flowing tide. 

As through mid ſeas uncertainly they move, 

Led only by Jove's ſacred lights above: B839 

Part een of them the Libyan clime denies, 

Forbids their native northern Nars to rife, 

And ſhades the well-known luſtre from nt 
eyes. 

Now near approachirę to the burning ze, 
To warmer, calmer fkics they journey U 0h 45 


l | 
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The flackening & -rms Le neighbouring ſun 
comfe;s 7 

The heat firikes fierecr, and the winds grew 
leſs, EE 

While parching tLirk and ſainting ſweats en- 
CTCaic, 

As forward on the weary way they went, 

— with drought, and 40 with labour ſpent, 

Amidit the deſert, deſolate ard dry, 850 

One chanc'd a little trickling ſpring to ſpy : 

Proud of tle prize, he drain'd the ſcanty Bore, 

And in his helmet to the chie:tan hore. 

Around, in crouds, the thirſty legions flood, 

Thcir throats and clamy jaws with duit be- | 
firew'd 


And all with wiſhful eyes the liquid treaſure } 
viewed. 
Around the leader caſt his cart ful look, ? 


$:crnly the tempting envy d giſt he tock, 
Held 4 and thus the the viver fierce beſpuke; | 
And think'ſt thou then that 1 want virtue woft ! 


OE MNS. 


| 


Am I the meaneſt in the Roman hott : £61. 


Am | the firtt foft coward that complains ! 
That ſlirinks, uncqual to thoſe glorious pains ! 
Am 1 in caſe and infamy the firit ! 
Rather be thou, baſe as thou art, accur+'d, * 
Louthat dar ſt drink, x len all beſide thee thirſt, 
lie ſaid; and wrathful firetching forth his hand, 
Pour'd out the precious draught upon the ſand 868 
Well did the water thus for all provide, 
Envy'd by none, wl. ile thus to all det.y'd, : 
A little thus the general want tupply d. 
Now to the ſacred temp'c they draw near, 
V. hoſe only aitars Libyan lande revere ; 
There, but unlike the Jove by Reme ailcr'd, 874 
A form urc.uth, ſtandt heaven's Almighty Lord. 
No regal enf; ns grace his potent hand, 
Nor flakes he tlatre the liglitning's flaming 
brand ; 
Tut, ruder to bchold. a horned rem 
Belics the god, aud Ammon is li. name. 
There, though he reigns untival'd and alone, 880 
Oer the rich neighbours of the 'Torr d Zone; 
Thorgh twarthy Atthiops are to him comſin'd, 
With Ariby tre bl: ſt, and wealthy Inde; 
Yet no proud demes are ra:>'d, no ge:2s are 
ſcen, 
To blaze upon his ſlirines with coſtly ſheen ; £2 5 
But plain and poor and vipr& han'd he ſtood, 
Such, as to whom our great forefathers bow d: 
A god of pious times, and days of old, 
That keeps histemples tate from Reman gold. 8 g 
Here, and here only, through wide Libya's ſpace, 
Tali trees, the land, an” verdant herbage grace, 
Here the looſe ſands by plentcous ſprin;;s re 
bound, 
En't to a maſs, and moulded into ground: 
Here ſmiling nature wears a fertile dreis, 
And all things here the preſent god confeſs 59g 
Ye! here rhe {un to neither pole d eclines, 
But irem his zen h vertically ſhines: 
Herce, ev the t: ees no frendly Qelter 1 ield. 
* Carce their own, ak the Lai, anches ſhie!d; 
YL. iv. 
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The tas deſcend direA, all round embrace, goo 

And to a central point the ſhadow cha-c. 

Here equally the middle line is ſound, 

To cut the radiant Zodiac in its round: 

Here unoblique the Bull and Scorpion riſe, 904 

Nor 1nount too ſwift, nor leave too ſoon the 
ſkies; | 

Nor 1.ibra does too long the Ram attend, 

Nor bids the Naid the ſigu deſcend, 

The Boys and Centaur juſtly time divide, 


| And cqually their ſcveral ſeaſons guide: 


Alike the Crib and wintcry Goat return, 910 
Alike the Lion and the flowing Urn. 

If ary farther nations vet are known, 

Beyond the Libyau fires, and ſcorching zone; 


{ Northward from them the ſun's bright courſe is 


made, 914 
And to the ſouthward ſtrikes the leaning ſhade 
There Now Boves, with Eis lazy wain 
Deicending, ſeems to reach the watery ma'n. 
Cf all the lights which high above they fee 
No m_ "hat-c cr from Neptune's waves s 
ree, 


| The whirling ax'e drives th:m round, and 


plunges in the ſea. 

Before the temple's entrance, et the gate, 921 
Attending crouds uf eaſtern pilgrims wait: 
Theſe frota the horncd god expect relief: 

But all give way before the Latian chic, 

Ili, hoſt, (as creuds are ſuperſtitious ill) 
Curious of iate, of future geod and ill, * 
And fond to prove prophetic Ammon's ſxill, 
Intreat their leader to the god would go, 

And from his oracleRome's fortuncs know : 

Eut Labicnus chief the thought approv'd, 930 
And thus the common ſuit to Cato mov d 

Chance, and the ſortune of the way, he ſaid, 
Have br ught Jove's ſacred counſels to our aid. 
Tis greatcit of the gods, this mighty chief, 
In each diſtreſs ſhall be a ſure relief; 

*hail point the diſtant dangers ſrom «ſar, 

nd teach the future ſortunes of the war, 

To thee, O Cato! pious! wiſe! and juſt ! 

Their dark decrees the cautious gods thull truft ; 

To thee their fore-dcetermin'd will ſhall tell; 9.40 

| Their will has becn thy law, aud thou haſt kept 

it well. 

Fate bids thee now the noble thought improve; 

Fate brings thee here, to mect and talk with 
Jove. 

Inquire betimes, what various chance ſhall 
come 

To impious Cæſar, and thy native Rome; 

Try to avert, at leaſt, thy country's doom. 

Aik 1: theſe arms our ſreedom ſhall reſtor g: 

Or clie, if Is and rights ſhall be no more 

Be thy great breait wath f.cred knuwledre 


935 


ſraught, 770 
To lead us in the wandering maze of thouglit: 
Thou, tl-t to virtuc ever wert inchn*. £ 


Learn what it is, how certainly denn'd, 

And leu ee fire puriett rule to guide mnanikind, 
Full of the God that dw-lt wiarhiu his breads 

The hero thus his Secret mind wxprobe d, 955 

| Y 
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| And in- born trut's revcal'd; truths which might 


well 


' Be-omeev'n oracles themſelves to tell. 


Where would thy fond, thy vain enquiry go ? 

What myſtic fate, what ſecret, would'ſt t. ou 
know? 
Is it a doubt if death ſhould be my doom, 
Rather than live till kings and bondage come, | 
Rather than ſec a tyrant crown'd in Rome ? 
Or would'ſt thou know, if what we valuc here, 
Life, be a trifle hardly worth our care ? 
What by old age and length of days wegzin, 965 
More than to len then out the ſenſe of pain ? 
Or if his world, with all irs forces join'd, 
"The univerſal] malice of mankind, 
Can ſhake or hurt the brave and honeſt mind? * 
If ftable virtue can her ground maintain, 970 
Whilſt fortune ſechly threuts and frowns in vain ? 
I truth and juſtice with vprightnefs dwell, 
And honeſty conſiſt in mcaviug well ? 
If right be independent of ſucec ſs, 
And conqueſt cannot make it mere or leſs? 975 
Are theſe, my fricnd, the ſecrets thou wouldſt 
know, 

Thoſe doubts for which to oracles we go ? 
is krown, tis plain, tis all already told, 
Aud horned Ammon can no more unſold, 
From Gd deriv'd, to God by nature join'd, 980 
We ad the dictates of his naghty mind: 


And though our preſls arc mutc, and temples 


ſtill, 
Cod never wants a voice to ſpeak his will. 
When firſt we from the tecemung w mb were 
brought, 
With in-born precepts then our ſouls were 
fraught, 
And then the maker his new creatures taught. 
"Then when he form'd, and gave us io be men, 
He gave us all gur uſctul knowledge, then. 
C anſt thou believe, the vaſt eternal mind 
Was e*cr to Syrts and Libyan ſands confin'd? 990 
That fe would chooſe this waſte, this barren 


ground, 
To teach the thin inliabitants around, 


And leave his truths in wilde and deſerts 
drown'd ? 


Beyond this earth, the ſcas, yon heaven above, 
And virtuous minds, the nobleſl throne for 


ove? 
Why ſeck we farther then? bchold around, 
How all thou ſceſt docs with the god abound, 


Is there a place that God would chooſc to love ! | 


— Jove is alike in all, and always to be foun1. 


Let thoſe weak minds who live in doubt and 
fear. 

To jug ling prieſts for oracles repair; 

One certain hour of death to cach decreed, 


My fix*d, my certain foul from doubt has freed. 


The cowerd aud the brave are doom'd to fall; 
And when Jove told this truth, he told us all. 100g 
So ſpoke the hero; and, to keep his word, 

Nor Ammon, nor his oracle explor'd ; 

But left the croud at freedom to believe, 


Aud take ſuch aujwers as the prick ouid give. 


1000 


L 


| 
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* Foremoſt on foot he treads the burning ſand, 
Bearing his arms in his own patient hand; 111 
Scorning another's weary neck to preis, 

Or in a lazy chariot loll at caſe : 

The panting ſoldier at his toil ſucceeds, 

Where no command, but great example leads. 
Spariny of ſleep, ſti. I for the reſt he wakes, 1016 
And at the ſountain, laſt, his t':irſt he lakes ; 
Whene'er by chance ſume living ſtream is ſound, 
He ſtands and ices the cooling draughts go round, 
Stays till the laſt and mean ſt drudge be paſt, 10:0 
And, till kis flaves have drunk, diſdains to taſte. 
If true good men deſerve immortal fame ; 

If virtue, hough diſtreſs'd, be ſtill the ſame; 
Whatc'er our farhers greatly dar'd ro do, 
Whate er they bravely bore, and wiſcly knew, 
Th. ir virtues all are his, and all their praiſe 

| his due. 

Whene'er, with battles fortunatcly fought, 

Whoe'er, with Roman blood, ſuch honours 
bought ? 

his triumph, this, on Libya's utmoſt bound, 

With death and deſolation compaſs'd round, 10 30 

To all thy glorics, Pompey, I prefer, 

Thy trop hies, and thy third triumphal car, } 

To Marius' mighty name, and great juger-\ 
thine war. 

His country's father here, O Rome hehold ! 1524 

Worthy thy temples, prieſt , and ſhrines cf gold! 

If e er thou break'i thy lordly maſtcr's chain, 

If liberty be e' er reſtor'd again, 

Him ſhalt thou place in thy divine abodes, 


| Swear by his holy naine, and rank him with thy 


gods 

Now to thoſe ſultry regions were they paſt, 
Which ove to ſtop inquiring mortals plac'd, c 
And as their utmoſt, ſouthern, limits caſt. 
Thirſty, for ſprings they ſearch the deſcrt round, 
And only one, amidſt the ſands, they found. 
Well ftor'd it was, but all acceſs was barr'd : 1045 
The ſtream ten thouſand noxious ſerpents guard: 
Dry Aſpics on the fatal margin ſtood, 
And Dipſas thirſted in the middle floud. 1048 
Back from the ſlream the frighted foidicr flies, 
von parch'd, and languiſhing for drink, he 

ics : 

The chief beheld, and ſaid, You fear in vain, 
Vainiy from fate and healihy draughts abſtain, 
My ſolJicr, drink, and dread not death or pain. 
When urg'd to rage, their teeth the ſcrpents fix, 
And venom with our vital juices mix; 1055 
The peil iuſusꝰd through every vein runs round, 
Infe&ts the maſs, and death is in the wound. 
Harmleſs and ſafe, no poiſon here they ſhed : 
He ſaid ; and firſt the doubtful draught eſſay d; 
He, who through all their march, their toil, 

their thirſt, | 1060 
Demanded, here alone, to drink the firſt. 

Why plagues, like theſe, inſect the Libyan air, 
Why deaths unknown in various ſhapes appear; 
Why, fruitful to dettroy, the curſcd land 
Is temper d thus, by nature's ſecrct hand; 1065 
Dark and obſ ure the hidden cauſe 1cmains, 


And fill deludes the vain inquire: 's pains ; 
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Tnlefs a tale for truth may be bcliev'd, 

And the good-natur d world be willingly de- 
ceiv'd. 


Where weſtern waves on fartheſt Libya heat, Y 


Warm'd with the ſetting ſun's deſcending heat, 

Dreadful Meduſa fix'd her horrid ſeat. 3 

No leafy ſhade, with kind protection, ſhields 

"The rough, the ſqualid, unfrequented ficlds: * 074 

No mark of ſhepherds, or the piowman's toil, 

To tend the flocks, or turn the mcllow foil : 

But, rude with rocks, the regions all around | 

Its miſtreſs, and her potent viſage, own'd. 

*Twas from this monſter to afflit mankind, 

That nature firfl produc'd the ſnaky kind: 1680 

On her, at firit tl. cir ſorky tongues appear'd ; 

From her, their dreadful hiſſings firſt were heard. 

Some wreath'd in folds upon her tentples hung; 

Some back wardsto ber waiſt depended long; 1084 

$ome with their riſing creſts ber forchead deck; 

Some wanton play, and laſh her ſwelling, neck: 

And whiic her hauds the curling vipers comb, 

Poifons diſtil around, and drops of livid ſoam. 

None, who heheld the fury, could complain; 

So ſwift their fate, preventing death and pain: 1090 

Ere they had time to fear, the caange came on, 

And motion, ſenſe, and life, were loſt in ſtone. 

Ihe foul itſelf, from ſudden flight debarr'd, 

Congealing, in the body's fortune ſhar'd. <4 

The dire Eumcnides could rage inſpire, 1095 

But could no more ; the tune ful Thracian yre 

Infernal Cerberus did ſoon aſſuage, 

Lull'd him to reſt, and footh'd his triple rage; 

Hydra's ſeven heads the bold Adcid.s view 'd, 

Sately he ſaw, and what he ſav, ſubdu'd: 1100 

Of the ſe in various terrors each exce I'd; | 

But all to this ſuperior fury yield. : 

Phorcus a: d Cato, next to Neptune he, 

Immortal both, and rulers of the ſea. 1104 

This monſter's parents did their offspring dread; 

And from her fight her lifter Gorgous fled. 

Old Ocean's waters and the liquid air, 

The univerſal world her power might ſear : 

All nature's bt auteous works ſhe could invade, 

Through every part a lazy numbneſs ſhed, | 

And over all a {tony turſace ſpread. 

Birds in their fight were ſtopt, and ponderous 
grown, 

Forget their pinions, and fell ſenicleſs down. 

Beaits to the rocks were fix'd, and all around 

Were tribes of ſtone and marble nations 
found. 1115 

No living eyes ſo fell a fight could brar; 

Her ſnakes themſclves, all deadly though they 
were, 

Shot backward from her ſace, and ſhrunk away 
fur fcar. 

By her, a rock Titanian Atlas grew, 

And heaven by her the giants did ſubdue: 1120 

Hard was the fight, a d Jove was half diſmay'd, 

Till Pallas brought the Gorgon to his aid: 

The heavenly nation laid aſide their fcar, 

For ſoon ſbe finiſh'd the prodigious war; 

To mountains turn'd, the monltcr race re- 
mains, 1125 


The trophic; of her power on the Phlegræan plains. 
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The fon of Dana and golden Jove, 
Attempts a flight through airy ways above. 
The youth Cyllenian Hermes aid implor'd; 1139 
Thc god affiited with his wangs the ſword, 
His ſword which late made watch ul Argus blecd, 
And 15 from her cruel keeper freed, 
Unwedded Pallas lent a Giter's aid; 
bot aſk'd, for recompence, Meduſa's head. 1135 
Eaſt ward ſhe warns her brother bend his flight, 
And frem the Gorgon realms avert his ſight ; 
Then arms his leſt w th her refulgent thickd, 
And ſhews how there the toc might be beheid 
Deep flumbers had the drowſy fiend poſſeſt. 11 40 
Such as drew on, and well might ſcm, her laſt ; 
And yet ſhe fl-pt not whole; one half her ſnakes 
Watch ful, to guard their horrid miſtroſs, wakes , 
Ihe reſt Ciſhevel'd, looſely, rund her head, 1144 
And o'er her drouſy lids and ſace were ſpread. 
Backward the youth draws ncar, nor darcs to look, 
But blindly, at a venture, aims a ſtroke : 
I1's faultering hand the virgin goudeſs g les, 
And fromthe moniter*sneck her ſnak y head uivider, 
But oh! what art; what numbers, can ex- 
preſs 115@ 
The terrors of the dying Gorgon's face ! 
What clouds of poilun from her lips ariſe, 
What death, what vaſt deſtruction, turcaten'd in 
hauer eyes 
Tas ſomewhat that immortal gods might fear, 
Mere than the warlike maid heriell cou. d 
bear. 2 1155 
The victor Perſeus till had been ſubdu' d, 
Though, » ary ſtill, with eyes .verſc he {.vod ; 
Hd not his heavenly ſiſter's timely care 
Veil'd the dread viſage with the hiſſing hair. 
Scis*dot his prey, heavenwui da, uplifted light, 1168 
On HKermes* ni:nble wings, he took his flight. 
Now thoughtful of his courſe, he hung in aur, 
And nicaut through Europe 'shappy clime to ftcer ; 
Till pitying Pallas warn'd him vor to blaſt 
er ſruitful heids, nor lay her citi's wathe. 1165 
For who would not have upwards caft thc ir ugtlt, 
Curious to gaze at ſuch a wondrous flight? 
'Cnerefore, by gales of gentle Zephyrs borne, 
To Libya's coaſt the hero minds to turn. 
Beneath the ſultry line, expos'd it lics , 
To deadly planets, aud malignant ſkies. 
Stil., with his fiery ſteeds, th: god of day 
Drives through that hcaven, and make> his Lurk» 
ing wa 
No land more high erects its lofty head, 
The ſilver is in dim eclipſe to ſu ce; 
| 


To ſeek this monſter, and her fate to prove, L 
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If throughRke ſummer ſigns direct ſhe run, 

Nor bends obliquely, north or ſouth to ſaun 

The envious carth that hides her from the fan. _ 

Yer could this ſoil accurſt, this barren ficld 11 9 

Increaſe of deaths, and poiſonous harveſts yield- 

Where-c'er ſublime in air the victor lew, - 

The monſter's head diſtill'd a dradly dev; 5 

The earth receiv'd the feed, and pregnant 
grew. 

Still as che putrid gore dropt on the ſand, 11:4 

Twas tempc:'d up by rature's turmiany hand; 
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The glowing climate makes the wk complete, 
And broods upon the maſs, an4 lends it genial heat. 
Firlt of thoſe plagues the drouſy Aſp appcar'd, 
Then firſt lier creſt and ſwelling neck ſhe rrar'd; 
A larger drop of black congealing blood 1195 
Diſtinguiſh'd her a: nidſt the deadly brood. 
Of all the ſerpent rac are none fo fcll, 
None with ſo many deaths ſuch plentcous venom 
ſwell; 
ChilFin themſclves, out colder climes they ſhun, 
And chooſe to buſk in Aſric's warmer lum; 1195 
Eut Nile no more confinesthem now: What bound 
Can for infatiate avarice be found! 
Freighted with Lybian deaths our merchantscome, 
And poiſonous aſps are thirgs of price at Rome. 
Her ſcaly folds th* Heworrhois unbends, 1200 
And her vaſt length along rhe ſand extends: 
V here c er ſhe wounds, ſrom every part the blood 
Cuſhes reſiſileſe in a crimſon flood. 
Amphibious jome do in the Syrts abound, 
And now on land, in waters now are found. 1205 
Slimy Q lyders the parch'd earth diftain, 
And trace a recking furcow on the plain. 
The fpotied Cenchris, rich in various dyes, 
Shoots in a line, and forih directly flies: 
Not 1 heban marbles are fo gryly dreſs'd, 1210 
Nor with ſuch party- colour d beauties grac'd. 
Safe in his carthly kue and Cuſky fin, 
Th' Ammedircs lurks in the ſands unſee : 
Ihe Swimmer there tle cryſtal ſtream pollur-s ; 
And ſwift, through air, the flying Javelin ſhoots. 
Thc Scytale, ers yet the ſpring returns, 
"There caus her coat; and there the Dipſas burns; 
Ihe Amphiſbæua doubly arm'd appears. 
At either end a threatening head ſhe rears. 
Riis'd on his active tail the Parcas ſtands, 
And, as he paſtes, ſurrows up the ſands. 
"The Prefter by his forming jaws is known; ) 
Ihe Seps invades the fleſh and firmer bone, 
Viſo!v.s the maſs of man, and melts his ſabric | 
down. 
The Pafthſx, with dreadful hiſſings heard, 1225 
And hom atur by every ſerpeut fear'd, 
1+ ditance drives the vulgar, and remains 
"The lonely monarch of the deſert plains. 
Aud yon, ye drag«uns of the ſcaly race, 
Whom glittering gold and ſhining armours grace, 
In other n+tions harmleſs ate you found, 
This guardian Genii and proteQors own'd 
In Airc only are you fatal; there, 
Un wide-expandcd wings, fublime you rear ; 
Your dreadfal forms, and dr. ve the yielding air. 
Ihe 'owing kinc in droves you chace, and cull 
Some malter of the herd, forme mighty buli: 
Around kis fubborn ſi les your tails you twiſt, 
Py force ccmp: 2fs, and buſt his brawny cheſt. 
Not clephants are by their larger ſize 1240 
Sccure, but. with the reſt, become your prizc. 
K.ll'tleſs in your might, you all invade, 
Ard tor deſtruction need not poiſon's aid. 
Thus, though a thouſand plagues aronad 
then ſpread, 
A weiry march the hardy ſoldiers tread, 
Through thirſt, trough toil and death, by 
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Their chief, with picn1e grief and deep regret, 
Fach a oment wour: s his friends untimcly fate 
V/« udering, he ſor ſome ſmall, ſome trivial wound 
Extend a valiant Roman on the ground. 1259 
Aulus, a noble youth of Tyrrhene blood. 
' Who bore the flandard, on a D.pſas trode; 
Backward the wrathful ſerpent bent her head, 
And, fel! with rage, th' unhe-ded wrong re- 
way d. 
Scarce did ſom e little mark of hurt remain. 12357. 
And ſcarc he found ſome little ſcnlr of pain; 
Nor could he yet the danger doubt, nor four 
That death, wich all its terrors, Uircatcu'd 
therc. | 
V hen lo! unſeen, the ſccret venom ſpreads, 
And every nobler part at once invadcs:; 1260 
Swiſt flames conſume the marrow and the brain, 
And the ſcorch'd eutrails rage with burning 
in; 
Upon his heart the thirſty poiſons prey, 
And grain the ſacred juice of life away. 1264 
No kindly floods of moiſture bathe his tongue, 
Eut cleaving to the parched roof it hung; 
No trickling drops diſlil, no dewy ſwent, : 
To caſe his weary limbs, and cool the raging 
heat. 
| Nor could he weep; ev'n grief cou not ſapply . 


Streams for the mournſul office of his eye, 
The ne ver- ſailing ſource of tears was dry. 
Frautie he flies, and w:th 2 careleſs hand | 


— 


urls the neglected eagle on the ſand ; 

Nor hears, nor minds, ICs pityiug chict's com- 
mand. 

For ſprings he ſecks, Le digs, he proves the 
gr<cnd, 

Forſprings,in vain, en plores the deſert round, 1276 

For cooliiig drauglits, which might their aid itu- 

art, 

And — the burning venom. in his heart. 

Plung'd m the Tags, the Rhone, ur Po, 

Or Nile, waoſe wandering firzams o'er Egypt 
flow, 

Srill would he rage, fti'l with the ſever plow. 

The ſcorching climate to his fate confpircs, 

And Libya's ſun aſii23« the Dipſas' fires. 1223 

Now every where for drink, in vaiu he pries, 

Now to the Syrts and briny ſeas he flies ; | 

The briny ſcas delight, but ſeem not to ſulſice. 

Nor yct he knows what ſecret plague he nurs'd; 

Nor found the poiſon, but belicv'd it thirſt. 

Of thirſt, and thirſt alone he ſtill complains, 

Raving to: thirſt, he rears iis ſwelling veins; 1299 

From ev-ry veſſel drains a crimſon flood, 

And quaſſs in greedy draughis h's vital blood. 

This Cato ſaw, and ficaight, without delay. 

( ommands his legions on to urge their way; 

Nor g. ve th' inquiring ſoldier tiue to know 1295 

Wit deadly deeds a fetal thirſt could do. 

But ſoca a fat? mer? ia, with new ſurprize, 

From the fir} obj & turns their wondering 

cy 8 

Mretched *abelins by a Seps was ſtung; 

Fix'd to his leg, with denliy teeth, it hung: 1302 

Sudden the ſoldier ſhook it Hom the wound. 


Ian 3z'G and aall'd it to the Larrea ground, 
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Hall the dire deſtructiee ſornont race, | 
Nong have ſo much of dewth, tao rh 1042 are leſs. 
For tra 2%t.uround de part the E n withdrew. 
Ih dem and ſhrinking fits back ward flew, 
A:11 leſt the naked bones epos i ro view 
The forma ing poiſons all the dnss confound, 
12141 the whole body ſinks wicnis the wound. 
The brawny thighs no more ther muſcles boaſt, 
Bat, melting, al! in liquid filth are lot; 1311 
The well-knit groin vbove, au ham below, 
Alixr in one pn:rid ſtream. together flow; 
Thc firm Peritoneum, rent iu twain, 
No mare the prefling emrails could ſuſtain, t 
It yiclds, and turth they fail, at once they gon) 
amen. 
gur 3} relics of the moulderin g maſs were left, 
Art once al ſubRance, as of form beret; 
Liſlviv'd the whole iu liquid poiſon ran, 
And to a nauſcous pucdle ſhrunk the man. 1320 
nen burſt the rigid nerves, the manly breaſl, 
And all the t-xture of the heaving cheſt: 
Keliftfs way the conquering venom made, 
And ſecret nature was at once diſp::y'd; 
ler ſacred privacies all open lie 1325 
o each prophane, inquiring, vulgar eve. 
Then the hrqud ſhoulders did the pert iuvade,) 
Then o'er the valicat urms and neck it ſprrad; 
Laft funk, the mind's imp: rial feat, the head. 
8 {rows diſſolv' d by ſouthern breezes run, 1330 
So melrs the wax before the no»n-duy fun. 
Nor ends the wonder berg; thorgh flimes are 
known 
To waſte the Noth, yet ſti“! :“ r- the bone: 
H-te none were leit, no leu remas wire ſcen; 
Ny mark to ihcw, that ence the min had 
been. 335 
Of all the plagues which curſe the I. yam land, 
(If death and miſchief may a crown demand.) 


Boat uf thur power to force the foul away, 


Serp nt, the palm is thine. T Hugh hes may 


Yer ſoul An d body both bocwne thy prey. 

A fate cf diſferent kind! Nat jount, 
& burning Preſter gave the deadly wouud ; 
Aud ſtraight a ſudden {lame {cyan to ſpread, 
Aud paint his viſage With a vr „ing red. 
With ſwift expanſion (weils the wiontcd Ain, 
Nouzht but an undiſtinguih'd mafs is [cen, | | 
While the fair human ſorm lics loit within. | 
The puffy poiſon ſpreads, aud heaves around, 

Till all the man is in the monster drown? d. 

N » more the ſtecly plate uis lu caſt can ſtay, 1350 
But yizL1s, and gives he bariting poiſon way. 
Not w iters ſo, nen hre the 1 age iuppli-s, 
Buhhling on heaps, in boiling cauldrains zit: 

Nor .wel's the ſtretehing cant e half fo Luk, 

W aan the ſuiis vather ail the ring Lat, . 
der ua the tough yards, and buy the lo%y maſks | 
Ine various warts no lot or aww ac know u, 

Une headleſs formlcis hoan revue aeg; 
Vie feather'd kind avoit tu [4 ea. 

Aud leave it deadly to forac ungry ; 1360 
With horror (ciz'd, lis al con won row, 

in hait+ from the unbury d carcatc f z 
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But fertile Libya {till new plagues {{ pp es, 
And to more horridmontters turns their ey :3. 1365 
N--p y the ſierce ILemorrhos impreft 
Her fatal teeth on Fullus' va iant breaſt: 


"Che noble youth, with viitue's love in'pir'd, 


Her, in her Cato, follow'd and admir'd ; 

Mov'd by his great examnle, vow d to ſhire, 1379 
Wir him, cach chance of that diſaſtrous war. 
Anul as when mighty Rome's ſpeAators m. et 

In the full theatre's capacious ſeat, 

At once, by ſecret pipes an l channels fed, 1374 
Rich tin Lures guſh from every an, ique head; 

At once tea thou and ſaffron currents flow, 

And rain heir odours on the croud below: 

So the warn blood at once from every part 

Ran purple poſ.n down, and draia'd the fainting 


heart. 
Blood falls for tears, and o'er his mournful 
face 1359 


The ruddy drops th-ir tainted paſſag trace: 

W :cre-eer the liquid juices had a way, 

Thcre ſtreams of blood, thre crimſon rivers ſtray: 

His mouth and guſhing noſtrils pour a flo. 

Aud cv'n the porcs ouze out the trickling 
blood ; 13d; 

in the red deluge all the parts lie drown'd. 

And the whole body fccms oe bleeding woun |. 

L#vus, a colder Aſpic bit, aud ſtra lit 
His blood forgot to flow, his heart to beat; 1383 
Thick ſhades upon his eyv- lids ſee ud to cre -p, 
And lock him faſt in everlaſting fleep : 

No ſen e of pain, no torment did he know, 
But ſunk in flumbers to the ſhades beloa. 

Not ſwiftcr death attends the noxio's juice, 
Which dire Sabæan Kconites produce 1395 
Well may their creſty prieſts divine, and well 
The fate which they themſeives can cause, foretel. 

Ficrce from atar a dartiig Javelin fhot, 

(For ſuch, the ſernemt's name has Afric tauglit) 

And through unh ppy Pains? temoles fl2w; 1493 

Nor poiſon, but « wound, h foidier fle. 

No flight fo ſwitt, ſo rapid none we know, 

Stuncs for the ſounding ing, compar d, are 
ſw, 

Aud the ſhift loiters from the Scythian bow. 

A baſiliſc hold Marrus kill 'd in vain, 145 
And nail'd it dying to the ſan ly plain; 

Along he ſprar the fliding venom ran, 

A 11 fa iden, from the weapon, ſeiz'd the man: 
Hi hand fit ronch'd, cre it lis arm invade, 
S an he dividas it with his thining blade. 
Ihe ferpear's force by ſad example taugt, 
Wirh his loſt hind, his rauſon'd life hie bonght. © 

Wo that the ſcorpion's infect form ſurveys, 
Would think that ready death his call obeys? 141% 
Phreatoning, he rears his knotry tail va high; ; 
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Tac vait Orion thus he Gorn'd to die, 

And asd him, his proud trophy in the ſky. 
Or co! we the Salpura's anger dread, 

Or er upon her little clit to tread ? 

Yet ſhe the fatal thronts of lile com nan:'s, 

And quickens oft the Stygian ſi ter's hai. ds, 
Puirww'd by dangers, thus they paſs'd awa - 

The reſcleſs nig it, 443 tis is ett cs av ; 
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Ev'n earth itſelſ they ſear d, the common bed, 
Where each lay down to reſt his weary head: 1425 
There no kind trees their leafy couches itrow, 
"The ſands no turf nor mfly beds beitow ; 

But tir d, and fainting with the tedious toil, 


Expos'd they flecp upon the ſatal ſoil. 1429 
Wich vital heat they brood upon the ground, 
And breathe a kind attractive round. 


To man's warm breaſt his ſnaky foes repair, 

Aud find, ungrate 2 — ſhelter there. 

Thence freſh ſuppliesoſ poiſonous rage return, 1435 

And fiercely with recruited deaths they burn. 
Reſtcre, thus ſad)v oft the ſoldier ſaid, 

Reſtore Emutt.ia's plains, from whence we fled ; 

1 his grace, at leaſt, ye cruel gods afford, 

That we may fal beucath the hoſtile fword. 1440 

The Dipla's here in Cæſar's triumph ſhare, 

And fell Ceraltz wage his civil war. 

Or let us haſte away, preſs farther on, 

Urge our bo'd paſſage o the burning zone, 

And die by thoſe æthereal flames alone. 

Aſrie, thy deſerts we accuſe no more, 1446 

Nor blame, oh nature ! thy creating power : 

From man thou wiſcly dieſt theſe wilds divide, 


V hi e chill, with colder night's ungentle air, þ 


And for the mor:ſters herc alone provide; 

A reg on Maile and void of ail beſide. 

Thy prudent care ſorbad the barren field 1431 

The yellow harveſt's ripe increaſe to vield ; 

Man and his labours well thou didſt deny, 

And bad'it him from the land of poiſons fl. 

We, impious we, the bold irruption made; 1455 

We, this the ſerpent's world, did firſt invade ; 

Toke then our lives a forfeit for the crime, 

Whoe'er thou art, that rul t this curled clime : 

What god fo'er, that only lov'ſt to reign, 

And doſt the commerce of n.ankind diſdain : 1460 

Who, to ſecure thy herrid empire's bound, 

Hoſt fix'd the Syrts, and torrid realms around; 

Here 4 wild waves, there the flames ſcorching 

reath, 

And fill d the dreadful middle fpace with death. 

Bel eld. to thy retreats our arms we bear, 1465 

and with Rome's civil rage prophane thee here; 

J. vu to thy inn oſt ſeats we five to go, 

And icck the limits of the worid to know. 

Perhaps more dire events attend us yet; 1467 

New deaths, new monſtcrs, ſtill we go to meet. 

Perhap$to rhoſe far ſ-as our journey bends. 

Where to the waves the burning fun deſcends : 

Where _— heaclong down heaven's azure 

en, 

Al. red he p;unges in the hiffing deep. 

Now fink stile pole, declining from its height, 1475 

And fecms to yield beneath the rapid weight. 
Kor farther lands from fame herſelf are known, 

Tut Mauritanian Juba's realms alone. 

Perhaps, while, raſhly daring, on we paſs, 

Fate mar diie yer ſome more dreadful place; 1480 

ill. late repenting, we may wiſh in vain 

To te theſe ſerpents, and theſe lands again. 

Ove joy at leaſt do theſe ſad regions give, 

'n here we know tis poſſihle to live: | { 

Ihe, by the native plagues, we may perceive. 
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Nor aſk we now ſor Aſia's gentler d. y. 

Nor now for European ſuns we pray; 

Thee, Afric, now, thy abſence we deplore, 

And ſadly think we neter ſhall ſee thee more. 

Say, in what part, what climate are they loſt ? 

Where have we leit Cyrene's happy froſt ? 1491 

Cold ſkies we felt, and froſty winter there, 

While more than ſummer ſuns are raging here, 

And break the laws of the well order'd year. 

Southward, beyond earth's limits, are we 
paſs d, 1435 

And Rome, at length, beneath our ſcet is plac'd. 

Grant us, ye gods, one pleaſure ere we die, 

Add to our harder fate this only joy, 

That Cafar may purſue, and follow where we 


y. 

Impaticat, thus the ſoldier oft complains, 1508 
And ſcems, by telling, to relieve his pains. 
But moſt the virtues of their matchleſs chief 
Inſpire new ſtrength, to bear with every grief; 
All night, with careful thoughts and watchful 


eyes, 
On the bare ſands ex pos d the hero lies; 
In every place alike, in every hour, 
Dares his ill fortune, and defies her power. 
Unweary'd till, his common care attends 
On every fate, and chears his dying friends: 
With ready haſle at each ſad call he flies, 1519 
And more than hea'th, or life itſelf, ſupplies; 
With virtue's nobleſt precepts arms their ſouls, 
And ev'n their ſorrows, like his own controls 
Where-e er he comes, no figns of grief are 
ſhown ; 
Grief, an unmanly weakneſs, they diſown, 
And ſcorn to ſigh, or breathe one parting 
groan. 
Still urging on his pious cares, he ſtrove 
The ſenſe of outward evils to remove; . 
And, by his preſence, taught them to diſdain 
The feeble rage and impotence of pain. 1520 
But now, ſo many toils and dangers paſt, 
Fortune grew kind, and brought relief at laſt. 
Of all who ſcorching Afric's tun endure, 
None like the ſwarthy Pſyllians are ſecure. 1524 
Skill'd in the lore of powerful herbs and charms, 


1505 


| Them, not the ſerpent's tooth, nor poiſon harms ; 


But nature too their blood has temper'd well, 
And taught with vital force the venom to re- 
pel. | | | 
With healing giſts, and privileges grac'd, 1430 
Well in the land of ſerpents were they p'ac'd; 
Truce with the ercadiul tyrant, death, they 
have, 
And border ſafcly on his realm, the grave. 
Such confidence is in their true-born blood, 
That oft with aſps they prove their doubtful 
brood: 1535 
When wanton wives their jealous rage inflame, 
The new-born inlant clears or damns the dame ; 
If ſubje& to the wrathful ſerpert's wound, 
The morher's ſhame is by the dang-r found; 
But if unhurt the fearleſs infant laugh; 1549 


Nor do they thus in arts alone excel, 


| The wife is honeſt, aud tlie kuſbaud ſafe. 
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do when Jove's bird, on ſome tall cedar*s head, 
Has a new race of generous eaglers bred, 
While yet unplum'd, within the neſt they lie, 
Wary ſhe turns them to the eaſtern ſky; 


Abaſh'd they ſhrink, and ſhun the potent ray, 


1. 
Sbe ſpurns them ſorth, and caſts them quite 


Then if, unequal to the god of day, 
| 

away; . | 
But if with daring eyes unmov'd they gase, 1549 
Withſtand the light, and bear the golden blaze ; 
Tender ſhe broods them with a parent's love, 
The future ſervants of her maſter Jove. 
Nor ſafe themſclves, alone, the Pſyilians are, 
But to their gueſt. extend their friendly care. 


Firſt, when the Roman camp is mark'd, 


around | 
Circling they paſs, then chanting, charm the 
ound, 
And * the ſerpents with the myſtic ſound. 
B-yond the farthett rents rich fires they build, 
That healthy medicinal odours yield ; 
There foreign Galbanum diſſolving fries, 1560 
And crackling flames from humble Wa'l-wort 
riſe ; 
There Tamariſk, which no green leaf adorns, 
And there the ſpicy Syrian Coſtos burns. 
There Centory ſupplies the wholeſome flame, 
That from Theſſalian Chiron tak2sirs name; 1565 
The gummy Larch tree, and the Thapſos there, 
Wound-wort and Maiden-weed perſume the an. 
There the large branches of the long-liv'd hart, 
ith Southern-weod, their odours ſtrong im- 


rt. 
The 4 of the land, he ſerpents fell, 1570 
Fly far away, and ſhun the hoſtile ſmell. 
Securely thus they paſs the nights away ; 
And if they chance to meet a wound by day, 1 
The Pfſyllian artiſts ſtraight their ſxill difolay. 
Then ftrives the Leach the power of charms to 
ſhow, 1575 
Aud bravely combats with the deadly foe ; 
With ſpittle firſt, he marks the part around, 
And keeps the poiſon priſoner m the wound; 
Then ſudden he begins rhe magic ſong, 1579 
And rolls the numbers haſty o'cr his tongue ; 
Sw ſt he runs on; nor pauſes once ſor breath, 
To ſtop the progreſs of approaching d. ath : 
He fears the cure might ſuffer by delay, 
And life be loit but for a moment's ſtay, 158, 
Thus oft, though deep within the vein it lies, 
By magic numbers chac'd, the miſchief flies: 
But if it hear too flow, if ſtill it ſtay, 
And ſcorns the potent charmer to obey ;' 
With forceful lips he faſtens on the wound, 1589 
Drains out, and ſpits the venom to the ground. 
Thus, by long uſe and of experience taught, 
He knows from whence his hurt the patient got; 
Hz ny the part through which the poiſon 
paſt, | 
And knows each various ſerpent by the taſte. 
The warriors thus rclicv'd, anudſt their 
Pains. 1595 
Held on their paſſage thro gh the deſert plains: 


_ now the filver empreſs of the night 


tad loſt, and twice regaiu'd, her borrow d light, | 
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While Cato, wandering o'er the waſteſul field, 
Patient in all h's labours ſhe bcheld. 1608S 
At length condens'd in clods the {>nds appear, 
And ſhew a hetter ſoil and country near ; 
Now from afir thin tufts of trees ariſe, 
And ſcattering cottages delight their eyes. 
But when the ſoldier once beheld again 
The raging lion ſhakes his horrid mane, 
What hopes of better lands his ſoul p ficſt ? 
What joys he felt, to view the dreadful beaſt ! 
Leptis at laſt they reach'd, that neareſt lay, 
There free from ſtorms, and the ſun s parching } 


ray, 

At eaſe 2 paſs'd the wintery year away. j 

When ſated with the joys which Qlaughters 

yield, 

Retiring Cæſar . left Emathia's field; 
His other cares laid by, he ſought alone 
To trace the footſteps of his flying ſon. 
Led by the guidance of reporting fame, 
Furſt to the Thracian Helle{pont he came. 
Hcre young Leander periſh'd in the flood, 
And here the tower of mournful Hero ſtood : ' 
Here, with a narrow ſtream, the flowing tide, 
Europe, from wealthy Aſia, does divide. 1631 
From hence the curious victor paſſing o*cr, 
Admiring ſought the fam'd Sigzan ſhore. 
There might the tombs of Grecian chiefs behold, 
Renown'd in ſacred verſe by bards of old. 1625 
There the long ruins of the walls appear'd, 
Once by great Neptune, and Apollo, rear'd : 
There ſtood old Troy, a venerable name ; 
For ever conſecrate to deathleſs fame. 
Now blaſted moſſy trunks with branches ſear, 1630 
Brambles and weeds, a loathſome foreſt rear 
Where once, in palaces of regal ſtate, 
Old Priam, and the Trojan princes, ſar. 
Where temples once, on loſty columns born, 
Majeſtic did the wealthy town adorn, 1635 
All rude, all waſte and dceiolate is lay d, 


And even the ruin'd ruins are decay'd. 


Here Cæſar did each ſtory'd place ſurvey, ; 


1605 


1615 


Here ſaw the rock, where, Neptune to obey, 
Heſione was bound the monſter's prey. 
Here, in the covert of a ſecret grove, 
The bleſt Anchiſes claſp'd the queen of love: 
Here fair Ocnone play'd, here ſtood the cavz 
Where Paris unce the fatal judgment gave; 
Here lovely Ganymede to Heaven was born, 1643 
Each rock, and every tree, recording tales adorn. 
Here all that docs of Xanthus' ſtream remain, 
Creeps a {mail brook along the duſty plain. 
Whilit careleſs and ſecurely on they paſs, 
The Phrygian guide forbids to pre s the graſs; 
This place, he ſaid, for ever facred keep, 1651 
For here the ſacred bones of Hector fleep. 
Then warns him to obſerve, where, rudely caſt, 
Disjointed ſtones ay broken and defac'd: 
Here his laſt tate, he cri:s, did Priam prove; 
H re, on this altir of Hercæan ] ve. 

O pocſy divine! O ſacred fong ! 
To thee, bright fame and length of days belong z 
Thou, goddeſs! thou eternity canſt give, 
Aud bl [cure the mortal hero live, 5 


x68 


Nor, Cæſur, ti ou Jiſlain, that I rehearſe 

"Three, and thy wirs, in ro ignoble verſe ; 

S nce, it in aught the Lo tian Muſe excel, 

My name, and thine, immortal 1 fourcte! ; 

tm ty our labuurs Mall roverd, 

Aid Lucen Bevriſh, Ie the Grecian lard ; 

My nun bers ſhall to lateft times convey 

The tyrant Ca ſer, 2rd Phar ſalia's day. 
When leng the chief Lis wondcring eyes had 


1665 


t 
On * monuments of ages paſt; 1670 
Of living turf an Ator firaight he made, 
Then on the fire rich enr1s nd incerſe laid, 
ne thn, ſreceſcſul in his vows, he pray'd. 


Ye fades divine ! whe keep this ſacred pace, 
Ard thou, Bens! wither of my race, 1675 
Ve powers, whoe'cy from Hñurving Troy did come, 
Demeſt ic g 0s of Alba, and of Rome. 
Who till 3riferve your ruin'd country's rome, 
And cn your alters gore t e Thrygian flame: 
And thu, bright maid, who art to men de- 
r3'd; 
Palizs, who doſt thy ſacred privileze cenfide 
To Reme, and in ler inmoſt temple hide; 
Het, and auſpicious to my vows incline, 
To me, the greateſt of the Tulian line: 
Preſper my ſuture Ways; and lo! 1 vow 
Yorr*amicnt ſtate and honovrs to beſtow ; 
Aufonian bands ſhall Phrygian walls reftore, 
And Rome repoy, What roy con{-1r'd beſore. 
He ſaid; and taſted to his fleet away, 
Swift to epair the jofs of this delay. 1090 
Up ſprung the wind, and with a ireſn / ning gale, 
The kind north-weſt ſili'd cv'ry ſwelling tail z 
I.iglit o'er the ſcamy waves the navy flew, 
Til! Aſia's ſhores ant Rhodes no more they view. 
Six tyres the nicht her ſeble round had 25 
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nt ſeventh now pal! rg on the chuf ſurvey'd 
High Fheros ſuin v, throveh the gli on: y ſhade; 
Tie coaſt deſcty'd, be wins the riſing dy, 
Ihen ſaſcly to the port direchs his way. 
There wide with crou.'s o'cripread he fees the 

ſi-ore, 

And echoing hears the loud tumultvous roar. 
Di*ruPful of his fate, he gives cummaad 
To fend aloof, nor truſt the doubted lard ; 
When lo! a metlenger appears, to bring 
A fatal pledge of pcucc from ZZgypt's King: 1705 
Hid in a veil, and clo'ely cover d o'cr, 
Pompey's pale viſage in his hand he bere. 
An :mpicus orator the tyrant ſends, 
Who thus, with fittirg words, the monſirous gift 


| c mends. 
Ezil! fiſt and greateſt of the Reman 
name; 1710 


Ir pc wet moſt miglity, mgſt renown's in ſumc: 
Lan! rightly row, the world's unrival'd lord! 

1 tat benefit thy I'Þarian friends afford. 

Xiy Ling beftows te prize thy arms have ſought, 
For u hich Pharlſatia's field in vain wes fore ht. 
Notuſk remains ſor ſuture labour ow; 17 6 
The civil wars are finiſh'd at a blow. 

To heal Th-flalia's ruins, Pompey fled 

To us ſer ſuccour, a by us lies dead, 


'Y.% & 


| 


Thee, Cæſar, wich this coſtl. pledge we boy, 
Thee, to our fr:endſnip, with tl. it victim tie. 1721 
A*xypr's proud ferprre freely then r: ceive, 
Whate'er the ferri.e flowing Nile can give: 
Accept the treaſures which this deed has ſpar q; 
Accept the benefit. withort reward. 1725 


| Deign, Caſar ! deign to think my royal lord 


Werthy the aid of thy victorious ſword . 

In the firſt rank of greatneſs ſtall he ſtand; 

He, u ho could P rupry's defiiny comma d. 

Nor frown diſduntul on the proficr'd ſpoil, 15 30 

Becauſe not dearlv boy ht with blood and toi: 

Put thirk. oh r' ink, what ſacred ties were broke, 

How irienef:ip pleaded and how nature pee; 

That Porapey, whoreft r'd Aulctes? crow! 734 

Ihe father's ancicut guſt was mut du d by the 
lon. 

Then judge thyſc!f, and aſk the world and ſame, 

if ſervices life thefe deſerve a name. 

I; gods and men the daring Gerd abhor, 

Think. for that reaſon, Cæſar ov:es the mor-; 


| This blon1 for thre, thouph rot by thee was foilt ; 


1 hou haſt tue benefit, and we the cut. 1521 
He ſaid, and raight the horrid giſt unveil” 

And ftedſaft to the gezing victor keld 

Chang'd was the face, delorm'd with death all \ 
o'er, * 

Pale, ghatly, wan, and ſtain'd with clo' ted 
gore. 

Unlike the Pompey Cæſar knew before. 

He, nor at firſt diſdain'd the fatal boon, 

Nor ſtarred from the dreadful fight too ſoon, 

Awhile his eyes the drea fol ſcere enevre, 149 

Doubting they view; bur ſhun it, when .- 
cure. 

At length he food convinc'd, the deed was done; 

He ſaw etwas ſafe o mourn his life!eſs ſon : 


Yo - 


And ſraig}tt the ready tears, that ſi aid till now, 


Swift at command with p'ous ſemblance fon: 
As if deteſting, from the ſi ht he turns, 17465 
And groaning, with a heart triumphant mens, 
Be ſcare his inmpious thought ſliculd be deſery d, 
And ſecks in tears the ſwelling joy to h de. 
Ih us the curſt Pherian tyrant's hopes were croſt, 
Thus a'l the merit of his gift was loſt ; 1750 
Thus fur the murder Cæſai's thanks were ſpar'd; 
He cheſe to mourn it, rather than reward. 

le who, 1clentleſe, through Pharſalia 10Ge, 
And on the ſcnate's mangled fathers trod; 
He who, without one pityirg ſigh, beheld, 1765 
The blocd and Now hter of that woctul fold ; 


But pay'd the tri. ute of his gri-f to thee. 

Oh myitery of fortune, and of fats ! 

Oh ill-conſorted piety and hate! 1776 

And canſt thou, Ctar, then thy tears affurd 

To the dire object of thy vengeful ſword ? 

Didſt thou, for this, devote his keftile kead, 

Purſve him living, to bewail him dead? 

Could not the ger tle tie of kindred move? 1775 

Wert ew Sat touch'd with thy 1ad Julia's 
love! 

Andweep'ſt thou now? Coſt thou theſe tcars 

— provide 

To win the fricucs of Pompey to why fide ? 
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perhaps with ſecret rage thuu doſt repine, | 
That he ſhould die by any hand but thine : 1789 
I hence fall thy tevrs, that Ptolemy has done 

A murder due to Cafar's hand alone. 

What ſecret ſprings ſoc'er theſe currents know, 
1 hey ne'cr, by pacty, were taught to flow. 

Or didſt thou kindly, like a car ful friend, 1785 
Purſue him flying, only to defend! 


Well was his ſate deny'd to thy command ! 

Well was he ſnatch'd by fortune from thy hand! 

Fortune witheld this glory from thy name, 

For!.ad thy power to ſave, and ſpar d the Roman 
ſhame. 


Still he gors on to vent his grieſs aloud, 1731 | 
Ard artſul, thus, decerves the caiy croud. 

Hence from my ſight, nor let me lee thee ; 

more, | 
Itaſle to thy king his ſatal gift reſtoro. 
At Ce ſar you have aim'd the deadly blow, 1795 
And wounded Cæſur worſe than Pon:pey now ; 
The cruel hands by which this deed was done, | 
Fave torn away the wreaths my ſword had won, 
"That nobleſt prize this civil war could give, 
Ilie victotꝰs right to bid the vanquiſh'd live. 1850 
Then tell your king, his gift ſhall be repay's ; 
I would have ſcent him Cleoparra's head; 
Put that he wiſhes to bchold her dead. 
How has he dar d, this Aigypt's petty lord, 
To join his mu dets to the Roman ſword ? 1805 
Lid I, for this, in heat of war, diſt-in 
With nob1- blood kmathia's purple plain, a 
To licenſe Ptolomy s pernicious reigu ? 
Did I with Pompey ſcorn the world to ſhare ? 
And can I an /&yvptian partner beer? 1810 
In vain the warlike trumpet's dreadſul found 
Has rous'd the univerſe to arms around; 
Vain wis the ſhock of nations, if they own, 
Now, any powet cn earth but minc alone. 
If hither to your impious ſhores I care, 1815 
Twas to aflert at once my power and fame; 
Leſt the p-le fury @rvy ſhould have ſaid, 1 
Your crimes I domn'd not, or your arms 1 fled. 
Nor think to fawn belore mc and deccive ; 
I know tl e welcome you prepurc to give. 1820 
ILeſtalia's Feld preſerves me: ire ma your hate, | 
Aud guards the victor's head from Pompey's } 
fat 

What ruin, Gods! attended on my arms, | 
What dangers unforcſren ! what waiting harms ! 
Pompey, and Rome, n! exilc, were my fear ; 
See yet a fourth, ſee Frolomy anpear ! 5 
The boy-king's ven cance loters in the rear. 
Pardon and liſe s the nil we can ben 
For you, the meaner lie: d, with ritcs divine, 18 30 
Ard picu cares, the warriors kead infarine : i 


But we forgive hi- you h. and bid him know 
Atone with penitence the in'ir'd ſha'e, | 


nd let his aſhes in their urn be laid; | 
Flicaz'd, let his ghoſt lanienting Cafar know, 1834 i 


Aud ſcel my preſence here, ev'u in the realns 
bzlow. 

Oh, what a day of joy was luſt to Rome, 

Vhen hapleſs Punpey did to Egyt com: ! 

When, to a father and a friend u: zuſt, . 

He rather choſc hz Tha tap dor to truſt, 13: 


1 
* 


| Beg 


[3 
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The w:ctched world that loſs of peace ſhall ru:, 

Of prace, which ſrom our friendſhip mig ht en- 
ſue. 

But thus the gods the r hard decrees have wade ; 

In vuin, for peace, and for repoſe, I proy'd; 

In vain implor'd, that wars aud rage might 
end, 

That, 1 might to Pompey 

-nd, 

him to live, and once more he my ſri-nd. 

Ihen had my labours met tlicit juſt reward, 

And, Pompey, thou in all my plories ſhar'd ; 

Ihen, jars and enmities all paſt and, gene, 

In pleaſure had the peace ſul years roll'd on; 1250 

Alt ſhould forgive, to make the joy complete 

Thuu ſhouldſit thy harder tate, and Keme my 
wars forget. 

Faſt falling {till the tears thus ſpoke the chicſ, 
Cut ſound no partner in the ſpecitus grief. 
Oh! glorious liberty! when all ſhall dare 
A face, unlike their mighty lord to wear ! 
Each in his breaſt the riſing ſorrow kept, 
And thought it ſaſc to laugli, though Cir 

wept. 


1885 


* 


LUCAN's PHARSALIA 


0. 
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"eſar, upon is arrival in t finds Ptolemy one 
gaged in a quarrel with bis er (lerburray 
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a! length breals throuob, lea bi into the ſea, and with” 
bis uſaa! courage and good fortunc ſwims in ſafety 
4% bis own fleet. 


OON as the widr reach'd the guilty ſhore, | 
Yet red with ſtains of murder'd Pompey's 


gore, 
New toils his till prevailing fortune met, 
By impious ZZzypt's genius hard beſet. 4 
"The ftirife was now, i thi- deteſted land | 
Should own imperial Rome's ſupre ae _ 
mand, ; 
Or C:1ar bleed beneath ſome Pharian hand. 
But thou, oh Pompey ! thy diviner ſhade, 
Came timely to this cruel father's aid ; 
Thy influence the deadly ſword withſtood, 15 
Nor ſuſſer d Nile, agaiu to blu with Roman 
Flood. 
Saſe in the pledge of Pompey, Nin folate, 
Proud C:cfur enters Alezandriu's gate; 
Euſigus on h gh the long pruceſhon lead; 
he warr'or and his arme1 train ſuccced. 15 
Meanwhile, loud murmvring, the mcody throng 
Bel: o!d hi; Faſces born» in ſtate along; 
Ol mocyations fiercely they c: mplain, 
And icornfully rejed the Roman reign. 19 
Soon ſaw the chief th* untoward bent they take, 
And fcund that Pompey fell not for his ſake. 
Wiſely, hoxc'er, he did his ſecret fear, 
And held his way with well-diſſembled clear. 
Carclcſs, he runs their gods and temples o'er, 
The monuments of Macedunian power; 25 
But neither god, nor ſhrine, nor myſtic rite, 
Their city, nor her walls, his ſoul delight: 
Their caves benceth his fancy chi-fly led, 
To ſearch the gloomy manſions of the dead : 
Thither with ſecret pleaſure he deſcends, 30 
And to the guide's recording tak attends. 
There the vain y outh who made the world his 
rize, 
That proſperous robber, Alexander, lies. 
When p'tying death, at length, had freed man- 
kind, 
To ſacred reſt his bones were here confign'd: 35 
His bones, that better had becu tois'd and 
Burl'd, 
With juſt contempt, around the injur'd world. 
But fortune ſpar'u the dead; and partial Fate, 
For ages, fix'd his Pharian empire's date. 
If e*'cr our long Iſt liberty return, 40 
That carcaſe is reſet vd for public ſcorn : 
Now, it remains a monument conſeſt, | 
How one proud man couid lord it o'er the reſt. 
To Macedon, a corner of the cart, 
The vaſt ambitious ſpoiler ow'd his birth : 


L 


There, ſoon, he icorn'd his father's humbler 
reign, 

And view'd his vanquiſi'd Athens with diſ- 
dain, 


Driv'n headlong on, by Fate's reſiſileſs force, 

Through Aila's realms he took his dreadſul 
courſe : 

His ruthleſs ſword laid Human Nature waſte, 50 

And deſolation follow'd where he paſs'd. 

Red Ganges bluſh'd, end fant'd FEuplrates' flood, 


454 


POEM S. 


Such is the bolt which angry Jove employs, 
When, undiltinguiſhing, his wrath deſtroys: x5 
Such to mankind, portentous meteors riſe, 
Trouble the gazing earth, and blaſt the ſkics, 
Nor flawae, nor flood, his reſtleſs rage withſtand, 
Nor Syrts unfaithſul, nor he L'byan ſand : 
O'cr waves unknown he meditates his way, 60 
And ſecks the boundleſs empire of the ſea ; 

Ev'n to the utmoſt weſt he would have gone, 
Where Thetys' lap receives the ſetting un; 


And drunk from ſecret Nile's remotecſt head, 

Men nature s hand his wi d ambition ſlay'd. 

With him, that power his pride had lov'd fo 
well, | 

His monton: univerſal power fell : 68 

No heir, no juſt ſucceſlor left behind, 

E:crnal wars he to his friends afſign'd, 

To tar the world, and ſcramble for mankind. 

Yet itil} he dy'd the maſter of his ſame, 

And Parth:* ro the laſt rever'd his name: 


With lower homuge than ſhe pays to Rome. 75 
Thovyh from the ſrozen pole our empire run, 
Far as the journ ys of the ſouth*rn ſun ; 
In triumph though our corquering eagles fly, 
Where-c'er ſoft Z-phyrs fan the weſtern ſky ; 
Still to the haughty Parthian muſt we yield, 80 
And mourn the loſs of Carrz's dreadful ſield: 
Still all the race untam'd the ir pride avow, 
And lit thoſe heads aloft which Pella taught to 
bow. 


From Caſium now the beardleſs monarch 
came, 
To quench the kindling Alexandrian's fame. 8g 
Th' urwariike rabble ſoon the tumult ceaſe, 
And he, their king, remains the pledge of 
peace; 
Vhen, veil'd in ſecrecy, and dark diſguiſe, 
To mighty Cæſar Cleopatra flies. 9 
Won by perſuaſive gold, and rich reward, 
Her keepcr's hand her priſon gates unbarr'd, 5 
| An: a ſight galley for her fligl:t prepa: d. 
Oh, fatal ferm! thy native Agypt ſhame ! 
Thou lewd perdition of the Lat an name 
How wert thou doom d our furies to increaſe, 95 
And be what Helen was to Troy and Greece! 
| When w th an hoſt, from vile Canopus led, 
Thy vengeance aim'd at great Auguſtus' head; 
When thy ſhrill, imbrel's found was heard irom 
far. 
And Rome herſelſ ſhook at the coming wer; 109 
When doubtful fortune, near Leucadcia's 
| ſtrand, | 
Suſperded long the world's ſu; reme com- 
mand, | 
And almoſt gave it to a woman's hand. 
Such during courage ſwells her wanton heart, 
While Romen lovers Roman fires impart : 105 
Glowing alike with greatneſs and delight, 
She roſe fill bolder from each gvilry night. 
Then blame me, hapleſs Anthony, no more, 
Loſt and undone by beauty's fatal power; 


II Car, long inur'd to rage and arms, 110 


With Perkan this, aud that with Indian blood. 


— 
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Submits his Nubborn heart to thoſe ſoft charms ; 


Around each pole his circuit would have made, 


The havytty Faſt from Greece receiv d her doom, 


—— — — 
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/ 
H, recking from Emathia's 'read'u! p'ain, Meth ivory was the entrance cruſted o'r, 175 
And horrid with the blood ct thoutſi:ds Lain, And polft'd tort-uſe hid each ſhining Ovor ; 
He ſinks l:ſcivious in a lewd ' mbraze, Mink on the condy fpois enochaes'd was feen 
While Pompey's ghaſtly ſpectre haunts the | The lively emerold's ucver-fa. ling 470m, 
place i i With, the reval beds ard couche- bene, 

If Julia's chaſteſt name he can forget, B. any ond light viith many a coftly une. 189 
And raiſe her, brethren of a baſtard ſet; In giow ing purple ich the coverings he ; 
If indolently he p-rmits, from far, Twice had they drunk the nobleſt Trrian dye; 
Fold Cato to revive the fainting war; Others as Pl.arian artiſts Lave the ſkill 
If he can give away the fruits of blood. 120 | To mix ihe party-colour'd web ot Will, 184 
And fight to make a ſtrumpet's titie good. With winding trails of various filks were made, 

To him diſdainiag, or to ſrign a toar, Where branching geld fer « ff the rich brucade. 


* 


Or ſpread her art fully di heve ld hir, 
In comely ſcrrow s decent garb array d, 
And truſting to her beauty's certain aid, 


Around, of every age, and choicer ſurm, k 
Huge crouds, whole nations of attendants ſwarm : + 
Some wait in yellow ring- of golic.: hacr, 


* 


900 


la words like theſe began the Piarian maid : The vanquiſh'd Rhine ſrew'd Cæſar none fe 
If royal birth and the Lagean name, | fir: 175 

Thy favouring p:ty, greateit Creiar, claim, Others were ſeen with ſwarthy woolly heada, 
Redreſs my wrongs, thus humbly I im7lore, | Black as cternal rigtt's unchanging ſhades, 
And to her ſtars an injur'd queen reſtore. 130 | Here ſquealing cunuchs, a diſmeniber's train, 
Here ſhcd thy juſter influence, and riſ Lament the loſ- of genial joys in vain : 
A ſtar auſpicious to Ægyptian ſkies. | There nature's nub eſt work, a youthful band, 195 
Nor is it ſtrunge for Pharos to beho d In the full pride of blooming manhcod ſtand. 

| A woman's temples bound with regal go'd : | All durccus on the Pharian princes wait, 

No laws our ſofter ſex's powers re rain, 235 {| The Princes round the honrd recliae in flate, 

| But undiſtinguiih*dl equaily we reign. | With mighty Czxſar, more than princes great. 5 
Vouchſaſe my royal father's will to read, Ou ivory feet the etton board was wrought, 2059 
And learn what dying Ptolemy decrecd : Richer than thote with captive Juba broug lit. 
My juf! pretenſions ſtand recorded there, | With every wie ambitious beauty trics 
My brother s empire and his bed to ſhare.” 14D | To fixthe darivg Roman's keat her prize. 
Nor wou'd the gentle Loy his love refuſe, Her brother's mcancr bed and crown the fcorns, 
Did curs'd Photinus leave him free to chooſe ; And with fierce hege for noblerempire burus; 205 
But now in vaſſalage he holds his crown, Coll a» the mif_hicts of her waiton eves, 
Ind acts by power and paſurcs not his own. And lier faint checks wich deeper rotes dyes ; 
Nor is my foul om cmp.re *ondly ſet, 145 } Amidſi the braidmngs cf her Rowmy hair, 
Eut could with eaſc my royal rights forget ; The ſpoils of orient rocks and factls appear ; 
So thou the throne from vile diſhonour ſave, Like midnight Ra.s, ten thou:and diamonds 


Reſtore the matter, and depoſe the flave deck | 215 


What Corn, what pride, his hauglhity buſom f ell, The comely riſing of her graccful neck: 
Since, at hi, bidding, Roman Pompey fil! 159 | Oi wondron work. a thir traſnarent lawn 
| Ev'n now, which oh! ye rightuous gens avert, Cer «ah fult bre ft in decency was drawn g 
Wis ſword is levell'd at thy ndl hart. | Where tilt by turns the parting threads ve ithe 
| Thou and mankiad arc Wrong'd, when he fall drew, 
dare, | ' And all the pantive boſom roſe to vi w. 213 
O- in thy prize, or in chy crime to ſhare. Her robe, hei every port, her air, cealfels 
In van her words the warrin's cars aſ-}p The power of female IM exhavited in her dref . 
Jail'd, 155 þ Fantaltic muaduch of wntkinking pride, 
| lid not her ſace beyond her tongue prevail d ; T'o buail that wealth, which pruven:e ſtrives te 
From thence reſiſtleſe cloqu nce the draws, hdr ! 
And with the ſwect perſuaſion gains her cauſe. | In C'vil Wars Inc): troafiives te diſplay, 220 
His ſttbburn heart diffolves in looſ: delight. And teropt a lier. the hows of prey! 
And grants her ſuit, for on Izſcivicus nivat. 160 4 Had Cefar nt been Car, impiaus, old, — 
Mgyp: and C far, now, in peace aprecd, 1 Audrcidy to ly wells the werid for gold, 0 
Riot and fealting to the war iucgecd? But ut n una none of ob 3 
The wanton queen diſplays her wealthy tore, Lins wealth owl Cuiirs or Fabricivs Lnow, 223 
#xcels unknyw a to ſruai Rome befure. | Or rudr Cineuretus from the pic, 
| Rich, as {ome {anc by laviſh zealo: s rcear'd, 165 f Cala, thy l. fed: mint ty on l, 
: For the proud banquet, ſtood the hull prepar'd: | And to nich their 3 er rol Oo the Nile, 
| Thick golden plates the latent beams inteld, Now, by a tain ci faves, the vat iaus ſcaſt 
And the high roof was Irerted o'er with gold: In maſ g vold meguiſicent was ed: 230 
Of ſolid marbic all. tl. wells were made, | Wimtorir curth, r air, or cas anord, 
And onyx ev n the meancr Hor inlay 4 3 170 In vatt protgl.on crowrs thuir la-our:mg board. 
White porphyry and «gut, round the court, Por daintic s, Ii yynt cry land explores, 
In maſly columns, roſc a proud fun: 22. Nur ſpares the very g. ds her zral adercs. 
Of ſolid chony cach mot was ro zit, ie Nin 's ſu cet woe gf e i%n ye pore, 235 
| From Iwazthy L. rc Irsee bavight; Au goms of price ter 570905 Lee e; 
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No growth of Mareotis' marſhy fields, 
Pvt luch as Mero® maturer yields; 
Viere the warm ſun the racy juice reſines, 
Ar mellows into age the infant wines. 240 
"ih wreaths of Nerd the gueſts their temples 
bind, 
And blooming roſes of immortal kind; 
heir dropping locks with oy odours flow, 
Nennt from near A a! ia, wire they grow: 
"Ihe vigurons ipices breaths their firong perſume, 
And the rich vapour Ils the ſpacious room. 246 
Here C :far Pompey* poverty diſdain'd, 
A:d leun'd to waſte that world his arms had 
gaiu'd. 
H ſaw th' Zgyptian weal:h w'th greedy eyes, 
Aud wiſt'd ſeme fair pretcnce to ſeize the prize. 
$4to6 at length with the prodigious feaſt, 251 
Ihr cury appetites {rum io. ccas'd; 
V h. Crelar, curious of fome new edelight, 
Ir c He rſation ſought to wear the night: 
"Thin gently thus addreit the good old pricſt, 255 
dining decent in his linen veſt 
Ou ſe Achorcus! vencravle ſecr! 
Whote age befpeaks thee heaven's peculiar care, 
Say from what crigin thy nation ſprung, 
What boundaries to Ægypt's land belong? 260 
What arc thy people's cuſtoms, and th.ir modes, 
Wha: rites they teach, what forms they give their 
wils ? 
Tach ancient ſacred myſcery explain, 
Which monumental ſculptures yet retain. 
INvin ny diſdains to be confin'd, 265 
Fain would be known, and reverenc'd by man- 
kind. 
"T's ſaid, thy holy predeceſſors thought 
Cccropiun Plato worthy to be taught: 
und ſure the ſages of your ſchoo's have known 
No ul more form'd fer ſcience than my own. 270 
Fame of my potent rival's flight, *tis true, 
To this your Pharian ſhore my journey crew; ; 
Yet know the love f learning led me too. 
In all the huri ies of tumultuous war, 
"The ſtars, the gods, aud lcavens, were ſtill my 
care. 
Nor ſhall my ſxill to fix the rolling year 
luferior to Eudoxus' art appear | 
Long has my curious ſoul, from early youth, 
"Coil d in the noble ſcarch cf ſacred truth: 
Yet ftill no views liave urg'd my ardour more, 
Than Nilc's remetcſt fountain to explore 
1 hen ſuy what ſource the famous ſtream ſupplies, 
And bids it at revolving periods riſe ; 
Shew me that head from wheucy, ſince time be- 
gun, 
The long ſucceſſion of his waves has run; 285 
This let me kuow, and all my oils ſhall ceaſe, 
The ſword be ſlicath'd, ard carth be bleſt wich 
peace. 
The wart or ſpu..c; and thus the ſcer rerly'd: 
Nor ſhalt thou, mighty Carfur, be deny'd. 
Our {res forbail al, but them.elves, to know, 290 
And kept with care projance lay men low: 
Iy { ul, | uwn, murc gend roufly inchu'd, 
ould Act in daybightto inen the bird 
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| Nor would 1rtruth in mydertes t. ſtraia, 
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But make the gods, their power, and — 
plain; 

Would teach their miracles, wou!d ſpread their 

rule, 

And one minds to juſt devotion raite, 

Kuow then, to all thoſe ſtars, he nature driven 

In oppoſition to revolving heaven, : 

Some one peculiar influence was given. 

Ihe ſun the ſcaſons of the year ſupplies, 

And bids the evening and the morrany riſc; 

Commands the plancts with ſupcrior force, 

And kerps cach wardcring light to his appointed 
courſe. 

The ſilver moon o'cr briny ſeas preſides, 

And hcaves huge ocean with alternate tidcs 

Saturn's cold rays in icy climes prevail; 

Mars rules the winde, the ſtorm, and rattling 
hail ; 

Where Jove aſcends, the ſkies are ſtill ſcrene ; 

And fruitful Venus is the genial queen : 310 

While every limpid ſpring, and falling ſtream, 

Subm!ts to radiant Hermes” reigning beam. 

When in the Crab the humid ruler ſhines, 

And to the ſultry Lion near inciines, 314 

There ſix'd immediate oer Ni:c's latent ſource, 

He ſtrices the watery ſtores with ponderous force ; 

Nor can the ſiood bright Maia's fon withitand, 

But heaves, like occan, at the moon's command; 

His waves aſcend, obedient as the ſeas, 

And reach their deſtin'd height by juſt degrees, 

Nor to its bauk retwins th' enormous tide, 

Till Libra's (qual ſcales the duys and uights di- 
vide. 

Antiquity, unknowing and decciv'd, 

In dreams of Ethiopian ſrows belicyv's : 

From hi'ls they taught, how mclting currents 
ran, 327 

M hen the ſirſt ſwelling of the flood began. 

But, ah, how vain the thought! no Boreas there 

In icy bonds conſtrains the wintery ycar, 

But ſultry ſouthern winds eternal reign, 

And corc.ing ſuis the ſwarthy natives Rain. 330 

Yet more, whatever flood the roſt congeals, 

Melts as the genial ſpring's return he feels; 

While Nilc's redundant waters never riſe, 

Till the hot Dog inflame the ſummer ſkies; 

Nor to his bank his ſhrinking ſtream c.nfincs, 335 

T'!]] bigh in heaven th* autumnai Balance ſhines. 

Uvitke his watcry brethren he preſides, 

Ard by new laws h s liquid empite guides. 

I rom dropping ſcaſous vo increale ke knows, 

Nor feels the fleecy ſhowers of melting ſnows 
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lis river {wells not idly, ere the land 34t 
The time y oſhee of his waves demand; 

Fut knows his lot, by Providence aſſigu d, 

To coo! the ſeaſon, and reſreſh mankind. 
Whene'er the Lion ſheds his fires arvund, 345 


And Cancez burns Syene s parching ground; 
Then, at the prayer of nations, comes the Nile, 
And kindly tempers up the mouldering ſoil. 
Nor from the plains the covering god retreats, 


35² 


Till the rude fervout of the flies abates; 
111] Phocbus into mil cr antunn fades, 


And Mcroi projects her lengthening ſhades. 
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Not et inquiring; ſceptics alk the cauſe, 


| 
Tis Jove's command, and theſe are Natures * 


O;hers of old. as vainly tov, have thaught 355 

By w«ilern winds the ſpreading deluge brought; 

While at ſix d times, for many a day, they laſt, 

Poſſeſs the x les, and di ve a conſtant blaſt: 

Colicaecd clouds united Zephyrs bring. 

Aud ſhed huge rains from many a dropping 
wing, 

To have 4 flood, aud ſwell th' abounding 
ſpring. 7 

Or when the airy brethren's ſtedſaſt force 

Reſiſts the ruſhing curreat's downward courſe, 

Ruckward he rolls indignant to his head: 364 

While o'er the plains his heapy waves are ſpread. 

Some have believ'd, that fpacious channels go 

Turough the dark enttails of the earth below; 

Through theſe, by turns, revo viug rivers pals, 

And ſecretly pervade the mighty male; 

Through thelec the fun, when from the north hc 
A; 


ies, 
And cuts the glowing Ethiopic Kica, 371 
From diſtant ſtreams attradt their liquid ſtores, 
And through Nile's ſpring th* aſſembled waters 


ours : 
Till ile, o'cr-burden'd, diſembogues the load, 
Aad ſpews the foamy deluge all abroad. $75 
Sages there have been too, who long main- 
tain'd, 
That occan s waves through porous earth are 
drain d; 
"Tis th-nce their ſaltnefs they no longer keep, 
By law d. groes ſtill freſhening as they creep : 
Till at a period, Nile receives them all, 380 
And pours thera looſely ſpreading as they fall. 
The ftars, and ſun himſelſ, as ſome have ſai, 
By echalations ſrom the deep are fed; 
And when the golden ruler of the day 
Through Cancer's ficry fign purſucs bis way, 


His beams attract tov largely from the fea ; 


Ihe reluſe of hs draughts the night return, 
And more than fill the Nile's capacious urn. 

Were 1 the dictates of my ſoul to tell, 
And ſpeak the reaſons of the watery twell, 390 
To Providence the tatk i ſhould aſlign, 
And find the cauſe in workmanſhip divine. 
L.cts ſtreams we trace, uncrring, to their birth, 
And know the parent Earth which brought them 

forth : 

While this, as early as the world he zun, 395 
Run thus, and muſt continue thus to run; 
Ard till, unfathom'd by our ſearch, ſhall own 
No cauſe, but Jove's commanding will alone. 

Nor, Cæſar, is thy ſearc of knowledge ſtrange ; 
Well may thy boundleſs ſoul deſire to range, 400 
Well niy ſhe ſtrive Nile's fountain to explore; 
Since mighty kings have ſought the ſame befure ; 
Each for the firſt diſcoverer would be known, 
And hand, to ſuture times, the ſecret down 
But ſtill their powels were exercis'd iu vam, 405 
While latent nature mock'd their ft uitloſs pain. 
Philip's great ſon, whom Memphis ſtill records, 
Ihe chief of her illuſtrious ſcepter'd lords, 


Sent. of his own, a cl. oſen number for h, 409 


To tree the wondrous ſtream's myſterious birth, 


| 
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Through Z'thiopia's plains they jourrey'd on, 
Till the hot ſun oppos'd the burning Zoue : 
There, by the pod's refittlels beams repell'd, 
An utbeginaing ſtte.m they tilt beheld. 

Fierce came Scſoſtris ſrom the eaſtern dawn; 415 
On his proud car hy captive monarchs drawn; 
His lawlets will, impatient of a bound, 
Commanded Niles hi fountain to be ſound : 
But ſoon much the ryrant miglit have known 
Thy f:m'd 1Hfperian Po, or (sallic Rhoue. 420 
Cambyſecs too, his daring Perſians led, 

V\ ker hoary age makes white the Ech ps head: 
Till ſere Miitrels d aud defti ute wf load, 

He tam'd his hungry jaws with human blood; 
Till h. his haſt the ther halt devour 'd, 425 
And lutte he Nile behind them unexpioc'd. 

Ot thy ivrhidden head, thou ſacred Hream, 
Nor icio dares to freck, nor ponts dream. 
Ihreugh various natiGns roll thy waters down, 

By munry wen, though fill by all unknown; 

No laut preſumes to claim thee for her own. : — 

For me, my humble tale no more ſhall til; 

Tium what our just records domontir te weli; 

Thay God, wie bade thee thus mytterigous flow, 

Permnis the narrow mind of man to know. 4 5 

Fir in the fuuth the daring waters rile, 

As in dill of Cancer's burning ſk ies; 

Thence, with a dowuw:r ceurte they ſcek the 
ma p, 

Direct againſt the lay northern wain; 

Uulets hen, partiil:y, thy winding tide 

Turns te the Lavien or Arabi n fide. 

Ihe ditti::i Sercs fir boned tare fiow ; 

Nor yet thy ſpring the diſtent Sercs know. 

*Midit ſoury Ethivors, next, thy current roums; 

The ſooty Et aups wonder whence *t comes ; 445 

Nature comcals thy infant ſtream with care, 

Nor lets thee, but in molt, appar 

Upon thy b-ok attonifa'd nartons fand. 

Nor dare aſlign i: e, tt ue peculiar land. 

Exempt from vu,” lawethy waters run, 4 0 

Nor take their viiiuus [luis lrom the tn : 

Though high in heaven the fiery ſolſtice ſtand, 

Obcdicur winter comes at thy coinmund. 

From pole to pole thy boundleſs waves extend ; 

One u ver knows thy riſe, nor on= thy end. 455 

By Nicroe thy itream divided rover, 

And winds encircling round her ebon groves; 

Of ſable hue the coſtly times tand, 

Dark as the twarthy namvss of the land: 409 

et, though tall wood. in wide abundance ſpread, 

Their leafy tos afford no fricadiy ihade; 

So vertically thine the ſolzr rays, 

Aud ſrum the Lion dart the downward blaze. 

From thence, through delcrts dry, thou jour- 
ucy'|t on, 

Nor ſhriak'ſ, diminiſn' d bw the Torrid Zone, 

S rong in thyſclf, collected, ruil, and one, 

Anon, thy ſtreams ate parcel d © er the plain, 

Anon the ſcatter'd curceuts mect again; 

Joinly they flow, where Plilz's gutes divide 

Our fertile Agypt from Arabie lde; 479 

Thence, with a peaceful, ivit deicent, they 
Creen, 


And ſeck, inſenſibly, the di2ant deep; 
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Till throngh ſeven months the ſamous flood 1 


loſt. 

On the laſt limits of our Pharian coaſt; _ 

Where Gaza's iſthmus riſes, io reſtrain 475 

"The Erythraan from the midland main. 

} Who that bcholds thee, Nile! thus gently flow, 

With ſcarce a wrinkle on thy glaſſy brow, 

Can gucks thy rage, when rocks 1cliſt thy force, 

And hurl thee hcadlung in thy downward 

courſe ; 430 

When fpouting catzraQs thy torrent pour, 

And nations tremble at the deafcning roar ; 

When thy proud waves with indignation rife, 

Aud daſh their foamy fury to the ſkies ? 

T Theſe wonders ieady Abatos can tell, 485 
And the tall cliffs that firſt declare thy ſwell; 
he cliffs with ignorance of old believ d 
Tiny parent veins, and for thy ſpring receiv'd. 
From thence huge mountains nature's hand pro- 

vides, 

To bank thy too luxurious river's ſides; 

As in à vale thy current ſhe reftrains, 

Nor fuffcrs thee to ſpread the Libyan plains : 
At Memphis, firſt. free liberty ſhe yields, 
And lets thee looſe to float the thirſty fields. 

In unſu ſpected peace fecurcly laid, 495 
Thus waſtc the fiiem night's declining ſhade. 

Mcanwhile accuſtom*d Furies ſtill infeſt, 

With uiual rage, Photinus' borrid breaſt , | 

Nor can the ruffian's hand from laughter reſt. 

Well may the wreich, diſtain'd with Pompey's 

bluod, 

Think every other dreadful action gaod, 

Within him fi! the ſnaky ſiſters dwell, 

And urge his ſoul with all the powers of hell 

Can fortune to ſuch hands ſuch miſchief doom, 

And let a flave revenge the wrongs of Rome 

Prevent th' example, pre-ordain'd to ſtand 506 

The great renown of Brutus“ righteous hand! 

Furbid it, Gods! that C:zlar's hallow'd blood, 

1» Liberty by Fate a victim vow'd. 

Should on a lefs occaſion e'er be ſpilt. 

And prove a vile Xgypiian eunuch's guilt. 

Hardend by crimes, the bolder villain, now» 

A vow's his rurp- fe with a daring brow ; | 

xc orns the mean aids of ſalſ. hood and { t prize, 

Aud openly the vidor chick defies, 515 

Vain u his hopes, nor doubting to ſucceed. 

He ſtruſts that Ca lar muſt, like Pompey, bleed. 
"The iel boy to curs'd Achillas hand 

Had, with his army, given his crown's com- 

mand z 

To him, by wicked ſympathy o“ mind, 520 

By leagurs and brotherhood of murder join d, 

hun, the firſt ond fiticft of his friends, 

bus, bye truſty fave, Fhotinus tends : 

While firetch'd at cale the great Achillas lies, 
nd Keep fits heavy on his flothful cycs, 525 
a bargain for ovr native land is made, 

And rac diſtoneft price already paid. 

The former rule no longer now we own, 

Ulurping Cleopatra wears the crown, 
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Noſt thou alone withdraw thee ſrom her ſtate, 230 


Nor en the bridal of thy miſlreſs was ? 
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To:-night at large ſuc laviſhes her cha 

And riots in luxurious Caſar's arms. 
| tre long her brother may the wanton wed, 
And reap the reſuſe of the Roman's bed; 535 
Doubly a bride, then doubly ſtall ſhe reign, * 
While Rome aud Agypt weer, Ly turns, her 
— chain. | 
Nor truſt thou to thy credit with the hoy, 
When arts and eyes, like hers, their powers em- 


loy. 
Mark with what caſe he: ſatal charms can moy'd 
The heart of Cæſar, ruthleſs, hard, ard old: 
þ Wer the foſt king his thouglitlaſe head to ret, 
But for a night, on ker inceſtuous breaſt ; 
His crows and friends he'd barter for the bliſs, 
And yrve thy head and mine for one lewd kils; 
On croſſes, or in flames, we ſhould deplore 346 
Her beauty's terrible refiſlleſs power. 

both, her ſentence is r wool paſo d, 

She dcoms us dead, becauſe we kept her chaſte. 
What potent hand ſhall then aſſiſtance bring? 350 
Cæſar's her lover, and her huſhand king. 
Haite, I adjure thee by our common guilt, 
By that great blood which we in vain have fpitt, 
Haſte, and let war, let death, with thee return, 
And the funereal torch for Hymen's burn. $55 
Whate'cr embrace thy hoftile charmer hold, 
| 


Find, and transſix her in the luſcious fold. 

Nor let the fortune of this Latian lord 

Abaſh thy courage, or reſtrain thy ſword ; 

In the ſame glorious guilty paths we tread, 860 
That rais'd him up, the world's imperious head. 
Lille him, we ſcek dominion for our prize, 

And hope, like him, by Pompey's fall to riſe. 
Witneſs the ſtains of yonder bluſhing wave, 
Yon bloody ſhore, and yon inglorious grave. 565 

Why fear we then to bring our wiſh to paſs? 
This Cæſar is not more than Pompey was. 
What though we boaſt nor birth, nor noble name, 
Nor kindred with ſome purple monarch claim ? 
Conſcious of Fate's decree, tuch aid we ſcorn, 570 
And know we were for mighty miſchicf born. 
Sce, how kind Fortune, by this proffer'd prey, 

1] Finds means to purge all paſt offence away: 
Wich grateful thauks Rome ſhall the dced ap- 
e, 6 

And this laſt crime the ſirſt oſſence remove. 

| Strpp'd of his titles, and the pomp f power, 

Cſar's a ſingle ſoldier and no more 

Think then how eaſily the taſk were done, 
How ſoon we may an injur'd world atouc ; 
F1niſh all wars, appeaſe each Roman ſhade, 350 
By ſacrificing one devoted head. 

Fearlcſs, ye ercad united legions, go; 

Rush, all undaunted, on your common foe ; 

This right, ye Romans! to your country do 

Ye Phariaus! this your king expects from you. 585 
But chief, Achillas! may the praiſe be thine t 


1 


Haſte thou, and ſind him on his bed ſup ne, 
Weary with toiling luſt, and garg'd with wine. 
Then ſtrik-, and what their Cato's 
| mand, 4 
The gods {hall give to thy more favour'd hand. 
Nor fail'd the meſſage, fitted to- perſua le; 
| But, pron; te bloed, the willing chief obey'd. 
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No noiſy trumpets ſound the dread alarm, To one fix'd his little band retreats, 
Put ſilently the moving legions arm: There mans the walls and towers, and bars the 
All unperceiv'd, ſor battie they prepare, 895 gatcs. | 


And buſtle through the night with buſy care. 

The mingled bands who furm'd the mongrel 
hoſt, 

To th diſgrace of Rome, were Romans moſt ; 

A herd. who had they not bee loſt to ſhame, 

Aud long ſorgetful of their country's name, 659 

Had bluth'd to own ev'n Ptolomy their head; 

Yet now were by his meaner vaſſel led. 

Oh! mercenary war, thou flave of gold ! 1 

How is thy faithleſs courage bought and ſold! 

Far baſe reward thy hircling han: ob-7 ; 

Unknowiag right or wrong they hip ht for = 

And give their country's great revenge away. 


Ah, wretched Rome! for whom thy fate pre“ 


In every n2tion, new domeſtic wars; 


The fury, that from pale Theſſe ia fled. 610 


Rears on the banks of Nile her baleful head. 


Wha? could protecting Rgypi more have done, 
Had ſhe receiv*d the haugl. ty victor's fon ? 
But thus the gods our finking ſtate confound, 


Thus tear our mangled empire all around; 615 
In every land fit inſtrumeuts employ, 

And ſuffer ruthleſs flaughter to deſtroy. 

Thus ev'n Zpyptian parricides preſume ; 
To meddle in the ſacred carſe of Rome; 619 


Thus, had not Fate thoſe hands of murder ty'd, 
Succeſs had crown'd the vile Achillas* fide. 
Nor wanted fit occaſion tor the deed ; 
Tiracly the traitors to the place ſucceed, 
While in ſecurity the careleſs gueſt, 
Lingering as yet, his couch ſupinely preſt : 625 
No no guards, forbad the'r open way, 
But all diffoly'd in fleep and ſurſcits lay; 
With caſe the victor at the board had bled, 
And loſt in riot his defenceleſs head; 
But pious caution now their rage withſtands, 630 
And care for Ptolomy withholds their hands: 
With reverence and yemorie, unknown beſore, 
They dread to ſpill their royal maſter's gore; 
Leſt, in rhe tumult of the murderous night, 
Some errring miſchief on his youth may light. 635 
Sway d by this thought, not doubting to ſuccecd, 
They hold it fitting to defer the deed. 
Gods ! 2 ſuch wretches ſhould ſo proudly 
c! 

Can ſuch a life be theirs to take, or ſpare ? 
Till dawn of day the warrior itood 1epricv'd, 646 
And Cæſar at Achillas? Lidding liv'd. 

Now o'er aſpiring Caſium's caſtern head 
The roſy light by Luci'er was led; 
Swift through the laud the piercing beams were 
7 — 

nd glowing ZZgypt felt the kindling morn : 6 
When from — A* Alexandri:'s walis afar, » 
The citizens behold the coming war. 
The d eadful legions ſhine in juſt array, 
Aud firm, as to the battle, hold their way. 
d onſcious, mean-while, of his unequal force, 650 
Straight to the palace C:rſar bends his courle ; 
Nor in the lofty bulwarks dares confide, 
Their ample cirruit ſtretching far toe wide: 


ö 


There fear, there wrath, by turns, his boſom 


tears; 
He ſcar, ut ſtill with indignation fears. 
His daring ſoul, reftrain*d, more fiercely burns, 


Aud proudly the ignoble refuge ſcorn. 


The captive lion thus, with generous rage, 660 
Reluctant foams, and roars, and bites his cage. 
Thus, it ſome power could Mulciber indlave, 
And bind him down in ZEtna's ſmoky cave, 
With fires more fierce th* impriſon d god would 
low, 
And bellow in the dreadful deeps below. 
He who ſo lately, with undaunted pride, ' 
The power of mighty Pompey's arms defy'd, a 
With juſtic: and the ſenate on his fide ; a 
Who, with a cauſe which gods and men muſt hate, 
Stood up, and ſtruggled for ſucceſs with fate; 67a 
Now abjc& foes an- flaves inſulting fears, 
And ſhrinks benesth 2 ſhower of Pharian ſpears. 


| The warrior who diſdain'd to be conſin d 


By Tyrian Gades, or the eaſlern Inde, 674 

Now in a narrow houſe conceals that head, 

From which the fierceſt Scythians once had 
fled, 

And horrid Moors beheld with awſul dread. 

From room to room irrcſolute hc flies, 

And on ſome guardian bar or door rclies. 

So boys and helpleſs maids, when towns arc 
won, 680 

To ſecret corners for protect ĩon run. 

Still by his fide the beardleſs king he bears, 

Ordain'd to ſhare in every ill he ſears: 

if he muſt die, he dooms the boy to go, 

Alike devoted te the ſhades below ; 

Reſolves his head a victim firſt ſhall fall, 

Hurl'd at his flaves from off the lofty wall. 

So ſrom Ates fierce Medea fled, 

His ſword ſtill am'd at young Abſyrtos' head; 

M hene er ſhe ſecs her vengeful fire draw nigh, 690 

Ruthlcis ſhe dooms the wretched boy ſhould dic. 

Yet ere the cruel laſt extreme he proves, 


685 


By gentler ſteps of peace the Roman moves ; 


He ſends an envoy, in the royal name, 

To chide their fury, and the war dif {aim : 

But impious they nor gods nor kings r:gard, 

Nor univerſal law by all rever d; 

No right of ſacred characters they know, 

But tear the olive from the hailow'sd brow ; 

To death the meſſenger of pcace purſue, 7c 

And in his blood their horrid hands embrue. 
Such = the palma which curs'd Agyptiaus 

claim, 
Such prodigies exalt their nation's name. 
Nor purple Theflzly's deſtructive ſhore, 


635 


Nor dire Pharnaces, nor the Libyau Noor, 705 
Nor * barbarous land, in every age, 
Equal a ſoft Agyptian cunuch's rage. 
luceſſant till the roar of war rrevails, 
While the wild hoſt the royal pile aTails. 709 


Void of device, no thunderiug rams th: y bring. 
Nor kindling flames with cada wilchi.! 


Mug: 
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Hellowing around they run with fruitleſs pain, 
licavec at the doors, and thurſt and ſtrive in yan : 
Xore than a wall, great «'zfar's f rtune ſtands, 
Aud mocks the madneſs of their leeble: hands. 715 
On one proud fice the loſty fabric ſtuod 
Vr ected bold into th” adjoining flood; 
"Vacre, ſill'd with armed bauds, their barks draw 
near. 
Nut find the ſame defending Cæſar there; 
io every part the ready warrior ies, 720 
And with new rag: the fainting fight ſupples ; 
Headlong he drives the 1 with lis deadiy blade, 
Nor ſeems to be invaded, but t' invade. 
Againſt the ſhips Phalaric darts he aims; 
Nach dart with pitch and livid ſulphur flames. 5 25 
i he ſpreading fire o'cr-runs their unctuous ſides, 
Aud, nimbly mounting, on the top matt rides: 
Flanks, yards and cordage, feud the dreadful 
blaze ; 
The drowning veſſel hiſſes i»: the ſeas ; 729 
While floating arms and men, promiſcuous 
ſtrow d, 
Hide the whole ſurſuce of the 2zure flood. 
Nur dwells deſtruction on their flect alone, 
Lut, driven by winds, invades the neighbouring 
town ; 
On rapid win::s the ſheety flames they bear, 
In wavy lengths, along the reddening air. 735 
Not much unlike, the ſhooting meteors fly, 
ln gleamy trails, athwart the midnight ſky. 
$-0n as the croud behold their city burn, 
Tuither. all headlong. from the ſ.ege they t rv. 
Nut Cafur, prone to vigilance and haſte, 740 
"To ſuatch the juſt occabon ere it pals'd, 
Ilia in the friendly night's involving ſhade, 
A ſaſe retreat to Vharos timely made. 
In elder times ot holy Proteus? reign, 
An iſle it Rood, incompaſs d by the main; 
Now by a mighty mole the town it joins, 
And from wide fea> the ſafer port confines. 
Gf high importance to the chit it lies, 
To him brings aid, and to he foe dons; 
In cloſe reftroin: the c ptive town 3s held, 
While free behind he views the wetcry ficld. 
There falſe, with curs'd Photinus in his power, 
Caſar deſers the viilain's doom no more. 
Yet, ah! by m ans too gentle he expires; 754 
No graſhing knives he eco, no ſcorching fires :; 
Nor were his linzbe by grinning tigers torn, 
Nor pendent on the horrid croſs is borne : 
Benceth the [word the wretch reſigus his breath, 
And dics too giorioully oy Fompcy*s death. 
Mean-while, by wily Gauymede convey d, 760 
Arbudbe, he you ger royal maid, 
Fled to the camp; d with a daring hand 
Aflumcs the ſceptre of ſupreme command: 
Aud, for her ſceble brother was not the. e, 
S e ;als kericit the fole Lagzan heir. 765 
Ihen, ſiuce he dares di pute her right to reign, 
She . 6oms the fierce Achillas to be flain. 
With juſt morſe, repenting f: rtune paid 
7 1:;s ſecond victim to her Pompey's ſhade. 
J.ut ch! nor this, nor Pto'omy, nor all 770 
Ths racs of Lagos doom d at pace to Hall, 
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Not hecatombs of tyrants hall ſuſſice, 

Til Br tus ſtrikes, and haughty Carſar dias. 
Nor yet the rage of war was huſli'd inp 

No ſhould that orm, with him who rais'd it, 

ccaſc. 

A ſecon-l eunuch to the taſk ſucceeds, - 776 

And Garymede the power of Apypt leads: 

He cheers the drooping Pherians with ſucceſe, 

And urg'd the Roman hicf with new ditlrcks. 

Such dangers did one dreadful day afford, 

As annals might to lateſt times record, 

And con ſecrate to fame the wart ior's ſwor?, 
While to their barks his faithſul bands d-ſcends, 

Cæſar the mole s contracted ſpace defends. 5734 

Part from the crouded key aboard were paſe'd, 

The careful chief remain'd among the laſt ; 

When ſudden A gypt's furious powers unite, 

And fix on him alone the unequal fight. 

By land the numerous foot, by a the lect, 

At once ſurround him and prevent retreat. 790 

No means for ſaſcrty or cſcape remain, 

To fight, or fly, were equally in vain : 

A vulzar period on his wars attends, 

And his ambitious life obſcurely ends. 

No ſcas of gore, no mountains of the flain, 795 

Renown the fight o ſome ditlinguilth'd plain: 

But meanly in a tumult muſt he die, 

And, over-burne by crouds, ing lorious lie: 

No room was leſt to fall as Cæſar hould, 799 


At once the place and danger he ſurveys, 
Ihe riſing mound, and the ncar neighbouring 
ſeas: 
Some fainting ſtruggl'ng Coubts as yet remain: 
Can he, perhaps his navy {till regain ? 
Or ſhall ie die, and end the uncertain pain? 
At length. while madly thus perplex'd he burns, 
His own brave Scæva to his thought returns; 
Scæva, who in the breach undaunted ſtood, 
And ſingly made the dreadful battle good; 
Whoſe arm advancing Pompey's hoſt repe1!'d, 810 
And, coop'd within a wall the captive leader 
ed. 
Strong in his ſoul the glorious moge roſe, 
And taught him, ſudden, to diſdain his focs ; 
The force oppos'd in equal ſcales to weigh, 
H mſelf was Cæſar, and ZEgyprians thev ; 873 
10 truſt that fortune, and thoſe g.ds, once 
more, 
| That never fail'd his daring hopcs before. 
Threatening, aloft his flaming blade he ſhook, 
And threugh the throng his courſe : efiftl-{s took ; 
Hands, arus, and he med hea s before him 
liy, $25 
While mingling ſcre-ms and greans aſcend the 


ſky. 
I winds, impriſon'd, ſorce their ſuri-us way, 
Tear up the carth, and drive the foamy fea. 
| Juſt on the margin of the mount he ftay'd, 824 
And tor a moment, thence, the flood {rryey's: 
F. rtune divine! he preſent now, he cry'd; 
| And plung d, undaunted, in the foan:y tide. 
Th' ob--diert deep, at fortune's high command, 
R.ceiv'd the n.ighty meſter of the Ln; 


So little were the hopes his foes and fate allow'd. 
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Her ſcrvile waves officious Tethys forend, 830 He“ rears his livid creſt and kindling eyes, 

To raiſc with proud ſupport his awful head. And, terrible, the feeble foe defies ; 

And, for he ſcorn'd th' inglorious race of Nile His ſweliing breaſt a /oamy path divides, 

Should pride themſelves in aught of Czfar's ſpoil, | And, car-le's, o':r the murmuring floo ! he glides. 
In his left hand, above the water's power, Some looſer Muſe. perhape, who lightly treads 
Papers and ſcrolls of high import he bare; 835 The devious paths where wanton fancy leads, 86x 


Where his own lahours faithfully record In heaven's high court, would feign the quecn of 
Tae hattles of ambition's ruthleſs ſword : ol love, 
Safe in his right, the deadly ftcel he he'd, Kneeling in tears before theghrone of ſove, 
And plough'd, with many a ſtroke, the liquid ficld; | Imp'oring, ſad, th“ almighty father's grace, 
While his fix'd teeth tenacioufly retain 840 | For the dear offspring of her Julian race. 86g 
His ample Tyrian robe's imperial train; While to the juſt recording Romans eyes, 
TI iucumber d folds the curling ſurface ſweep, Far other forms, and other gods ariſc ; 
Come flow behind, and drag along the deep. Ihe guardian furies round him rear their heads, 


Icom the high mole, from every Pharian prow, | And Nemeſis the ſhield of ſafety ſpreads ; 

A thouſand hands a thouſand javelins throw ; 845 | Juſtice and fate the floating chief convey, $870 
The thrilling points dip bloodleſs in the waves, And Rome's gled genius wafts him on his way ; 
While he their idle wrath ſecurely braves. Freedom and laws the Pharian darts withſtand, 
So when ſome mighty ſerpent of the main And fave him for avcnging Brutus' hand. 

Rolls his huge length athwart the liquid plain, His friends, unknoying what the gods decree, 
Whether he range voracious for the prey, £50 | With joy receive him from the ſwelling ſea; 875 


1 Or to the ſunny ſhore directs his way, In peals on peals their ſhouts triumphant riſe, 
Him if by chance the fiſhers view from far, Roll o'er the diſtant flood, and thunder to the 
With fying darts they wage a diſtant war: ſkies, 


But the fell monſter, unappall'd with dread, 
Above the ſcas exerts his poiſonous head; 3855 
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| TO THE 
„ RIGHT HONOURABLE JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. 
HIS MAJESTY'S PRINGIPAL SECRETARY OF Ar. 
| FAR SIR, : a 


CANNOT wiſh chat any of my writings ſhould laſt longer than the memory of our 

triendthip ; ard, thercfore, I thus publicly bequeath them ro you, in return for che 
many valuable indances of your affection. 

I hat they may come tu you with as little diſadvantage as poſſible, I have left the cate 
of taeiu to one, whom, by the experience of ſome vcurs, I know well qualißed to an- 
ſwer my intentions. He has already the honour and happineſs of being under your 
| Protection; and, as he will very much ſtand in need of it, I cannot with him betier, 
| than that he may continue to deterve the favour and countenance of ſuch a purron, 

1 buve no time to l out in forming ſuch compliments, as would but ill ſuit chat ſa- 
| nuhlaruy between us, which was once my greatelt pleaſure, and will be my greateſt ho- 


woes hereafier. I: ttcad of them, accept my hearty wiſhes, that the great reputation you 
e acquired ſo car'y, may iure ſe ore au more: and that you hay long ſex ve your 


* 


; * Mr. Tickell. 
* oL, IV. 4 « 
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country with thoſe excellent talents, and nnblemithed integrity, which have To power. 
tvlly recommended vou to the wok gr.Cous and amicble Monarch that ever nlled a 


thrunte May the frir knots nd zende: ty 90 
vour cneinjes, and gain you nn iends, if pollble, ayfacere as vorrteht. 


your {pirit com inue to ſoten and ſubaue 
hen yo 


have found tuch, they cant with you more tue happinels than I, who an, with the 


great ct zeal, : 
Dear SIR, 5 
4 7 P ) our molt ent'roly affe&tonatc ſend, . 
% and lathtiul db dient ſervant. 
| J."ADDION. 
June 4, 1719- 
— —— 
TO MR. DRYDEN. M 


OW long, preat Poct, f.7!! thr ſacred lavs 
Provoke dur wonder, and traulcend our 
prz.fe ? 
Can neither injuries of time, or 2ge, 
Damp thy pociic heat, and quench thy rage? 
Not fo thy Ovid in his «exile wrote, 
Grief chill'd his breaſt, and check d his rifiog 
thougbt ; 
Penſive ard fad, his dropping X'uſc betrays 
The Roman genius in ite lak decays. 

Peevailivg warmth has {till thy mind poſſoſt, 
And ſccond youth is kKindled in thy breaſt; | 
Thou mak'fl the brautics of the Romans known, 

And Eugland boaſts of riches not her own ; 
Thy lines have heighten d Virgil's majeſty, 
And Horace wonders at himſelf in thee. 
Thou tcacieft Perſius to inform our ifle 
In ſmoothet numbers, and a clearer ſtyle ; 
Aud Juvenz]. inſtructed in thy page, 
Figes bis ſatire, and improves his rage. Jo 
le copy caſts a fairer light on all, 
4m. Fu onfvines the bright origiral. 

Nov Ovid boelts th' advantage of thy fong, 

Ard tclis lis ſtory in the Britiſh tongue; 
i charming verte, and fair tr.nflations, ſhow 
ov t!.y own laurel firſt began to grow: 
Liew wid { ycacn, chang'd by anpry wods, ; 
And u ohred at himſelf, ran howlig through the 
Wooes, 
O maay'it thou Mill the no! le taſk prolong, 
Nor age, nar lickue is, interrupt thy long : 
The: may we wondering rcad, bow human 
bmbs 
Fave watcr'd kingdoms, and diſſolv'd in ſtreams; | 
Of thoſc rich fruits that on the fertile mold 
Turn'd yellow by Cegrees, and ripen'd into gold: 
How in fone feathers. or a ray ged hide, | 
Have liv'd a fecond lite, and diff:rent nat: es 
try'd. | 
Tl.cn will thy O7id, thus tran«ferm'd, reve 1 
A vobler change than he himlelf can tell. 


Btagd, Coll ge. Oxon, 


June 2. 1693. 
The Authir's age 23 
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PRESENTED TO THE 1045 KEEFEFR, 


To 
THE RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN SOMERS, 


LOKD KEEPER OF THE GREAT SEAL, 


1695. 


JF yet your thovghts are looſe from Nate affairs, 
Nor feel the burden of a kingdom's cares: 

Ii yet your time and actions are your own, 

Receive the preſent of a Muſe unknown : 

A Muſe that, in adventurous numbers, ſings 

Ihe rout of armies, and the fall of Kings, 

Pritain advanc'd, and Europe's peace rettor'd, 

By Somers' counſels, and by Naflau's tword. 
Jo you, my Lord, theſe daring thoughts be- 

long, | 
Who hel 'd to raiſe the ſubject of my ſong ; 


To you thc hero of my verſe reveals 


His great degns, to you in council tells 


Hs inmoſt thoughts, determining the doom 
Of towns unſtorm d, and battles yet to cone. 
And well could you, in y- ur immortal ſtiaius, 
Deicribe his conduct, and reward his pains: 
But, ſince the ſtate has al your cares engrofs'd, 
And poctry in higher thoughts is loſt, 
Attend to vhkat a leſſer Mule indit s, 
Pas don her furs, and countenance her flights. 
On you, my Lord, with anxious fcar 1 wait, 
And from your judgment muſt expe my ſate, 
Who, free trom vu gar patiions, are above 
Degrading envy, or milgurded love; 
if you, well picas'd, {hall ſiuilc upon my lay*, 
iecure of ſame, my voice 1 I] bo'dly reilc, 
or next to What youu write, is what you prailc. 


0 


* King Fila. 
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TO THE KING. 


THEN now the buſineſs of the icld is o'er, 
* The trumpets ic, and alin Cc 
to roar, 
When every d mal echo is decay'd. 
Aud all the thunder of che battle lad ; 
Att n l. auipicious prince; ail let the Muſe 
Iu anble acoms ratl lor thoughts iufuls. 
Oche , in bold proplictic aumbzers PuiPd, 
Set th c in arms, and led thee to toc fila; 
My Muſ: expecting on the Brit.h aud 
Waits thy rctura, and welcome, the: to lind: 
che oft has [cn these prefing on the ſoc, 
Mhen Europe Was consern'd in evety blow; 
Bat dark not iu hie roic ſtr uns rejqoicr; 
Tuc trumpets, drums, and canauns, cruwn's her 
voce: 
the ſu the Boyne run thick wich human gore, 
And floating corps li beating on the ſhore; 
She ſz thee chinb the baiks, but try's in vain 
To trace her Hero through the duſty plain, 
Mhen through the thick embattled Iucs he 


br ke, 
Now plung'd amid the foes, now loit in clouds 
ol Lavke. 


O that wie **uſc, renown d for loſty verſe, 
In daring numbers wouid tay toils rech carte ! 
Draw tnce belov'd m peace, ard feir'd iu wars, 
Inur'd to noon-day ſwcars, and id-nigl.t cares! 


But fill the God-like man, by fome hard late, 


Receives the glory of ius toils too lata; 
Too late the veric the mighty at ſuccecds, 
Uve age the hero, one the poct breeds. 

A thoutand years in full ſucceſhou ran, 
Err Virgil rais'd his voice, and lung the nan 
Who, driven by ſtreis of fate, ſuck dangers bore 
Cn ſtarmy teas, and a difultrou- ſwore, 

Lelore be ſettled in the promis's earth, 
Ani gave the empire of the world his »irth, 

Troy long had ſuu..d the Grecieus bold and 

fierce, 
Ert Homer moſter* 4 vp their troops in verſe; 
Lon, had Achilles quck d the Trojans' butt, 
And laid the labour of the gods in dull, 
B-fore tho tovecring NMonfo began her fight, 


And drew the h ro reging in the fight, | 


Tagag d in tentzd lie ds and rulling fl.ods, 
Or L.ughiering morta's, or a match for gods. 
Aud here, perh Ps, by ſate's unciring Coom, 
dome mighty mad lies hid n years to come, 
Thu ſhal in WIIIein's zod-like acts engage, 
Aud wirh his bairics warma ut ure age; 
Fibcrnian Lelds ſl. ali here th y couguelts (how, 
Aud Boyne be ſung, whe! it hes ceas d to Bow 3 j 
Here Gall.c labour» 6141 advance ty lane 
And here Scacfi. ſhall wear another name. 
Ur la e pottery. with ſecret Great, 
Shall viz, ty battics, and with pieaſu e read 
How, n th: bloody feld tou near adranc'd, 
The puiltlefs hullet on thy ſuoulder glanc'd. 
The race of Naſſau wa by Heaven deſign'd 
o curb the prey. oppreſto. s of mankind, 
To bind thetyrants d. the earth wich laws, 
Aud feht -u very inurl d aution's caule, 


| 


” © E 8. 17 1 
The wotld'e grent patriors 5 they for juice cal 3 
Arq, a they favour, kingdoms r te or tal, 
Our Erith vouth, uhu se- to rough elar us, 
Croloi of tame and ucęligent of arms, 
13. eng largo te meditate the for, 
And beard urwerm d the martial trumpet blow; 
Lat now intputd by thee, with freſh dolicht. 
1er 4 ords they brandub, and raguire the 
. lit, 
Ren toit ancient conqueſts on the main, 
Art au then father trum hoof Aga v: 
lud, when they heur how Ag-ucourt was 
ſtrow'd 
With Gail corps, and Creſſi ſwam in blood, 
WW! a cager warmth they nieht, ambition all 
Wio fit mal form thc breich, or mount the 
wall. 
In vain the thronging enemy by force 
Would clezrthe ramparts, and repel thr courſe; 
In y bicak tlrougt all, for Mili em trads the 
W ay, 
M here fires rage moſt, and lud ſt engines play. 
N.anur' late terrors an de truct ien ſliuw, 
* nat Wilham, wa m'd with juit revenge, can 
do: 
V hore one a thouſind turrets rais'd on high 
Tier gihged ſpires, and glitter d in the ſky, 
An undiſlingviln'd keav ot duſt is fornd, 
And ali the piic lies ſmoking on the ground. 
Hs tis, for no noble ends dengn'c', 
Fromote thc common welfare of mankind ; 
No wild a.nbition moves, but Europe's fears, 
The crics of orphans, and the widow $ Icars 3; 
Oppreſt Relizion g ves the fir alarms, 
And uud Juilice ſets lum in his arms; 
Firs c uνν,jœͤ Irceion to the world afiord, 
Aud uations Licſs the labours of his 1words 
Tuus wan he torming Mute wouid copy 
terih a 
A pcric&t pattern of koruic worth, 
Shu ts a met tumphanc wo the field, 
Oer giants cioven dow?, md monies kill'd, 
R-cking in blood, anc {mcar'd with zuſt and [weat, 
Wit angry gods cuntpire to make hun great. 
1 hby nvy rides on tvas berore ungen, 
And itribgs a rector thrauzh the hanghtty Eaſt ; 
Aipiers aud Tunis from their tuitry iure 
Wita horror bear the Britich engines roar; 
Fain from the neighbotu ig dug fs would they 
run, 
And with t emſelees ftill rearer to the fun. 
Ine Gatlic ups are m then 10:3 config'd, 
D-vy'd the common ui. on {ox ava wand, 
Nor date again the ruin RArengtt engage; 
St · Ii they remncnber that avitrucu © rage 
Mulch. Iarcix naue (heir tremol eg hott retire, 
Stuca'd with he none, aud wiept in imoke and 
ſir ; 
The waves with ide uiunumber'd wrecks were 
= ti row d, 
And vlanks. and arms, and men, pron.iſcucue 
flo vd. 
Spain's numerous fleet, that periſh'd or. oug. 
cool, 
Ceuld icarce A longer Niue of battle lot; 
3 2 1 
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1 he wirds could hardly drive them to, their 


fare, 
And all the ocean labour'd with the weight. 
Mhere- tt the waves in reſtleſs errors roll, 
The ſea lies open now to e ther pole ; 
Now may we taſely uſe the northern 
And in the pclur circle ſpread our fails : 
Or deep in ſouthern climes, ſecur from wars, 
New lands explore, and ſail by other ſtars : 
Fetch uncontroul'd each labour of the ſun, 
And make the pioduct of the world our own. 
At length. proud p:ince. ambitions Lewis, ceaſe 
To plague maal.ind, and trouble Furope's peace; 
Think en the ſtraQures whach thy pride has 
ras'd, 
On towns unpeoxled, and on fields laid waſte ; 
Think on the heaps of cori s and fireams of blood, 
On every guilty plain and purple flood, 
IThy arms have wade ;z and ceaſe an impious war, 
Nor waſte the lives eniri fre:! to thy care. 
Or, iſ no milder thou can calm thy mind, 
Behold the great wr. n, of mankind, 
dee mighty Naſon through ths battle ride, 
And ſce thy ſubjects gaſping by his fide : 
Fain would th pious prince refuſe th' alarm, 
Fain would hc check the fury of his arm; 
But when thy cruelties his thoughts engage, 
The hero kinds with becoming rage, 
"Then countries ſto!'n, aud captives unreſtor'd, 
Give ſtrergth to every blow, and cdge his ſword. 
Bchold with what refiſtleſs force he ſalls 
On towns beſieg'd, and thunders at thy walls! 
Aſk Villeroy, for Villeroy beheld 
The town ſurrender'd, and the treaty ſcal'd) 
With what amazing ſtrength the forts were won, 
Whilſt the whole power of France ſtood look- 
ing on. ; v 
But ſtop not here: bchold where Berkeley 
ſtands, 
And exccutes his-injur'd King's commands; 
Around thy coaſt hs buriting bombs he pours 
On flaming citals and falling towers; 
With hifling ſtreums of fire the air they ſtreak, 
And hurl deſtruction round them where they 
break, 
The ſkies with long »ſcending flames are bright, 
Ard all the fra re ile a quivering light. 
Thus Etna, when in fierce eruptions broke, 
Fil.s heaven with aſhes, and the earth with 
make: 
Here crags of broken rocks are twirl'd on high, 
Here, molten ſtones und ſcatter d cid rs fly: 
Its fu reaches the remoreſt coaſt, 
And ftrows the Aſiatic ſhore with duſt. 
Now does the ſailor from the neighbouring: 
m in 
T ook alter Gallie rowns and ſorts m vain; 
No more his wonted marks he can deſcry, 
Pur fees alone unmceaſur'd ruin lie; 
Whilſt, pointing te the naked coaſt, be ſhows 
His v.oodering mates where towns aud itoeples 
role, » 
Where rid d cicizerns be lat by view'd, 
Aud fivgl: s om the place wheee onct St. Maloes 
ſtoud. 
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Here Puffcl's actions ſhould my M uſe require; 
And, would my ſtrength but ſecond my de-. 


re, 

I'd all his boundleſs bravery rehearſe, 

Aud draw his cannons thundering in my verſe ; 

High on the deck ſh:.u'd the great Icader ſtand, 

Wrath 'n his look, and lightnivg in his hand; 

Like Homer's Hector whin he flung Vis fire 

Amidſt a thuuſ.nd ſhips, aud made ail Greece 
retirs. 

Put who cen run the Britiſn triumphs o'er, 
And count the flames diſperſt on every ſhore ? 
Who can defcribe the ſcatter'd victory, 

And draw the reader on from ſea to ſea ? 

Eiſ: who could Or:n0:10's Gnd-like adds Feſufe, 

Ormond, the theme of every Oxford Mule ? 

Fajm would 1 here his mighty worth proclaim, 

Attend him in the noble chace of ſame, 

Throuyh all the noiſe and hur y of the fight, 

Obler vn cach blow and keep him ſtill in fight, 

Oh, did our Britiſh peers thus court renown, 

and grace the coats their great fore-{athers 
won ! 

Our arms would then triumphantly advance, 

Nor Henry be the laſt that conquer d France. 

What might not England hope, if ſuch abroad 

Purchas'd their country's honour with their 
blood : 

When ſuch, detain'd at home, ſupport our fate 

In Wil jam's ſtead, and brar a kingdom's weight, 

The ſchemes of Gallic policy o'erthrow, 

An1 blaſt the counſels of the common loe ; 

Direct our arm: cs, and diftribute right, 

And render our Maria's loſs more light. 

But ſap, my Mute, th' ungrateful Tound for- 
ear, 

Varia's name ſtill wounds cach Britiſh ear: 

Each Britiſh heart Maria ftili does wound, 

And tears burſt out unhiddecn at the found ; 

Varia ſtill our riſing mirth deſtroys, 

Darkens our triumphs, and forbids our joys. 

But ſce, at length, the Britiſh ſhips appear! 
Our Naſiuu comes! and as his fleet draws near, 
The riſing maſts advance, the ſails grow white, 
Aud all hi pompous navy floats in ſight. 

Come, mighty Prince, defir'd of Britain, come! 

May Hravea's propitious gale> attend thee home! 

Come, and let longing crowds bei.old that louk, 

Which ſuci conſuſion aud amazement ſtruck 

Through Gu'lic hoſts; but, oh! let us deſcry. 

Mirth in thy Lrow, and plea'ure in thine eye; 

Let nothing dreadſul in thy face be ſound, 

But for a while ſorget the truapct's ſound : 

Well-pleas'd, thy people's loyalty approve, 

Accept their duty, and enjoy their love. 

10! as, When lately mov'd with ficrce delight, 

Yuu piung'd ani ſt the tumult of the ſight, 

Whole heaps of death encompals'd you around, 

Aud flceds o'crturn'd lay ſoaring on the 
ground ; 

30 crown'd with laurels now, where-e er jou 
£0, R 

Aroun'' you h ming joys and p.aceful bleſſings 
ow. 
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A DP DIS ON S 


A TRANSLATTION 


OF ALL 
VIRGIL's TOURTH GEORGIYK, | 


EXCEPT THE STORY OF ARISTIZXUS. 


1nerrar. ſweets ſhall next my Muic en- 
F. s 
Ani this, Mazcenas, claims your patronage. 
Of Ietle creatures wondrous acts I treat, 
the ranks and mighty leaders of their fate. 
Their laws, employmcuts, and their wars 1e- 
late. 9 
A triling theme provokes my humble lays : 
'Irifing the theme, not fo the poct's praiſe, 
If great Apollo and the tuneſul Nine 
Join in the piece, and make the work divine. 
Firſt, for your bees a proper ſtation find, 
That's fenc'd about and fhelter'd from the wind; 
For winds divert them in their flight, and drive 
The ſwarms, ben loaden homeward, ſrom their 
hi ve. 
Nor ſheep, nor goats, muſt paſture near their 
ores, 
To trample under foot the ſpringing flowers ; 
Nor friſking hciſers bound about the place, | 
To ſpurn the dew-drops off, ard bi uiſe the rifing 
als ; | 
Nor . lizard's painted brood appear, | 
Nor wood-pecks, nor the ſwallow harbour near. 
They waſte the ſwarms, and ac they fly 7! ng 
Convey the tender morſels to their young. 
Let pui ling ſtreams, and foumains cdg'd with 
moſs, | | 
And ſhallow rills, run trickling through the graf: ; 
Let branching olives o'er the ſountain grow, 
Or palms ſhoot up, and ſhade the ſtreams below; 
That when the youth, led by their princes, ſhun 
The crowded have, and ſport it in the ſun, 
OY ſprings may tempt them from the 
cat, 
And ſhady covers yield a cool retrent. | 
Whether the neighbouring water ſtands or runs, 
Lay twigs acroſs, and bridge it e*cr with ſtones ,, 
Taat if rough ſtorms, or tndden blaſts of wind, 
Should dip, or ſcatter thoſe that lag behind, 
Here they may ſettle on the friendly ſtoue, 
And dry their recking pinions at the tun. 
Plant all the flowery banks with lavender. 
With fore of ſavory ſceut the tragrant air, 
Let running betony the field © cripread, 
Ani fountains ſoke the violet's dewy bed. 
age barks or plaited willows make rour 
ive, 
A narrow inlet to their cells contrive; 
Yor colds congeal and freeze the liquors up, 
Aid, mcited dwwyn with heut, the waxen build- 
ings drop: e a 
The bers, of both extremes alike afraid, 
Their wax around the whilthng crannics f pread, 
And fuck out clamaiy dews front herbe and 


flowers, 


To {mar the chinks, and plaiſtcr up the porcs: | 
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For this they höard up glew, 
drops, 

Like pitch, or birdlime, hang in ſtringy ropes. 

They oft, *tis ſaid, in dark retirements dwell, 

Ard work in ſa'terrancous caves therr cell, 

A other times tu' induſtrius inſects iv: 

In hollow rocks, or m14';2 4 tree their hive. 
Point ol! their chinsy lodgings round with 


mud, 
An leaves muſt thinly n vont work be trow'd ; 
Bur let no balcful yew-trit 1narilh near, } 


Nor rutten marit-s enden ſttgams of mire; , 

Nor burning cravs grow red, and erackle in j 
the fire: ; 

Nor neighhouriug c 25 return the dying ſound, 

Nor echoing rocks tie d ubled voice revound. 

PToings thus prepar'd 

Whea th* vnder-wortld is letz“ with c I and 
night, | 

And ſammer here deſcends in Rreams of Tigin, F 


The bees through wouds and foreus take their 
fight. 

They rifle every Nower, and lightly ſł im 

The cryſtal brook, and ſip the running; tream: 

And thus they feed their yourrg wich range da- 
light, 

And knead the yielding wax, and work the ſlimy 
ſweet. 

But when on hieh you ſee the bees repair, } 


Borne cn the wind throvgh t tant tract of air, 0, 


Aud view the winged cloud ul; blackening rom ) 


afar; 0 
While ſnady coverts and fr -fh Fre omethry to fe, 
MiIHoil und common h:neveins kgs brutiy, 
Au fprinklc on their k:vs the frugrort ju.ce. 
On brazeu vellcls deat a raking found, 
And ſheke the cymbuls of the goddeſs round: 
Then all wil heitily retreat, aud fill 
Ille warm reſaundmy hallow of their cell. 
I' once two rival kings their right debate, 
And facts ard cabe's commu the ſtate, 
Ihe people's 2tions wilt tiw'r thoughts declare; 
All their hboorts tromble and heat thick with war; 
Hoarle 5ro'zen fonnds, like trumper's hu ſh a.arms, 
Run through the hive, and call them to thur 
arms; 
Alina burry hend their ſhivering wings, 
And $t their claws, and point then angry ſtings: 
In crow hetor® the king s pavilion meet, 
An, boicty -444ienge out the foe to fight ; 
At lat, wen alta heavensare warm and ſais, 


hey ruth together out, and join; the air A 

Su arms thick, and echoes with the hummung 3 
wir. 

A' in « en round cluſter mix, and frrow 

With 11.414 a7 little corps the carih hel; 


As thick @s oiteſtones from the Alovor rebound, 
Ur henen 1c hs rattie on the ground. 

NG tent of danger can their kings control, 
Thor lirtle budics lodge a mig hey foul: 
Lach obſtiu te in arms purſues his blow, 


il hams ful Hi ht ſecures the routed foe 
This hot diſpute and all this mighty tray 
aſe 


A lice ic duſt Aung upward will allay, 
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But then both kings are ſettled in their hive, 
Merk him who looks the worſt, and Jeſt he Live 
Ide at home in eaſe and luxury, 

The lazy monarch muſt be dom 'd to die; 
So let the royal inſet rule alone, 
And reign without a rival in his throne, 

Che kings are Qfferent : one of better note, 
Al! heckt with gold, and many a ſhining ſpot, - 
Lovks gay, and glitens in a giided coat; 

Rt love ef eaſe, ant Noth in one prevails, 
That ſcarce Lis hanging paunch behind him 
trails: a 
The people's looks ere diſcerent as their kings; 
Some ſparkle bright, aud gl tier in their wings; 
hers louk loatiifome and diſcas'd with Doth, 
Like a ſaint traveller u hoſe duſty rrouth | 
Growsdry with heat, and ſpits a maukiſh froth. 
The ſirſt are beſt 
From their o'(rflowing combs, you'll often pres 
Pure luſcious ſweets that mingling in the gluts 
Correct the harſuncſe of the racy juice, 
And a rich favour through the wine diffuſe. 
Pu: when they fport abroad, and rove from home, 
Aud jcave the cooling hi ve, aud quit th uuſiniſh'd 
comb; 
Their airy ramblings are with caſc confir'd, 
Clip their king's wings, and if they ſtay behind 
o told ufurpcr dares invade their right. 
Nor found a march, nor give the ſign f r flight. 
Jet flowery banks entice them to their cells, 
And pardons all perfum*u wita nat ve ſmells; 
Where carv'd Priapus bas his fix'd abode, 
"The robber's rexror, and the ſcare-crow god. 
Wily thyme and pie-trees from their barren Lil] 
J rawplant, ard nurſe them in the ucighbouring 
ſoil. 
Set ſcuit-trees round, nor eber indulge thy Noth, 
Put warer them, and urge their ſha-'y growth. 

And here, perhaps, were not I giving vr, 
And flieg fit, and making to he more, 

I'd few v hat att the gardener's toils require, 

Why roly Paſtuin bluſhes twice a year: 

What Areums the verdant ſuccory ſupply, 

And tory the thirty plant drinks rivers dry; 

hat with & cheariul green dies par y grace, 

Aud writhes the bellying cucumber along the 
twilleꝗ raſe; 

Nor wauld | paſ the ſoft acanthus o'er, 

Ivy nor myrtle-trees that love the {hore ; 

Jer daſſodils, that late from earth's flow womb 


Unmnplc their ſwoin buds, and ſhow thou yel- | 


low blogm. 

For once | law in the Tarentine vole, 
Whore flow Gal::ius drencht the waſhy toil, 
An du Curycian yeoman, who had gut 
Af-w oo gleded ares to his lot, 

Where neither corn nor patture grac'd the field, 
Nor would the vine her pur; le harvet yield; 
Þut 141 oryherbs among the thorus were found, 
Voreanandpopprefiywers his garden crown'd, 
And drooping lili s whiten'd all the ground. 
Pick, wich the riches he could empires li; ut, 
And whea he reſte from his toils at night, 

The earth unpurchas'd duinzies would afſord, 
2A:d h.50vn dan lumnifh oat his boa: d; 
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ne ſpring did ſirſt lis opening roſes ll. 
birſt ripening autumn Went bis fruitful bough, 
When piercing co ds had burft the brittle lone, 
And freezing rivers ſtifien'd as they run, 
He then would prune the tendereſt of his trees, 
hide the late fpring, and lingering weſtern 
cer e: 
lis bees firſt fwarm'd, and made his v ſſel. foam 
With the rich ſguoezing of the juicy cab. 
Heg lindons aud the ſappy pine mcrews'd ; 
Here, when gay flowers his ſmilu.g orchard 
dreſt, 
As many blofſoms 2s the ſpring coul! ſhow, 
So 'w ny dangling apples metlow'd on the buugh, 
lu rows lis eims and knotty poar-trocs bloom, 
an! thorns emo led now to buar a pluand, 
Aud ſpreading plane- trees, where ſupiucly laid 
He row -njoys the cool, aud quaſts cal the 
ſhade. 
Put tlie ſe or want of room I muſt omit, 
And leave for future poets to recite, 

Now l'il proceed their nutwur.s to declare, 
Which Tove himſcli did on the bees cuuer ; 
Becauſc, invited by the tim rcl's tuurd, 

Lodg' in a cave t. almighty babe they fon, 
And the young god nu ſt kindly undcr-ground. 

Of all the wirg'd inhabitar:ts of air, 

Thoſe only mike their young the public care; 

In well diſpo>'d ſocictics tizey.hve, 

Aud laws and ſtatutcs regulate their hive ; 

Nor ſtray, Ike others, uuconfin'd abroad, 

Pu know ſet ſtations, and a fix'd abode. 

Ech provident of cold in ſummer flies 

Through fields, and woods, to ſcek for new 
ſuppi.es, 

And in the common ſtock unlades his thighs. 

So ne watch the food, ſome in the meadows ply, 

Taſte every bud, and fuck cach bloſſom dry; 

Whilſt o hers, labouring in their cells at home 

Temper Narciftus' clammy tears with gum, 

For the ſirſt ground-work of the golden con ; 


Ou this they tound their waxen works, ata ruſe 


The vellow fabric on its glewy baſe. 

Some edu u: the young, or hatch the ſced 

With vital warmth, and ſluture nations bicd ; 

Wirlft others thicken all the ſlimy dews, 

And into pureſt honey w-rk the juice; 

hen fill the ho!lows of the comb, and ſwell 

W Ali luſcious nectar every flowing call. 

By turns they watch, by turns with curious eyes 

Survey tlie heavens, and ſearch: L clou led ſaits A 

to find out brecding fturu.s, and tell what 
tempaeſts riſe ) 

Py turns they caſe the loaden ſwarms, or drive 

The drone, a lazy inſect, from their hive. 

Tie work is w rmly ply'd through all the cog, 

Aud ſtrong with tl.yme the ucw-made buy 
ſine!ls. 

So in their caves the bravery Cyclops ſweat, 

Vacu with huge ſtrokes th. Rtubburn wedge 

thev heat, ; 


| And all th' unſnapen tlund.r-b!t compleat ; 


Altz»natcly their hammers ri{: and fall ; 
Wiult gripinz tongs turn rounl the owing 
Lat. 
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With puſN.vg Lellows ſome the flames increaſe, 
And fome in waters dip the hifi: g mals; 

Their beaten anvils dreadfully reſound, | 
Ard #:tna ſhakes all o'er, and thunders under 


ground p 


Thus, if great things we may with ſmall com- 


are, 
The bufy ſwarms their diſſerent labours ſhare. 
Detire of profit urges all degrees; 
The aged inſets, by experience wiſe, 
Attend the comb, and faſhion every part, 
And ſhape the waxen ſrct-work out with art: 
The young at ni;2* returning from their tolle, | 
Bring home their thighs clog'd with the mca- 
Cons ſpoils. a 
On lavender and taffron-bus they feed, 
On bendinę oficrs, and t e balmy reed: 
Yr-m purple violets and the teile they bring 
Their gathcr'd ſweets, and rifle all the ſpring. 
All work together, all together reſt. 
The morning ſlill renews their labours paſt ; 
"Then all ruſh out, their Ciffcrent talks purſue, 
Sit on the bicom, and ſuck the ripening dew ; 
Again when evening warns them to their —. 
With weary wings, and heavy thighs they come, = 
And crowd about the chiuk, an4 mix a Ls 
hum. 
Into their cells at length they gently crecp, 
"There al the night their peaceful ſtation wy | 
Vript up in ſilcuce, and difiolv'd in fieep. 
None tanpe abroad when winds and ſtorms arc 
nigh,, 
Nor .-- to a faithleſ- ſky, 
But make ſmz!] journeys, with a careful wing, 
And fly to water at a nt: ighbouring ſpring ; 
Aud, lat thcir airy bodies Mould b- caſt 
In reſtle;'s whirls, the ſport of every blaſt, 
They carry tones to poiſ: them in their flight, 
As ballaſt keeps th* unitcacy veſſeſ right. 
But of all cuſtoms that the bees can boaſt, 
"Tis this may challenge admiration moſt ; 
That none will Hymen's ſofter joys approve, 
Nor waſte their ſpirits in luxurious love, 
Put al' a long virginity maintain, 
Aud bring forth young without a mothcr's pain. 
From herbs and flowers they pick each tender 
bee, 
And cull irom plants a buzzing progeny ; 
From theſe they ch oſe out ſubjects, and create 
A little monarch of the riſing ſtate; 
Then build wax kingdoms for the infant prince, 
And form a palace for his reſidence. | 
But often in their journeys, as they fy, 
On flints they tear their ſilken wis, or lie > 
Crovciing bencath their flowery luad, and dic. 
Thus love of honey can an inſect fire, 
And in a fly ſuch g«nerous thoughts inſpire, 
Yet by repeopling their decaying ſtate, 
CARMINE ſhort ſprivgs conclude their vital 
ate, 
Their ancient flocks eternally remain, 
And in an endleſs race their chiidren's children 
reien. | 
No proſtrate vaſcal of the Faſt can more 


And oft the furious waſp the hive alarms 


Wit!: laviſh Kar his mighty Priucs 224; 
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His life unites them all; but when he dics, 

All in loud tumults and diftraQtions rifc ; 

They waſte their honey, and their combs de- 
face, 

And will canſu hon reigns in every place. 

Him all admire, ail the great guar um own, 

Aud crowd abuut his courts, and 1 «bout his 
throne. | 

Oſt on theit backs their weary prince they ane; # 

Oft in his coauſc embattled in the air, 

Parſue @ glorious death, in wounds and war. \ 

Some trom ſuch inſtances as theſe have taught, 

The bees extract is heavenly ; for theythought 

The univerſe alive; and that a foul, 

Diffus'd throughout the matter of the whole, 

To all the vaſt unbounded frame was given, 

And tan through earth, and air, and ſca, and 

all the deep of heaven 

That this firſt kindled liſe in man 2nd beaſt, 

Life that again lows into this at laſt. 

That no compounded animal could dic, 

But when «'ifloiv'd, the ſpirit mounted nigh, 

Dwe't in a ſtar, and ſettled in the ſcy.“ 

Whene'cr their baimy {ſweets you mean to 

ſcize, 

And take the liquid labours o the bees, 

Spurt draughts uf water {rom your mouth, and 
drive 

A loathſome cloud of ſmoke amidſt their hive. 

1 wice in ihe year thcir flowery toils begin, 
And twice they fetch their dewy harvck iu; 
Once whocu the lovely Pleiades ariſe, 

Aud add ſreſh luſtre to the ſummer ſkies : 

And once when haſtcuing from the watcry ſign 

They quit their ſtation, and ſlorbear to ſhine. 
Ihc bees are ron to rage, and oſten found 

To pcrilh for revenge, and dic upon the wound ; 

Their venom'd ſting produces aching pains, 
Aud :; wells the le ſh, and ſhouts among the veins. 

When firſt a cold hard wi.tcr's ſtorms arrive, 
And threaten death or f:mine to their hive, 

I now their ſiuking ſtate and low affairs 
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| Can mov - your pity, and provuke your car's, 


Frſh burning thyme before their cells convey, 

Aud cut their dry and huſky wax away; 

For often lizards ſcize the iuſcious ſpoils, 

Or drouecs that rivt on another's tris; 

Oft broods a mouths infeſt the hungry ſwarms, þ 
* 

With louder bums, and with ungqtal arm; ) 

Or cle the ſpider at the entrancdlie s 

Her ſnares, and ſpins her bowels into nets. 
When ſi knee regus (for they us well as we 

Feel all th” etcets of frat! mortulily; 

By ccrtaiu marks the new Cifcule is icen, 

Their colour changes, and their looks are this, 

Their fancr.ll r tes arc form'y, and every bes 

With grief attends the fad foiemaity; 

The few dilces's ſux vi vor- lang before 

Their . Kly cells, and dowop about the door, 

Or flow'y i their hi es their limbs wild, 

Shruk ap with huvwyer, and bonumb'd with cd; 

In Crawling hums the itcule miccts griev”, 

At3 NA 25220 wil thowugyh ie hive, 0 
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= 
Like wints that ſoftly murmur through the 


trees, 
Like flames pent up, or like retiring ſeas. 
Now lay freſh honcy near their empty rooms, 
In troughs of hollow reeds. w hilſt frying cum 
Caft round a fragrant miſt of ſpicy ſumes. 
"Thus kindly tempt the ſamiſu'd ſwarm to cat, 
And gently reconcile them to their meat. 
Mix ſuice of palls, and wine, that grow in time 
Cordens'd by fire, and thicken to a flime ; 
To theſe dry'd roſes, thyme, and centaury join, 
And 1aifinsripen'd on the Piythian vine. 
Befides there grows a flower in marſhy 
ound, 
Its name Amellus, eaſy to be found; 
A mighty fpring work; in its root, and cleaves 
Ihe jyrouting ſtalk, and ſhews itſelf in leaves ; 
1e flower itſetf is of a golden hue, 
Te leaves inclining to a darker blue; 


"The leaves ſhbot thick about the flower, and 


Irto a buſh, and ſhade the turf below: 
The plant in holy garlands often twines 
Tuc altars* poſts, and beautifics the ſhrines; 
Its taſte i Harp, iil vac new-ſhorn it grows, 
Where Mella's ſtream in watry mazes flows. 
Take plenty of its roots, and boil them well 
In wine, and heap them up before the cell. 
But if the whole ſtock fail, and none ſurvive; 
To raiſe new people, and recruit the hive, 
I'll here the great experiment declare, 
tat ſpread th* Arcadian ſhepherd's name ſo 
fur. 
How bers from blood of ſlaughter d bulls have 
fed, 
And ſwarms amidſt the red corruption bred. 
For where th' Egyptians yearly ice their 
bounds | 
Refreſh's with floods, and fail about their 
grounds, 
Where Perſia borders, and the rolling Nile 
Drives ſwittly down the ſwarthy. Indians Joil, 
"Fl into ſeven it multiplics its ſtreamm, 
And fattens Egypt with a fruiciul lime : | 
In this 1k practice all their hope remains, 
Ard long experience juliifics their pains. 
Firſt then a cloſe contracted ſpace of ground, 
Wich ſtraiten'd walls and low-bu It rvo:s they 
found; 
A narrow ſhelving light is next aſſign'd 
10 l the quarters, one to every wind; 
Through theſe the glancing rays obliquely 
pierce : 
Hither they lead a bull that's young and fierce, 
When 2 growth of horn he proudly 
ows, 
And ſhakes the comely terrors of his brows : 
Ilis noſe and mouth, the avenues of breath, 
They muzzle up, and beat his limbs to death, 
With violence to life and ſtifling pain 
He flings and fpurns, and tries to ſnort in vain, 
Loud heavy mows fall thick on every fide, 
"DL lus bruis'd bowels burſt within the bide. 
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When dead, they leave him rotting on the 
ground, 

With branches, thyme, and caſſia, firow's 
around. 

All this is done when firſt the weſtern breeze 

Becalms th year. and {mooths the troubled ſcac; 

Beſore the chattering ſwallow builds her neft, 

Or fields in ſpring's embroidery are dreſt. 

Mean while the tainted juice ferments within, 

And quickens as it works: and now are ſcen 

A wordrous ſwarm, that o'er the carcaſe craw! 

Of ſhapcleſs, rude, unfiniſh'd animals: | 

No legs at firſt the inſe R's weight ſuſtain, 

At length it moves its new-made limbs with 
pain ; | 

Now ſtrikes the air with quivering wings, 
tries 

To lift its body up, and learn to riſe; 

Now bending thighs and gilded wings it wears 

Full grown, and all the bee at length appears; 

From every fide the fruitful carcaſe pours 

Its ſwarming brood, as thick as ſurzmer ſhowers, 

Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows, 


When nne ſtrings firſt ſhoot them on the 
ves. 
Thus have I ſung the nature of the bee; 

Vhile Cæſar, towering to divinity, * 

The fr:ghted Indians with his thunder aw'd. 

And claim'd their homage, and commenc'd 2 
god; 

I flouriſh's all the while in arts of peace, 

Retir'd and ſhclter'd in inglorious eaſ: : 

I who before the longs of ſhepherds made, 

When gay and young my rural lays I play'd, 

And fet my Titygus bencath his ſhade. 


A SONG, 
FOR ST. CECIL1a's DAY, AT OXFORD- 
I 0 


ECILIA, Whoſe exalted hymns 
With joy and wonder fill the bleſt, 
In choirs of warbling ſcraphims 
Known and diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt; 
Attend, harmonious ſaint, aud ſce 
Thy vocal ſons of harmony; 
Attend, harmonious ſaint, and hcar our prayers; 
Enliven all our earthly airs, 
And, as thou * thy God, tea. h us to ſing of 
ee 2 


Tune every firing, and every tongue, 
Be thou the Mule and ſubject of our ſong. 
II. 
Let all Cecilia's praiſe proclaim, 
Fmploy the echo in her name. 
Hark how the flutes and trumpets raiſc, 
At bright Cecilia's name, their lays; | 
The organ labours in her praiſe, 
Cecilia's name does all our numbers grace, 
From every voice the tuncful accents fly, 


In ſoaring trebles now it riſcs high, 
Aud now it finks, and dwells upon the baſe 
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Cecilia's nme throvgh all the not s we ing, 
'The work ot evcry & leu! tongue, 
"The ſound of every trerabling firing, 
The ſound and triumph of our Jung. 
Hi. 
For ever conſecrate the day, 
To Muſic and Cecilia; 
Muſic, the greateſt good that mortals know, 
Ard all of heaven we have below. 
luſic can noble hats impart, 
Engender fury, kindle love; 
W th uaiuſpeced cloquence can move, 
And manage all the man with fecr«t art. 
{hen Orpheus ſtribes the tranbling lyre, 
The ftreams ſtand ſtill, che ſtones admirc; 
The liſtening ſavages advance, 
The wolf and lamb around him trip, 
The bears in aukward meaſurcs leap, 
And tigers mingle in the dance, 
The moving woods attended as he pliy'd, 


Aud Rhodope was lelt without à ſhade. * 


IV. 
Muſic religious heats infpires, 
It vakes the ſoul, aud lifts it high, 
Aad wings it with ſublime defires, 
And iirs it to beipeak the Deity. 
The Almighty liſtens to a tuncful tongue, 
And fcems well-pleas'd and courted with a ſong. 
Soft moving ſounds and heavenly airs 
Give force to every word, and recommend our 
prayers. 
When time itſelf ſhall be ro more, 
And all thiags in cotifuſion hur!'d, 
Muſic ſhall then exert its power. 
And ſound ſurvive the ruins of tac world: 
Then ſaints and angels ſhall agree 
In one eternal jubilce : 
All heaven ſhell echo with their hymns div iue, 
And Ged himſcif with pleafuce fee 
The whole creation in a chorus join. 
CHORUS. 


Conſecrate the place and day 

To mulic and Cecilia, 

Let no rough winds arc ach, nor det es 
Invade the hallow'd buunds, 

Nor rudely ſha'e the tuncful air, 
Nor ſpoil the flceting tonne 

Nu mournfſul figh nor gre ie heard, 
But gladuels dwe!l or. every tongue; 

Whilſt all, with veicc and Aulus prevar'd, 
Keep up the loud harmunioss long, 

And imitate rhe bleſt above, 


—— 


In joy, and hartuony, and love. 
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That, down from Chaucer's days to Dryden 's 
times, 
Have ſpent their noble rage in Britiſh rhyves; 


| Without more preface, writ in formal length, 


To ſpcak the undertaker's want of ſtrength, 
ll try to make their ſeveral beauties knovyn, 
And ſhow their verſes worth, though not my own. 

Long had our dull forefathers flept ſupine, | 

Nor felt the raptures of the tuneſul Nine; 
Till Chaucer firſt, a merry bard, aroſe, 
And many e flory told in rh+ me and praſe. 
But age has ruſted what the Poet writ, 
Worn out his language, and obſcur'd his wit: 
In vein he jeſis in his unpoliſh'd Crain, 

And t ics to make his realers laugh in vain. 

Old Speuſer next, warin'd with poctic rage, 

In ancient tales amus'd a barbarous age; 

An anc that yet uncultivate and rude, + 
Vhere c'er the port's fancy led, purſuc4 

Throu ch pathleſs fields, and unfrequented floods, 
To dens of dragons, and enchanted woods. 

Fut now the myſtic tale, that pleas'd of vote, 
Can charin an underſtundiag age no more; 
The long-fpun allegarie fuliome grow, 

While the dull moral lies too plain below. 

We view well-pleas'd at diſtance all the fights 
Of arms and palſries, battles, fieids, and 6: $ 
Aud camiilsin diſtreſe, and courteous knights. 
But when we lock tou near, the ſhades decay, 
Aud ail rhe pleaſing lar dſkip ſades away. 

Great Cowley then (a mighty genius) wrote, 
O'er-run with wit, and laviſh of his thought : 
is tur ton clufely on the reader pref>: 
ile more had pleas'd us hal he plcas'd us leis. 
One turing thought no loner ſtrikes our eyes 
Wilt tent wonder, but new wor Acts ric. 

As in the milky-way a ſhining white 

O'erfloaws the hcanins with one coutinned ght, 

That not a ſingic Far can thew his revs, 

Whilſt joinzlz all * the common blaze. 

Pardon, grc:t Poet, that Idar to nan 

1h' unnumber'd beau ies of thy veiic with 
blame ; | 

Thy fault is oulv wit in i exceſs; 

But wit like anc Dan, apt will 1a. 

What Muſe but ac can equal hints tie, 

And Ft the dzep-wouth'd Pater to thy lyre ; 

FPirdar, whom others *1 4 labau ' tram, 

And forc'd expreſſ n, giitere in vain ? 

Well-pleus'd in th-c he ſoars with new delight, 

And plays in nie uabeu ed »die, add tics 
a nobier fuhr. 

Bleſt wen! whele [poilcis life and charming 

luy- 

Employ * 4 the m1:.:fui prelate in thy praiſe ; 

Blei man! whe + 5% tha lte far ever known, 


In Sprat's ſro.cliut lab,urs and thy own. 
B t Milton ncxt, with high aud heughty 
f..ii-s, 


Ur . tter d in mi. At. a Aer; walks 7 
v1 his Aijulc engage; 
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Shakes heaven's eternal throne with dire alarms, 

And ſets th' Almighty thunderer in arms. 

Whate'er his pen deſcribes I more than fee, 

Whilſ every verſe, array d in majeſty, 

Bold and ſublime, my whole atiention draws, 

And feems above the critics nicer laws. 

How are you ſtruck with terror and delight, 

When angel with arch-angel copes in fight ! 

When great Moſſiah's out- ſpread banner ſhines, 

How does the chariot rattle in his lines ! 

What found of brazcn w: ecls, what thunder, 
ſcare, 

And ſtun the reader with the din of war! 

With ſcar my ſpirits and my blood retire, 

To ſce the ſcraphs funk in clouds of fire; 

Bur When, with eager ſteps, from hence I riſe, 

And view the firſt gay ſcenes of Paradite ; 

M hat tongue, what words of rapture can expreſs 

A viſion ſo profuſe of pleafantneſs ! 

Oh: had the Poet ne er profzn'd his pen, 

To varu.th ver the guilt of faithi-{s men: 

His other wirks might have deferv'd applauſe ! 

Ert now the language can't ſupport the cauſe ; 

While the clean current, though icrene and 


t, 
Be*rays a bottom odious to the fight. 

ut n.], my Muſe, a lofter ſtrain rehearſe, 
Turn every line with art, and ſmooth thy vetſc; 
The courtly Waller next commands thy lays : 
Muſe, tune thy verſe, with art, to Waller's praiſe. 
_ While tender airs the lovely dane infpire 
Soft melting thouglits, and propagate deſire : 

So long ſhall Waller's ſtraius our paſſion move, 

And Saccharifla's beauty k:ndle love. 

Thy verſe, harmonious bard, and flattering ſong, 

Can make the vanquiſh d great, the coward, 
ſirorg. 

Thy verle — ſhow ev'n Cromwell's innocence, 

And compliment the ſtorm that bore him hence 

Oh lad thy Muſe not come an age tov ſoon, 

But ſeen great Naſſau on the Britiſh throne ! 

How had his triumphs glitter'd in thy page, 

And warm'd thee to a more exalted rage ! 

W hat ſceiics ol death and horror had we view'd, 

And how had Boyne s wide current reek'd in 
blood! 

Or if Maria's c arms thou wouldſt rehearſe, 

In Imootlir numbers and a ſoſter verſe; 

Ihy pen had well deſcrib'd her graceful air, 

And Gloriuna would have ſcem'd more fair. 

Nor muſt Roſcommon pals neglected by, 
That makesev'n ru es a noble poetry: 

Ruics _ deep ſenſe and heavenly numbers 
ow 
The beſt of critics, and of poets too. 
Nor, Denham, muſt we e er forget thy ſtrains, 
While Cooper's Hill commands the neiglibouring 
plains. 

But Le here artful Dryden next appears, 
Grown old in rb yme, but charming ev'n in years. 
Great Dryden ncxt, v hoſe tuncful Muſe affords 
The ſwecteſt rumbers, and the fitteſt words. 
Whether in cotaic ſounds or tragic airs 
She furnis her voice, ſue moves our {miles or tcars. 


| The laſt poor preſent that my Vuſe can give. | 


| RIGHT HON. CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, 


| © Magna virum ! tibi res antique laudis artis 


ADDISON'S POEM Ss. 


If ſatire or hervic ſtrains ſhe writes 

Her hero pleaſes, and her ſatire bites. 
From her no harſh unartſul numbers fall, 
She wears all dreſſes, and ſhe charms in all. 


How might we fear our liſh , 
That long has — — with 
Did not the Muſes' other hope appear, 
Harmonious Con and forbid our fear : 
Congreve ! whoſe fancy's unexhauſted ſtore 
Has given already much, and promis d more. 
Congreve ſhall till thy fame alive, 
And Dryden's Muſe ſhall in his friend ſurvive. 
I'm tir'd with rhyming, and would fain give 


o'er, 
But juſtice ſtill demands one labour more : 
The noble Montague remains unnam'*d, 
For wit, for humour, and ſor jud fam'd; 
To Dorſet he directs his artful Mule, | 
ln numbers ſuch as Dorlſet's ſelf migh: uſe. 
How ncgligently graceful he unreins 
His verſe, and writes in looſc ſamiliar ftrains; 
| wv Naſſau's godlike ads adorn his lines, 
nd all the hero in full glory ſhines ! 
And all his army ſet in juſt array, 
And Boyne's dy'd waves run purple to the ſca. 
Nor Simois chok'd with men, and arms, and 
blood, 
Nor rapid Xanthus' celebrated flood, 
Shall longer be the Poet's higheſt themes, 
Though gods and herocs fought promiſcuous in 
their ſtreams. | 
But now, to Naſſau's ſecret councils rais'd, 
He ai''s the hero, whom before he prais'd. 
I've done at length : and now, dear friend, | 


rTeccive 


I leave the arts of poctry and verſe 

To them that practiſe them with more ſucceſi. 
Ol greater truths I'll now prepare to tell. 

And ſo at once, dear friend and Muſe, fare wel. | 


ALETTER FROM ITALY, 


* | 


IN THE YEAR MD t. 
« Salve magna parens ſrugum Saturnia telus, 
« Apgredier, ſauftos arſus recludere fontes."" 
Vixs. Georg. il, | 
V HILE you, my Lord, the rural ſhades ad- 
mire, 
And from Britannia's public poſts retire, 
Nor longer, her ungrateful ſons to pleaſe, | 


For their advantage ſacrifice your caſe; 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys, 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the ſoft ſcaſen and inviting clime 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme. 
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For where er turn my raviſh'd eyes, 

Gay gilded ſcenes and ſhining proſpecs rilc, 
Foctic fields incompaſs mc around, 
And ſtill 1 ſeem to tread on claſſic ground; 
For here the Muſe ſo oft her harp has ſtrung, 
That not a mountain rears its head unſung, 
Kenown'd in verſe cach ſaady thicket grows, 
And every ſtream in heavenly numbers flows. 

How am I pleas'd to ſearch the hills and 

Woo 
For riſing ſprings and celebrated floods ! 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courſe, 
And trace the ſmouoth Clitumnus to his ſource, 
To fee the Mincio draw his watery ſtorc, 
Through the long windings of a fruitful ſhore, 
And hoary Albula's inſected tide 
Oer the warm bed of ſmdking ſulphur glide. 

Fir'd with a thouſand raptures, I ſurvey 

Eridanus through flowery meadows tray, 
The king of floods! that, rolling o'er the pliins, 
The towering Alps of half their moiſture dr .ns, 
And proudly ſwoln with a whole winter's ſnows, 
Diftributes wealth and plenty where he flows. 

Sometimes, miſguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for ſtreams immortaliz'd in ſoug, 

That Joit in ſilence and oblivion lie, 
(Dumb are their fountains and their channels 


dry 
Yet run 4 ever by the Muſc's ix l. 
And in the ſmooth de ſcription murmur ſtill. 

Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the ſam d river's empty ſhores admire, 
That deſtitute of ſtrength derives its courſe 
From thrifty urns aud an unfru tful ſource ; 
Yet ſung ſo often in poctic lays, 
With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys ; 
So high the deathleſs Muſe cxaits her theme! 
Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious ſt cum. 
That in Hibernian vales obſcur-ly ftray'd, 
And unobſcry*'d in wild mcanders play ; 
Till by your lines and Naſſau's ſword renown'd, 
Its riſing bil.ows through the world reſound, 
Where cr the Hero's godlike acts can picrce, 
Or where the fame of an immortal verſe, 

Oh 2 che Nuſc wy reviſh's breaſt in- 

re 

With war: oth like yours. and raiſe an equal fice, 
Uunumber'd ocautics in my verſe ſhouid ſhine, 
And Virgil's Italy ſhould vield to mine! 

See how the golden groves arwwpd m, 
That ſhuu the coaſt of Britain's ſtormy ile, 
Or, when trauſplanted and pre e-v'd with cage. 
Cui ſe the cold clime, ard itarve in nort urn ic. 
Mcre kindly warmth their mountain juicy 1 re 

ments 
To nobler taites, and more c:aled ſcents: 
Ev'n the rough rocks with render myrtle blog n, 
And troddeu weeds end out a rich perſunuc. 
Bear me, ſume God, to Baia geurle It, 
Or cover me iu Umbria's green retreats; 
Where weſteru gas cternally reſide, 
And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their grid: 
Badens, a: d iruits, and deer tyyetlwr riſe, 


Aud the wnle year au ny venta ct ct 
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Immortal glories in my win iovive, 
And in wy foul a thowmand paſhous ftrive, 
When Rom:'s exalted beauties | defery 
Magmiiic wt in ples of ruin lic. 
An amvrhitheatre's amazing height 
Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 
That on its public ſhows unpeopled Rome, 
And held, uncrowded, nations iu its wornh : 
Here pillars rough with ſculpture picice the 
ſkies, 
And here the proud trinmphal arches riſc, 
Where the old Romans dcathleſs acts d.iplay'd, 
Their baſe degenerate progeny upbraid: 
Whole r vers here ſorſake the ficids below, 
And wondering at their height through airy 
channels flow. 
Still to new ſcenes my wancering Muſe re- 
tires; 
And the dunib ſhew of breathing rocks admi: es; 
Where the ſmooth chiſel all its force her ſhowun, 
And ſof:en'd into fleſh the rugged ſtonc. 
In ſolemn filence, a maje tic band, 
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman conſuls ftan-!, 
Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 
And emperors in Varian m rble frowa ; 
While the bright daines, to wham they kumbly 
ſucd, 
Still ſhew the charms that their proud hearts .. b- 
ducd 
Fain would 1 Raphael's godlike art rek-oar «©, 
And ſhow th' inunortal habours in my verte, 
Where from the m ngll tire gt h of iwadcand light 
A new rea100 rites to my fight, 
Such kcaventy figures from his pencil flow, 
So warm with luc hs hicuded colours glow. 
From theme to theme with ferret pleaiure toſt 
Amidfi{ the ſoſt vat iety I'm lou: 
lere pleuſing airs my raviſh d ſoul confound 


iich crreting notes and labyruthe of ſoun ; 


Here dom:s and temvies rife in d.ſtaut views, 
And opening palaces invite my Mule. 

How has kind heaven ad-rv'tl the haany and, 
And cart rd bl-fhings with a watt nan ! 
Fur wl.at avail het uncxhauitce Dore, 

Her koonung mountains and her tummy ores, 

With l rac gifts that h aven aid carth in- 
part, 

The tmiles of nature, and te charms of ar“, 

V hike p.cud opprethen in her valicys regs, 

And tyranny viurps her happy piams ? 

Tac poor mikabitant brooks fa vain 

The reddeuing oran e and the fwelling grain 

Ju es he fies the growing ils and wies, 

Aud in the myrtla's Fragraiit ſhades repiuds; 

drarvro, in the midſt of natore's bounty cure, 

and in the laden vutey ird di- for thi ft, 

On Liherty, thou gaddels heaveuly bright, 
Profufe of blus, and pregnant with delgn 
Ererna plegſur-s in thy preſence reign, 

And fy plenty le ds thy wantor 1.1” ; 
Hasta of } er jo.d file hon grow mot hy at, 
And poverty looks choartul in thy % n; 

[Lor tak tle glomny face of actuic gay, 
G. „ bes „et the lun, uad Pl- Au: tw thy day 
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Thee, poddefs, thee, Bri-annin's Mr adorcs ; 
How haus ſhe oft exhau?t-d all her ſtores, 
How oft in ficlds of death thy preſence fourht, 
Nor thinks the mighty pr ze too dearly bought ! 
On foreign mountains may thy ſun refine 
The grapæꝰ's ſeſt juice, and mellow it to wine, 
With gitren groves adorn a Cant ſoil, 
And the fat olive ſwell with floods of ol : 
We envy not the warmer clime, t at lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies, 
Nur at the char ſeneſe of oor heaven repine, 
Though »'er our heads the frozen Plctics ſnine: 
"is Liberty thut crowr.s Britannia's iſſe, 
And makes hor barr n rocks and her bleak moun- 
twins nile. 
* with towering piles may pleaſe the 
oh, 
And in heir prond aſririrg domes deliaht; 
A nicer touch to the fret ht canvas give, 
Or teach their animated rocks to live: 
Lis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
And hold in balance e ch conten ling ſtate, 
To threaten bold preſumptuons kings with war, 
And arſwer her afl:2ed neiphbour's praver. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by ficrce a- 
larms, 
Bleſs the wiſe conduct of her pious arms: 
Soon as her flzets appcar, heir terrors ceaſe, 
And all the north rn world lies huſh'd in peace. 
Th ambitieus Gaul behold with ſecret dread 
Her thunder aim'd at kis aſpiring head, 
And tau her godlike ſons would diſunite 
Fy [orcign gold, or by domeſiic ſpite : 
But ſtrives in vain to conquer or divide, 
hom Naſſau's arms deſend and counſels guide. 
Fir'd with the nawe, which 1 fo oft have 
found 
The &ift.nt climes and 4iff-rent tongnes reſound, 
1 oridic-in ry firagghng Muſe with pain, 
That longs to launch into à bolder ſtruin. 
But Iv alrcady trenbied vou too long. 
Tor dare attempt a more adventurons ſong. 
Mi hunbe verſe demencs a ſofter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purling ſtream; 
Uafit for Heroes: W om immortal lays, 
Aud lines, like Virgi!'s, or like yours, ſhould 
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P. cafe. 


MILTGN's STILE IMITATET). 


IN A TRANSLATION or 
A STORY CUT OF THE THiRD ANEID. 


I os in the gloemy horror of the nicht. 

4 We ruck upon the coaſt where Ahtna lies, 
Jortrid and waſte, its entratls frau ht with tire. 
Thar now catts out dork ſurncs and pitchy cicuds, 
Vaſt ſhowers of aſhes hovering in the ſmoke ; 
Now boi hes moſten ones and ruddy Rane 
Incenꝗ, at tears up meuntæ ius by the roots, 

Or fiipps a hroken rock aloft in arr. 


he bottom works wwth jmuthor'd nre. rv: led 


lu pet J-ntial vapours, Reuch aud ok. 


| 
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is Faid, that thuunder- ruck Enceladus 
Crove.mpg beneath th' incumbent muuntzin'y 
weight, 
Lies iretch'd fepine, eternal prey of flames; 
4.d wien Le koaves agaiult the buruing load, 
Reluctant, to ivy rt his broiling limbs, 
A iuddes e rthquoke il. ots through all the ie, 
And Za thand rs dreadtu under ground, 
Then peurs out ſmoke in wreathing curls con- 
volv'd, 
And ſhades the ſun's bright orb, an! blots nut 
dav. 
Here in t e ſhelter of the woods we lodg d, 
Aud irig.hted heard ſtrenge ſounds and dulmal 
'clls, 
Nor * trom hence they came; for all the 
night 
A murky fern dep louring o'er our heads 
Hung imminent, that with impervious gloom 
Opus d itleif to Cynthia“ fliver ray, 
Aud ſhaded all benvath. But now the fun 
With orient beams had cha d the dewy night 
From «Garth and heaven; all naturc ſtood diſ- 
clos d: 
When loohing on the n. ighLouring woods we 
ſaw 
The ghattly viſzge of a man unknown, 
An uncouth teature, mcagre, pale, aud wild; 
AMﬀliQion's foul and terrible d.imay 
Sat in his Jocks, his face impair'd and worn 
With marks of fomine, ſpeaking ſore diitreſs; 
His locks were t ngicd, and his ſhaygy beard 
Matted with f'th ; m an things elſe a Greek. 
He firſt advanc'd in haſte ; but when he fow 
Trojars and Trojan arms, in mid career 
Sropt ſnare he back recou'd as one ſurpriz'd ; 
But ſocn recoverivg {; ce, he ran, he flew 
Precipntunt, and thus with pirevus cries 
Our cars aſi d; © Py heaven's etcrnal fires, 
*« By every God that fits inthron d on h gh, 
« By this pood light, rie ve a wretch ſorlorn, 
« And i car him hence to any diſtant ſhore, 
« So | may ſhun this ſavage race accurſt. 
is true 1 ſought among the Grecks that late 
« With ſwerd and fire o'erturr:'d Neptunian 
Troy. 
* And aid the labour of the Gods in duſt ; 
© For which, if fo the fad offence deterves, 
„Pump in the deep, tor ever let me lie 
© helm'd under fcas; if death wult be my 
doom, 
« T «t mein ivſlict it, and I die well plea#'d.” 
He ended here, and now protuſe of tears 
In ſappliant mood fell protirate at our feet ; 
bude him ſpeak tro:n whence, aud what 
N, 
And 1 ow by ſtrei of fortune ſunk tl. us low; 
&nrchiles tœo with, tricndly afpect u. iid 
Gave him his hand, ſure pledge of amiry, 
When, thus enccurag'd, he began his tale. 
I'm one, vays te, of poor de!cent, my name 
is Achæmenides, my country Greece, 
V1yfics? tad compuer, who, whilit he fled 
The r-ging Cyclops, let me here bch.nd 
Ditco: folate, ior ro; within the cave 


He Jet: zac, giapt Pulypheme's dak cave: 
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A durgeon wide and horrible, the walls | Tin, uſing all th - force of winds ud rs, 

O: andes furr'd with mouldy dun p. and hung We tped au oy; he heard Us in our couric, - 
With clots of ropy gore. and human linids, | And with his out-Rretch'd arins around him 
| 


Elie di-« r-paſt : I inf if of migricty ſize, „„ 3 
Hoarlſe in nis voice and in his vil ge grim, But. finding noug“ t within his reach, he rais'd 
lntractable, that riots on the fleſa Su. h hidcaus ſhovts that all tie ocean tho 
Of mortal men, and ſwil's the vital blood. Ev'n ſtatiy, thourh many a league rente, 
Him did 1 ſ:e ſnatch up with horrid graſp in diflant <choes aufwer'd; Arm roar d, = 
Two ſprawling Gre ks. in citker hand a man: Thromb all its inmoſt winding caverns roar'd. 


» 


a im when with huge tempeituous frray Rovs'd wich the found, the mighty ſamtily 

Fe daſht and broke them on the prundfil edge; { Of one-cv't. brothers hatten to the ſhoze, 

The p.vemnt ſwom in blood, the walls arhu d And gather round the bellow iug Polyphonie, 

Were [ atter'd o'er with brains. He lapt the | A dire aiſenihly: we wich cager hats 
blood, Vork every one, and frem atar beh- Id 

Aud chew'd the tender ich ſtill warm with | A hoit of giants covering all the ſhare. 


liſe, | $So Hands & forclt tali ot mountain oaks 
That ſwcl!'d and heav'd itſelf amid? his teeth | Advanc'd to mighty growh: the traveller 
As lenſible of pain. Not lefs mean white Hors from the hum valley where he rides 
Our chief incen»'d, and ftudivuc of revenge, thc botiow mu. mus of tne Winds that how 
Plots his detruction, which he thus cficnts : Amidſt the houghs, and at the diſtance tres 


The giant, gorg'd with ficſh, aud wine, and | The ſhady teps of trees unnumber'd rife, 


blood, A ſtately ju oſpedt, waving ia the clouds. 
Lay ftrercht at length and ſnoring in his den, 
Beiching raw gobbets from his maw, v'cr- . 
— and cruddled fus'd. ; 
With purple wine cruddled pore confu;' 5 | 
We nes round, and to his ſingle eye, THE CAMPAIGN, 
The ſingle eye that in hi ſorebead glar'd 
Like a full moon. or a broad burniſh'd ſhicld, A P OF M 
A ſorky ſtaff we dexrrouſly apply'd, 
Whiwh, in the ſpacious ſocket turning round, 1 0 
Scoapt out the big round jeilv from its orb. 
Mut Jet me not thus iuterpoſe delays: HIS GRACE TIL DUKE OF M.AFLBO- 
Fly, mortals, fly this curſt deteſled race: ROU Gil. 1 
A hurdred cf the ſame ſtupendous fize, , 1705 
A kundred Cyclops live anzong the hills, by ; . 
Gigantic broth=rhood, that talk along hs —Rhni Pacator et Jer 5 
With horrid ſtrides o'er the ligh mountains tops, On: * boc ung va i ,a exit 
Fnortious in their gait ; 1 oft have heard Ordizibs lat ur ener. plaadugue 2 
Their voice and tread; oſt ſeen hem as they paſt, * Fot:que pairicio cert. „ #lrbeiq I evori. 5 
Sculking aud ſcouring down, half dead with fe ir. CLavp. de Laud. Sritic, 
Thrice has the moon waſh'd all her orb in licht, alu in terris gertem que ſua impriſa, fs 
"Thrice travel'd o'er in her obſcure ſojourn, «* Javore ac Hei belly gerat fire libertate, al. 
The teams of night inglorious, ſince I've iv'd « rum. At Soc finitimis, aut pr fin] vicinie 
Amidſt theſe woods, gleaning from thurns aud * Sits | init, aut terris continents juncts 7 e. 
ſhrubs ä « Muia trajiciat ; ne quod into ore errarnm ju- 
A wret hed ſuſtenance. As thus he ſpoke, e impricm fe, e whique jus, fas, lex, po- 
We ſaw deſcending from a neigl. bour in,; hill « tant iu fint,”* Liv. Hilt. lib. 33. 
Blind Polypheme; by weary ſteps and flow ; | 
| Ine groping giant with a trunk of pine \ HII. E crowds of princes your deſerts pro- 
Explor'd his way: around is woo 1j flocks claim, 
Attended grazing : to the well-known ſhore Proud in their number to enro“ your name; 
He bent his courſe, and on the margin ſtood, While emperors to you commit their c:ulr, 
A hideous monſter, terrible, de for n'd; | And Anna's praiſes crown the vaſt applauſe z 
Full in the midſt of his high front there wap'4 Acc-pt, great leader, what the Muſe recitra, 
The ſpacious hollow where his eyc-hall rull d, Ina in anhitious verſe attompts your figs, 
A gbuſtly orifice ; hc rins'd the wound, Fir'd and craifport od with à theme fo move, 
And afl. d away the ſtringe and clutted blood Tin doutend wonders opening to my view 
I hat cak'd within; then talking through rhe | Shine furth ar once 4 fivges and Norms appear, 
deep And w:irs ard coun tt ü th important ycur ; 
He fords the occan ; Whilſt the t pmaſt wave Rivers of blood 1 fee, and hills of il in, 


Scar: reaches up his middle fide: we food Au lliad ring out of one camryaign, 

Amn2z'd, be ſure; a ſudden horror chill Ihe hat ty Gaul bh, with towering pride, 

F.an through cach nerve, aud thrill'd in every | His ancicur Lound enlary'd on every id 
vein, Pyrene »:ofty darricrs were ſabducd, 


190 4 D DIS ON 85S 


And in the midfl of his wide empite ſtood; 

Auſonia's ſtates, the victor to reſtram, 

Oppos'd their Alps and A ppennines in vain, 

Nor ound themſelves, with ſtreugth of rocks im- 
mur d, . 

Behind their everlaſting hills ſecur'd; 

The riſing Danube its long race began, 

And half its courſe through the new conqueſts 
ran; 

maz'd and anxious for her ſovereign's fates, 

Germania trembled through a hundred ſtates; 

Great Leopold himſelf was ſciz'd with ſcar; 

He gaz d round, but ſaw no ſuccour near; 

31: gaz'd, ard ball-abardon'd to deſpair 

Fi:s hopes ou heaven, aud conhdence in prayer. 

To Britain's queen the nations turn their eyes, 
On her reſolves the weſtcru world relies, | 
Cor. Hding fill, amidft irs dire alarms, 

In Anna's councils, and in Churchill's arms. 

Ihrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent, 

Jo Er the guardian of the continent! 

7] Lat fees her braveſt fon advanc'd lo high, 

And flouriſhing ſo near her prince's eye; 

Thy favourites grow not up by fortune's ſport, 

Or from the crimes or follics of a court; 

On the firm baſis of delert they riſe, 

rrom long-try'd faith, and friendſhip's holy tyes: 

Their ſovcreign's welk-diſtinguiſh'd ſmiles they 
ſhare, 

Her ornaments in peace, her firength in war; 

Ihe nation thanks them with a public voice; 

Ly ſhowers of bvicflings heaven approves their | 
choice; 

Envy itſclf is dun ib, in wonder loſt, 

And ſactions firive who ſha!l applaud them moſt. 

Soon as ſoft vernal breezes warm the ſky, 
Britaunia's colours in the zephyrs fly; 

Her chief already has his march begun, 

Crofling the p ovinces himſclf had won, | 

Till the Moſelle, app ring from afar, 

Retard the vrogrel- of the moving war. 

Delightful rem, kad nature bid her fall 

In diilaut climes far from the perjur'd Gaul; 

But now a purchaſe to the {ward ſhe lies, 

Tier harvetie for uncertain owners rife, 

Lach vincyard doub:ful of its muſter grows, 

And to the victor's bowl each vintage flows. 

"he diſcontented ſhades of flaughtr'd hoſts, 

Thut war der'd on her banks, her heroes ghoſts 

Hop'd, when they faw Eritannia's arms appear, 

"he vengeance due to their great deaths was 
ncar. 

Orr gedlihe leader, ere the ſtream he paſt, 
The mighty ſcheme of all hi» labours caſt, 
T.rmirg the wondrous car within his thought; 
Fits boſom gland with dates yet unſought. 
The long labericus march he firſt ſurveys, 

And joirs the diltavt Denubt to the Mac ſe, 
Between whoſe floods tuck pathleſs foreſts grow, 
such monntaias riſe, ſo mary rivers flow: 

The toi. locks lovely in the hero's eves, 

And danger fcrves but tocubance the prize. 

Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 
His dzeactul courle, aud the proud fur purſues! 
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Infeted by the burning Scorp'on*s heat, 
The ſultry gales round his chaſ'd temples beat, 
Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 
Defenſive ſhadows, and refr-ſhing winds, 
Our Britiſh youth, with in-born freedom bold, 
Unnumber'd ſcenes of ſcrvitude behold, 
Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd, 
(Their Maker's image more than half defac'd) 
Hour:y inſtruced, as they urge thei: toil, 
To prize their queen, and love their native ſoil. 
Still to the riſing ſun they take their way 
Through clouds of Quit, and gain upon the day. 
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaſt 
With cooling ſtreams revives the fainting hoſt, 
That chearfully his labours pait forgets, 
The mid-uight watches, aud the noon day 
heats. 
O'er proſtrate towns and palaces they paſs 
(Now cover'd o'er with woods, and hid in 


graſs,) 
Breathing revenge ; whilſt anger and diſdain 
Fire every breaſt, and boil in every vein : 
Here ſhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far 
Rile up in hidcous views, the guilt of war, 
Whilſt here the vine o er hills of ruin climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimes. 
At length the fame of England's hero drew 
Eugenio to the glorious interview. 
Great ſouls by inſtinct to each other turn, 
Demand all.ance, aud in friendſhip burn; 
A ſudden friendſh p. while with ſtretch' d- out 
rays 
They — each other, mingling blaze in 
AZE, 
Poliſh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field, 
Renown'd for conqueſt, and in council ſkill'd, 
Their courage dwe ls not in a troubled flood 
Ot mounting ſpirits, and fermenting blood; 
| Lodg'd in the ſoul, with virtue over-rul'd, 
inflam'd by reaſon, and by reaſon cool'd, 
In hours of pt ace content to be unknown, 
And only in the field of battle ſhown : 
To fouls like theſe, in mutual friendſhip join'd, 
Heaven darcs intruſt the cauſe of human-kind. 
Bricannia's graceful ſons appear in arms, 
Her harraſe d troops the hero's preſence warms, 
Whilſt the high hills and rivers all around 
With thunderivg peals of Britiſh ſhouts reſound: 
a _ ſpeed, they match with ſreſh de- 
wht, 
Eager for glory, and require the fight. 
So the ſtaunch hound the trembling deer purſues, 
And ſmells his footſteps in the ruinted dews, 
| The tedious track unravelling by degrees: 
But v hen the ſcent comes warm in every breeze, 
Fir'd at the near approach he ſhoots away 
On his full ſtretch, and bears upon his prey. 
The march concludes, the various realms are 
«ſt ; 
Th 4 Schellenberg appears at laſt: 
Like hills th“ afpiring ramparts riſe on high, 
Like vallcys at their feet the trenches lie; 
Batteries on batteries guard each fatal paſs, 
threatening deftruRion; rows of hollow braſ% 


| 
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Tube bchind tube, the dreadful entrance keep, 

Whilſt in their wombs tcn thouſaud thunders 
Neep : p 

Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the glorious 
ſight, 

His march o'erpaid by ſuch a promis d fight. 

The weſtern ſun row ſhot a feeble ray, 

And faintly {catter'd the remains of day: 

Ev'ning approach'd ; but ch what hoſt of focs 

Were never to behold that evening cloſe ! 

Thickening their ranks, and wedg'd in firm ar- 


ray, 
The cloſe- con:pacted Britons win their way; 
In vain the cannon their throng'd war defac'd 
With tracts of death, and laid the battle waſte; 
Still preſſing forward to the fight, they broke 
Through flames of ſulphur, and a night ot ſmoke, 
Till ſlaughter d legions fGI1'd the trench below, 
And bore their fierce avengers to the foc. 

Hi h on the works the mingliag hoſts engage; 
The battle, kindled into tenfold rage, 
— ſhowers of bullets and with florms of fire 

ns in full tury ; heaps on h expire, 

Natious with nations n 0 —— 
And loſt in one ptromiſcuous lie. 

How many generous Britons meet their doom, 
New to the ficld, and heroes in the bloom 
Th” illuſtrious youths that left their native ſhore 
To march where Britons never march'd before, 
(9 fatal love of ſame ! O glorious heat, 
Only deſtructive to the brave and great !) 
After ſuch toils o'crcome, ſuch dangers paſt, 
* on Bavaria's ramparts breathe their 
But hold, my Muſe, may no complaints appear, 
Nor blot the day with = | e + tear: 
While Marlborough lives, Britaunia's ſtars diſ- 


penſe 
A friendly light, and ſhine in innocence. 
Plunging through ſeas of blood his fiery ſteed 
Where- cer his friends retire, or foes ſucceed ; 
Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden flight, 
And turns the various fortune of the fight 


—_— great man, renown'd in arms, for- 
r 


To brave the thickeſt terrors of the war, 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of foes, 
Britannia's ſafety, and the world's repoſc ; 
Let nations anxious for thy life abate 
This ſco-n of danger, and contempt of ſate : 
hou liv'it not for thyſelf; thy Queen dema ds 
Co queſt and peace from thy victorious hands; 
K in gdoms and empires in thy fortune join, 
Aud Eurypc's deſliny depends on thine. 

At Kuyth the long-Jditputcd paſs they gain, 
By erou ded armics furtify'd in vain ; 
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield, 
And fee their camp with Britiſh 1: gions Ll'd. 
So L-lgian mounds bear on tlicir ſhatter'd ſides 
The ſca — Gp weight increas'd with tweiling 


tides ; 
But if ; the ruſhing wave a paſſage finds, 
Enrag'd by watery moons, aud warring winds, 
The trembling peaſant ſees his country round 
Cover'd with tempeſts, and in occaus drowa'd. 


| 
| 


| 


— 


| Befricnds the rout, and covers their diſgrace, 


The growth of meadows, and the pride of ficids, 
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The few ſurviving ſoes diſperſt in flight. 
(Refuſe of ſwords, and gleanings of a fight) 

In ev'ry ruſtling wind the victor hear, 

And Marlborough's form in every ſhadow fear, 
Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace 


To Donavert, with unrefiſted force, 
The gay victorious army bends its courſe. 


Whatever ſpoils Bavaria's ſummer yields 

(The Danube's great increaſe), Britannia ſhares, 

The food of armics and ſupport of wars: 

With magazines of death, deſtructive balls, 

And cannon doom d to batter Landau's walls, 

The victor finds eacli hidden cavern ſtor d. 

And turns their fury on their guilty Lord. 
Deluded prince ! how is thy greatneſs croſt, 

And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, 

That proudly ſet thee on a fancy'd throne, 

And made imaginary realms thy own ! 

Thy troops. that now behind the Danuhe join, 

Shall ſhortly ſeck for ſhelter from the Rhine, 

Nor find it there ! Surrounded with alarms, 

Thou hopꝰſt the aſſiſtance of the Gallic arms ; 

The Gallic arms in ſafety ſhall advance, 

And crowd thy ſtandards with the power «i 

France, | 

While, to exalt thy doom, th aſpiring Gaui 

Shares thy deſtruction, and adorns thy fall. 
Unbounded courage and compaſhon join'd, 

Tempering each other in the victor's mind, 

Alternately proclaim him good and great, 

And make the Hero and the Man compleat. 

Long did he ſtrive th* obdurate foe to gain 

By proſſer' d grace, but long he ſtrove in vain ; 

Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to ſpare 

His riſing wrath, and gives a looſe to war. 

In ven rous'd, the ſoldier fills his hand 

With ſword and fire, and ravages the land, 

A thouſand villages to aſhes turns, 

In crackling flames a thouſand harveſts burns. 

To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 

And wix'd with bellowing herds confus'dly blcat ; 

Their trembling lords the common ſhade 

And cries of infants ſound in every brake : 

The liſtening toldier fixt in ſorrow Hands, 

Loth to obey his leader's juſt commands; 

The leader grieves, by generous pity ſway d, 

To ſee his juſt commands ſo well obey'd. 
But now the trumpet terrible from far 

In ſhriller clangor animates the war; 

Cunf:ferate di ums in ſullet concert beat, 

And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat: 

Galiia's proud itundaris, to Bavaria's join'd, 

Unfurl their gilded lilios in the wind; 

The daring prince his blaſted hopes renews, 

And, wl.ile the thick embattled hoſt he views 

Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadſu length, 

His heart dilates, and glorics in lis ſtrength. 
The fatal day its mighty courſe began, 

That the griev'4 world had long delir'd in vain; 

States that their ne captivity bemoan'd, 

Armics of martyrs that in exile 'proan'd, 

Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons 

And prayers in biternels of foul preierr'd, 
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Europe's loud crics, tat Providence aſſail'd, 

And Ama's ardent vows at length prevai.'d ; 

The day was come when heaven delign'd to 
thow 

Ilis care and condud of the world below. 

| Bchold in awlul march and dread array | 

The long extended ſquadrons ſhape tiwir way! | 

Deach. in approach ng terrible, nap rts 

Au atixious horror tothe bravit hearts; 

Yet Co tlleir beating breaſts demand the ſtriſe, 

And thirſt of glot y zuelis the love of life. 

No vulgar fears can Britiſh minds control: | 

Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul, 

Oerlook the foe, advartig'sd by his pott, | 

1.: fen ki- nunibei s. and cmiract his hoſt x 

"Though ſens and Aoods poultclt the middic ſpace, 

"Th. utprovel'd they would have ſcar'd to pas-; 

Nor ſicus nor floods can ſtop Eritannia's bands, 

M hen her proud foe rarg'd on their borders 
ftands. | 

But O, my Muſe, what numbers wilt thou 

find 


To fing the furious troops in battle join'd ! 
MNietuwaks 1 hear the drum's tumultuous ſound 
The victors' ſhouts und dying groaus confound ; 
The dreadful burſt of cannon rend the ſcics, 
And all the thunder of the battle rife. 

* I'was then great L. Iarlborougli's mighty ſoul was 


prov'd, 
That, in the ſhock of charging hoſts unmov d, 
Amidſt cunſuſion, horror, and deſpair, 
Examin'd all the dreadſul ſcenes of war: 
In peaceful thought the field of death ſurvey ' d, 
"To fainting ſquadiroas ſent the tiracly aid, 
Inipir'd repus'd Latialions to engage, 
And taught tle doubtful battle wacre to rage. 
S$ when en angel by divine command 
With riſing tempeſts ſhakes a guluy land, 
Such as uf late oer pale Britanaia puſt, 
Calm und ſerenc he drives the turivas b. aſt; 
And, pleas'd th' Alinighty orders to per,erm, 
Pidcs in due whirl iz, and directs the forme 


| 
Bui ſce the Laughty tuuikiold-trogps 24vancce ! 


1 be dre ad of Europe, zud ihe pride o France. 
The war's whole art ach private ſold er znovs, 
And with a Geacral s love of conqueſt glows; 
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear 
Laughs at the making of the Eritiſh ſpear : 
Vain inſolence! with native freowdom brave, 
"The meaneſt Briton ſcorns the },:choſt Nave ;; 
Coꝛitempt and fury fre their ſov's by turns, 
Mach nation's glory in each warrior burns; 
Each fights, as in his arm th' important day 
And ali the fate of his great monarch lay: 

A thauſand glorious actions, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal eme, 
Confus'd in crowès of glorious actions lie, 
And troops of heroes und. tin guih'd die. 

O Dormer, how can 1 behold thy fate, 

And not thc wonders of thy youth relate ! 
How cen 1 fee the gay, the brave, the young, 
Fall in the cloud of war, and lie unſung! 

In joys oi conqueſt he reſigus his breath, 


Aud, &l'd weh Englaud's glory, Ianles in death. 


4 Dd DIS ON Ss TORE VS. 


The rout begins, the Gallic ſana rams run, 
Campeli d in crowCs to meet the ſate they ſlun ; 
Thouland; of fiery ſteeds with wounds transfir'd, 
Floating in gore with their dead maiters mixt, 


around, 
Lie in th- Danube's bloody whirltpools frown'd, 
Troops of bold ouths, born on the Gi:tant Soane, 
Or ſounding borders of the rapid Rhone, 
Or here tie Scine her flowery heids divides, 
Or whcre the Loire through winding vincyards 
glides, 
In heeps the . olling hillows ſweep away 
And izto Scychiau ſcas the:r bloated corps con- 
VCY. . 
From Bicaheim's towers the Gaul, with wild af- 
frigac, 
Bcholds the various bavogof the fight; 
His waviag banners, the fo oft had ſtond 
Planted in fictds of death and ſtreams of blood, 
So wont the guarded en:my to reach, 
And riſe triumphant in the ſatal breach, 
Or pierce the broken foe's remoteſt lincs, 
The hardy veteran with teurs reſigns. 
Unfortunate Lallard! Oh, who can name 
Th pangsof rage, of ſorrow, and of ſhame, 
That with mixt tumult in thy boſom ſwcll'd, 
When firit thou faw*ſt thy braveſt troops repell'd, 
Thinc only ſon picrc'd with a deadly wound, 
Chok'd in his biood, and gaſping on the ground, 
Thyf.lf in bondage by the victor kept! 
The chief, the father, and the captive, wept. 
An Engliſh Muſe is touch'd with generous woe, 
And m th' unhappy man forgets the foe ! 
Greatly Giſt et! they loud cormplamts forbear 
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war; 
Give thy brave focs the r due, nor bluſh to own 
The fatal ficld by ſuch great leaders won, 
The field hence fam'd Eugenio bore away 


| On!, the fec-n | honours of the day. 


W h louds of gore that from the vanquifl'd 
:cll 
The m.rihes ſtagnate, and the rivers ſwell. 
Nrountains of Hain lic heap d upon the ground, 


Or 'midſt the roarirgs of the Danube drown'd ; 


Whoie captive huts tac conqucror detains 

In p.niful bondage and inꝝlorious chains; 

Ev'n thoſe who 1cape the ictters and the ſword, 

Nor ſeck the ort us of a havpier lord, 

Ih. ir raging King diſaonours, to compleat 

Marlborough « great work, and finiſh the defeat. 
From Mcominghen's high domes, and Aug 

burg's walls, 

The diſtant battle drives il. inſulting Gauls; 

Freed by the terror ut the viot's name 

he reſcu'd States his great protection claim; 

Wh'ift Ulm. th' approach of her deli verer waits, 


| Aud logs to open her bi quious gates. 


Tix b-ro's breaſt ſtill ſwells wita great de- 
ligne, 
In every thought the towering genius ſhines : 
If to the for is drradſul courſe he bends, 
O*'er th + w de cl nent his march extends; 
if fig os in his lubouring thoughts are for n'd, 
C. p. . a. e, .d an mi iturn'd; 


b 


Nlidſt heaps of f cars and ſtandards driven 
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Vf to the Hyht his act ve ſoul is bent, To Belgian coaſts h's tedious march renews, 
"The ſate of Europe turns on its event. And the long windings of the Rhine purſucs, 
What diſtant land, hat region, can afford Clearing its borders from uſurping focs, 
An action worthy his vidorious ſword ? Aud bleſt by reſcued nations as he goes. 
V here will he next the flying Gaul deſcat, Tre ves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms; 
To make the ſeries of his toils compleat ? And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms: 
Where the ſwoln Rhine ruſhing with all its | Seated on rocks her proud foundations ſhake, 
force While Marlborough preſſes to the bold attack, 
Divides the hoſtile nation in its courſe, Plants all his batteries, bids his cannous roar, 
While each contraQs its bounds, or wider grows, | And ſhows how Landau might have fall'n before, 
Enlarg d or ſtraitcn'd as the river flows, Scar'd at his near approach, great I. ouis fears 
On Gallia's fide a mighty buiwark ſands, Vengeance reſerv'd for his declining years, 


Th.t all the wide-extended plain commands; Forgets his thirſt of univerſal ſway, 

Twice, finee the war was kindled, has it try d And ſcarce can tea: h his ſubjedts to obey ; 
The victarꝰs rage. and twice has chang'd its tide ; } His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
Ax oft whelc armics. with the prize o'crjoy'd, f Th' ambitious proje ds for his race detiroy'd, 
Have the long ſummer on its walls employ'd. The works of ages ſunk in on campaign, 


Hither our mighty chief his arms directs, And lives of millions ſacriſic'd in vain. 

Hence future triumphs from the war expects; Such are th* eſſects of Anna's royal cares: 

And though the dog-ſtar had its courſe begun, By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars, 

Carries his arms ſtill nearer to the ſun : Ravges through nations, wherci.c'cr dignin'd, 

Firr on the glorious action, he forgets Without the wonted aid of fra and wind 

he change of ſeaſons, and increaſe of heats; By her th' unferrer'd Iſt cr's ſtates are free, 

No toils arc painful that can danger ſhew, Aud taſte the ſwe ts of Engliſh liberty: 

No climes unlovely, that contain a foe. But who cun tell the joys of thoſe that lie 
The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reſtrain'd, | Beneath the conttant influence of her cyc! 

Learns to incamp within his native land, Whilſt in diffuſive ſhowers her bounties fall 


But ſoon as the victorious holt he ſpics Like heaven's indulgence, and defcend on all, 
From hill to hill, from ſtream to ſtream he flies: Secure the happy, ſuccour the diſtreſt. 
Such dire impreſſions in his heart remain Make every ſubjec glad, and « whole people 


nn 


„ 


Of Marlborough's ſword, and Hochſic:'s ſatal bleſt. | 
plain : Thus would 1 faip Britannia's wars rekearſe, 

In vain Britannia's mighty chicf beſcts In the ſmooth records of · faithful veric ; 
Their ſhady coverts, and obſcure retreats ; Jhat, ii ſuch numbers can o'er time prevail, 
They fly the conqueror's approaching lame, May tell poſtcrity the wondrous tale. 
That bears the force of armies in his name. Wi en act ons, unadorn'd, are faint and weak, 

Auſtria's young monarch, whoſe imperial ſway Cities and countries muſt be tuught to fpcak ; 
Fceptres and thrones are deſtin'd to obey, Gods may deſcend in {actions from the K ies, 
Whoſe boaſted anceſtry ſo high extends | And rivers frem their oog beds arile ; 2 
That in the pagan gods his lincage ends, Fid ion may deck the truth with ſpurious rays, 
Comes from atar, in gratitu e ro own And round the hero caſt a borrow'd blaze. 
The great ſupporter of his father's threne : | Marlborough's exploics appear divinely brig kt, 
What tides of glory to his botom ran, And proudiy ſhine in their own natrve light; 


Claſp'd in th* embraces of the godlike man! 

How were his eyes with pleaſing wonder fixt , 

To ſee ſuch fire with fo much fweetn {fs mixt, And thoſe who paint then tru:ft praiſe them 

Such caſy vreatucſs, ſuch a gracefui purt, moſt. 

So rurn'd and fiuiſh'd for the camp or court! 
Akitles thus was form'd with every grace, 


— — 


Rais'd of themſelves, their geuulue charius they 
boaſt 


— Nicaus iagne but in the 1ccond place ; | | 
Thus tlie great father of almighty Rome . . - 
| (Diviacty Bute CT SOS — COWLEY's EPITAPH ON HIMSELF, 
That Ctherce s [rent breath builuw'd) : 
Iu all the chars of Is tr:ght mother glow'd. 6 DH OO I RH Come na 
Tue royal youths Ly &1s:;borovgh's preſence TROM life's ſuperſinous ceres enlerg A, 
charm'd, His debt of human tv: diiciarg'd, 
Taught by his couuſels. by his «ions warm'd, Here Cowlcy ies! beneath this ſhed, 
Ou 1.znvau with redoubled ſur s 1)s, To every worldly int eit dea; 
Dilcuar gcs 11 his thunder on its alls. With daæcut poverty cement, 
O'cr mines and caves of d.ath p: ovokes the His hours of <cz{c not idly ſpent; 
fl, | To fortune's goods a foc profe;!, 
And learns to cam quer in the here“: ſig ht. And hating K caith by al! carcſt. 
The Britiſh cluct, tr „ nty to. * een'd, Tu true les dead; tor ch! Ve Graf 
crees'd in titic., 32.6 With er uclle crown'd, & ſpot of earth is tow Lge, 
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Ch! wiſh ft] at earth may lightly lay, 


And every care be far away; ' 
Brivg flowers ; the ſhort-liv d roſes bring, 
16 life decees'd, fit offering : 

Ind tweets arom:d the poet ſtrow, 

Whilſt yet wat liic his aſhes grow. 


PORKMWATA 2 


INAUGURATIO REGIS GULIELMI', 
1689. 


r inter corylos, umbroſa catumina, 
dienſas, 
Nos cantare pares quoniam conv us ambo, 
Dicamus laudes herovra (ut, Mopſe, folemus) 
Tempora tramſi unt fic la ta canentihus, & nunc 
Vic 2ge, quos noſtro ce cbrari carmine fumes. 
Dei. Tityre, nunc reddantur cis pia mu- 
nera iaudum, 
Otia qui dederint robs plucidamaue quietem; 
$&: thieet ilorum relon nt cretuia fylvæ, 
Qv: dignabautur rent fuicire ruisius. 
. Lanta haud conveniunt humili tenuique ci- 
cutæ; 
Sed quouiatu in magnis, dicunt, volu'f ſat cle; 
Irfe tuns, Guſielme, canam Iudeſque Mara; 
Nam. quos junxit #mor, nemo ſejungere debet. 
MH. unc mihi be tave, Muixque tavetc 
caneuti. 
Ne culpa wgen'i mlorum minuantur honores. 
T Aſter nec Picœbhum curo, Fhabive ſurores, 
Carmina namque nth cedit nunc lemma canenti 
A. Sint licet il uſtri proaverum ſtemmate 
Cart, 
Sur magie ornati propr'is virtutibus ambo. 
T. Si Rex ci, revit immanes qui pe&oris æſtus; 
Tum quot Regna teugt Gulichnus! quotque 
Nuria! 
MA. Inclytes hic “ avors, ſapiens hac altera 
Pallas, 
Vulncrat iule armis, forma ſed vuluc rat illa. 
T. Quando vias Pelagi ten acunt, mole ſuper- 
bum 
Suh ulit ad nubes marc ſc, ſ.ſtuque tumcbat. 
41, Quando tell:1cm tciigerunt, Arcades om- 
nc 
Pani Deo Arcadiz tenerum mactavimus agnum. 
. Tunc itcrum tutus reſonat modumanune 
Campus, 
M ſcent paſtures iterum nymphague choreas. 
A. Latus graminris luſit tunc agnus in agris, 
Floribvs atone novis hœdi infivere perulci. 
T. Qran'us erat victor Culiclmus, quando po- 
e li 
Vicit 3 Loſes visit, vi-itque ſcipſum! 


® Theſe worſe; occaſſune Mr. e Lei «lect- 
ed into u , College, 
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Digna tribus Regnis, & tanto digna Marito, 

T. Primus hic imperio, nulli cd virtuc ſecun- 

dus, 

Sic ſol, quam ſte fle, majori ince refulget. 

A. Sed quali ſtel as micit inter luua ni: 
Tatis, cum cincta oft focis, Regina videtur. 

T. At que nos illis nunc. Iityre, digna pre. 

,cemur, 

Lufttre qui pec ri. peceriſque dedere magifiris? 
q A. Xternam wveuum, quam donavere, qui- 
etem ! 


T. Et fcro cerlos exornet ſidus utrumque 


Jossruus Apis, Commenſalis & Coll. Rg. 


ON THE 


RETURN OF KINO WILLIAM FROM 
IRELAND, 


AFTER THE BATTLE OF THE Bort“. 


Sx Domini impatiens excuſiit lerna catonas, 
4A Tota rucus in artem, inte inoſquc laborcs, 
Imegr! quicunque graves vi e tu mul us 
(Couſtitit hen ! tant! virtus) in vit.cvla miſſi, 
Exeſam luctuque trabuut ct carcere vitam. 
te 2xri dumis horreſcunt, aſpera rura 
Luxuriant ſegett ſpinarum, zutumnus lernæ 
Nullus adeſt, cultorque deeſt quierentibus arvis. 
Paſſim tur ba dolis iu at zur egr na ſecundis, 
Nat ivanique premit laſeiva potentia plebem ; 
in lacrymas Gens omnis abit, manifeſtat ubique 
Communes luQus, vultuque laborat in uno. 
Præceps in tardas fic crevit Hibernia pœnas, 
Et fic venturz maturuit iila ruinz : 
Facta efſer tanto nequaquam v 'ndice digna, 
Si minor horrendas Guliclmi ſenſerat iras. 
Anglia in ignavam dudum reſuluts gquictcm, 
Impcriis rediviva tuis, Naſſove, veternum 
Ex-utit, et longum ſopitos ſuſcitat ignes. 
Te duce quas fecit ftrages! quæ prælia movit ! 
Dum fcrv:t cadcs, et campo ſanguis inundat, 
Aſliduz ſudart pcragendo pe 1fa ſorores, 
Er ſtipata gemit ſub ponJere c mba Charontis. 
Terg . premens Cæſai ſugientia corripit hoſtes 
Vindex, atque trahit partim ſua quamque rum: 
Plumbea tempeſtas hanc obruit, cminùs illa 
Glande cadit, fruſtraque evitat miſſilt forrum. 
Altera dum pœnas diſſert ſugiendo 100 auccs, 
Intidz ffſe cre lit moritura paludi. 
His gradibus longo fe ſulvit Hlibernia lo@Qu, 
Impcrium expu ſi tandem indignata tyrauini 
Nouhil ora petit vincla, ortaraigue catonus 
Inamit, atque jugo Gulicimi ornata ſuperbtt. 
Gens nuůmium ducts Deo! nuniu:ngue Bri- 
tan 
Felices! hc fi exundantia yaulia nullus 


* From the © Acaienie i Gratulaiic pro 
exoptato ſereniſſirii Regis Gulicluzi ex Hibernia edits. 
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| Ad. Tarticipat ſponſi virtutem & rena Maria, 


C. 


AD 0 1838 0 


Frank t dolor, et Ducis “ haud i. noble ſatum 
Iartitir n mies um calpavelcnt * us. 
2 tr uma tories curus a Weile, 
Exe | hus "LIE UC, it avis tins 2vitts 
An! tn em Ccuvuult 1 lente anions ct armis. 
lei mihi! quale jac*s venerarda anole cadaver ! 
On:lis hone vuitns) et fronnms batt ten cus! 
cu pirtas heu priſca Hes! ct bellica v. rtus 
„ mda habitvra bret! 
lala, tunem eas istempeſtiva dolores, 
Aiport, lac ac non hoc ine nun line Di- 
vum 
Le- p-u*n : Seri af,» ra fyta triumphi 
F mot audere Tri, vor Cuisine, nc ulla 
mula diviſas virtus Fertitur hummer. 
1, decus, i, u tuj,ẽ agnotcat fera Gullia dis 
trum 
Adrien, et nt I vid it prima arma gerentem, 
dent iat c tpletus vanes in cOrpare vires. 
bed cant, dun le in beilum rap it impetus ar- 
duns, 
O cavess, nimiv ne mart: impu'ſes in hoſtes 
lrrut tes. ke tum⁹¾ν,ñ—ö ic ria FEA Tuan, 
lnο tandem narce indulgert lahori, 
P-r.c, Jacobe, uit à Lod4ct Long er armis. 
D ſcerytos fruſtra nunc lu hontis boaores; 
8er. abi vel iunt tandem juipinia, end 
Nang qrererts, quargquam, ni meus tibi lava 
ſurſſet, 
Fr niſi credidet as ſall-ci weorivs arti, 
Jm tus pate tus pl cd's dure mire Dritannis, 
It cox» gre gem, ſato melivore, paternum; 
ded nunc Farcit ubtlant, ot non 1cvocabilis ordo. 


Jos. ADDN, «© Cell. Aegd. 


' HONORKRA TIES NO VINEO 


CAROLO MONTAGU?YT, ARMICERO, 


SCACCARMN CANCUULLARTO, 444111 


PATFECTO, REGI T1 SECRYF 11» 


UR1BUS CONSIL113, &c. 


UM tonta auribus tuis obQrepat vatum ne- 
quiſſ.morvni turba, nihil eit cur queraris ali- 

quid inuſitatum tilii contigide, ubi præclarum hoc 
argument um mus ctiatm uugicris violatum con- 
ſpxcris. CWatum virtute bellica brian, Bri- 
tauni, recen ex: ον⁰ gaſtis teſtatur gloria; quam 
vero in — 2 pacis ſtud is mon cmmea» 
mus, indicio n 1719s mu in lucem ennfimus 
verliculi. '04 $ S tlic tuus diviao, 
quo ſolet, — correptus MALCTINY ume non 
exornaliet, vix tanti (Aer ipſe pax, ut tha lexioree 
mur tot perdu- . 218 pdecis tam mice dentata. 
At, dum alios info& or, mei injiuvs ohlitus twific 
videor, qui haud minorcs £ f rfan ex latinis ti i 
mla fils Allaturus jan, quem quas iii £2 verna- 


* The great dude F Schomderg, awigſe A. bas 
been lazenied by many of wir iets. 
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erl's ſuis carminibvs attul rent; nifi quod i inter 
1. ſo creciatus Ienanmoutun aliquot dulori tribu.t 
tor 1-nti variet.'s., Nec quetizm u- quam acl iuc 
pol. m, ut ma put io ferravnc coneriptunn 024e 
Is tus Ivjicerem, qui b it's conaribus ctr. s 
omnes fer uon minus deterres, QUAN laccn- 
do cxcitav ris. 
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PAS GULIE T. I AUSPICHS EUT.OP.B 
\ KEDUIT.Y, 1597. 


2O5TQIVAM gens clamo que virim, Qire- 
pi: Ie i tu au, 
A. qu: mii heli cooreit fragor; ai Cg iar, 
Que tibi Ilie ite, turwa importuna, cru 
Muner d darum: guru ie, ore bamme, 
Diraque armeum ethics, frastctung e de 
Triha dikteg-ant: O tau deen a e rump 
i xpletus, nenituique ama tetum ute Nate 
tem. 

Now u tra ante nemo aowergſo mil te camurd + 
Milcontur, gone ter yon ai ve tameitu; 

Stat circun aher iris, tte an iunmus aratto 

Deirrtas te as, (t canritmtantia c- Aris 

Kuſtteus invertit, tacita formi ing iu trans 

Hor wemone mei et lung 0. 1 raums agrus. 

T-mque ſuper valum et munimi a wyhga Vircicit 

Exrpodat it fevers, jam Propurnactttd ricent 

Vere nove ; imiucto miral.itvr tro cilrons, 

Luxurierque ſau, dt :wgeiiem a langue miſe 
lens. 

Aſpicis ut toto ex itus vent {Avent mundo 
Pellormn invites d m. et colt aach 
G pida, ct cver fu, da oniruinturomnwyro:! 
Un tr 'P:dos rerum A ce, THY 4” bt OL MMR 
Inqurit f.riem,, attu nmith ut et ers 
Senrotas turres, ct 44 10 bene Crue 
Fimina, te no: Arc Grmon tr vornre campant 

Hic ubi ax accent duet hit A4 cerebec, 
At zue inte rruntis hucum deg ts 1307 ay 
Vexilum inttzudas * fixit, cu wir a du dum 
Bud nſes paul, per. grmaque aces humbr . 
ie ruens accn uu, mewn, que ire K. 0 
Sparſa fu-rit circum, ct piu mnh⁰ον of aiüu id h , 
Sulnbuream noct a tett atque bitumen nahe; 
Inrubtar, crobroqie rue m uw ie Hann. 
Ut varie ant acta, ce: d 4:5 uh en 45 
Mun d ſcedunt, feaopu. lug kw 
D.eſuper horrittcis, & tos anne! 

Hic pe tem ocgutt- u, K tie 3b DOK? 

moles 
Cernere cut, warn tits int er inte en men 
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Horrendum Gi Topta tonent. femiuſtagns men ru, 
Fumanteſque ortus. lauataquc corpora leth un 
Corripit informe. et rot2t ater in æthere turbo. 
Sic, pot quam Encelaci dejecit ſulmine ſratres 
Celicolim pater, et vetuit corte mucte di vos: 
Pivviſam terre faciem, ivgentcſque ruina⸗ 
NMortales ſupuere; altum Linc mirantur abeſſe 
Pelion, invertique imis raflicibus Offary : 
Hic fluvium moles inter conſuſaque ſaxa 
Reptare, atque ali's diſcentem currere ripis 
Stant dubii, et notos montes umbraſque requi- 
runt, 
Errore ambigu* eluſi, et novitate locornm. 
Nempc hic Auriaci nuper vexilla ſecutæ 
Conſiusert acies. hic, afpera corda, Britanni, 
Germanuſqune ſcrox, et undo favere Belga; 
Q-uique truci Borex, et celo damnatus iniquo 
Vñam agi in tencbris; ct' qui dudum ore pe- 


ruſto 
Deculor admoti it veſligia Pheahi : 


Undique convemunt, totum conſcripta per orbem 

Amira, N. ſſovique latus focialibus armis 

Circumſuſa tegunt, fremituſque et murmura miſ- 
cent 

Tam vario disjuncta ficu, tot diſſona lincuis. 

Te tamen e mediis, Ductor Fortiſſime, tur- 

mis 

Fxere. Tu vitam (fi quid men carmina poſſunt) 

Accipies, popu'ique encomia ſera ſuturi. 

Qu m varias edoctum artes, ſtuàiiſque Minervæ 

Omnibus ornatum, Marti Rhedicyna ſurenti 

Credidit in vita, et tanto ſe jactat alumno. 

Hunc pempe ardorem, atque immenſos pectoris 
aus 

Non juba Arctoùm, aut noſtri penuria cli, 

Bed plaga torridioc, qua fol intentius omnes 

Effundit radios, rorique obnoxia Pheebo 

India pregenuit, tencriſque incoxit ab annis 

Virtutem unmodicam, ct gencroſæ incendia men- 


a DB © 14-0 XxX 


tis. 
Jam quoque torpentem qui infelix ſuſpic t 
Arcton, 


Rrumamquæ æternam friguſque perarabulat, urſæ 

1, -ridus cxuviis, Gulielnu ingentia facta 

Deſcribit ſociis, pugnataque in ordine bella 

Attentus numerat, wcque brumam aut frigora 
curat. 

En] vaſtos nivium tractus et pallida regna 

Deteru, imperio extremum qui ſubja.n orbem. 

Indigenaſque hyemes, Eritonumquc Heroa perer- 
rat 

Lumin lus tacitis ; ſubcunt nunc ſuſa Namurce 

Iva ma, tunc tardo qua ſanguiuc plurima Ruxit 

Bom, nunc Cub paime mdifrreca gencii. 

Quæ fucirs, et Guanta viri! quo v-rtice in auras 

„ Hurgit! quali firmat vettix « greſiu, 

Niajciiate rudi, et toi vo ſpectabili- ore ! 

Sic o Ades, irmunta mem ra Lemus 
Inſcratus fpuliis, vaſta le mcle ferebut, 


ws Jie. Der. Cf. Cad te, ton, unus ex Refii 
£oteliitu reach. 


Jois ]mpcreter, 
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Evandti 2ruplexus dextramqne afjmnpere dexu x 
Cu: n petercr, tectiſque iugeus ſuccederet | ofpca, 
Dum puguss, Guliclme, tus, campoigue cy. 
entos 
Acc'pit, ir venis ch. lit vividus humor. 
Corda micant crebro, et mentem ferit znwly 
ard. 
Non jam Riphzns hoſ. is populabitur agros 
Impune, aut agitabit inuttas darmata pros 
Quis tamen ille precu ſremitus! Qua mut mu- 


ra vulgi 
Naſſovium ingeminant ! video cava littora cir- 
cum 


Fervere remigibus, ſubitiſque albeſcere velis. 

Anglis ſolve metus, et inaues mitte querelas, 

N. ſſovi ſecura tui, deſiſte tument es 

Profſpicere in fluctus animo ſuſpenſa. t: uceſque 

Objurg ire notos, tar danique re quirere puppim: 

Optatus tibi C::ſar adeſt, nec ut antc videbis 

Sollicitum belli ſtudiis, fata lia Gallo 

Conſilia et tacitas verſantem in pectore pugnas. 

Olla grata quies et pax tranquilla verendum 

Compoluit vultum, lætoſque afſſla vit honorts. 
Ut deuſo circum fe plurimus agmine milos 

Agglomerat lateri ! ut patriam vetereſque pe- 

nates 

Reſpicit cxultans! juvat oſtentare recentes 

Ore cicatri es, ct vulnera cruda, notaſque 

uctonum infignes, aſJataque ſulphure membra. 

Chara ſtupet conjux, reduciſque incerta mariti 

Veſtigat faciem; trepia formidine prolcs 

Stat procul, et patrios horreſcit neſcia vu tus. 

Ille graves caſus, duri et diſcrimina be i 

Enumerat, tumidiſque inſtaurat prælia verbis. 

Sic, poſtquam in patriam ſœæcunda heroibus Argo 

Phryxcam attulerat pellem, lanamque rigentem 

Expoſuit Graiis, et or Ae velleris aurum 

Navita tert iñcis infa mia littora monſtris 

D-<ſcribit, mixto ſpirant em iucendia ſumo 


Serpentem, vigileſque tcras, plauſtroque gemen- 
t 


es f 
Infolito tauros, et anhelos gne juven bes. 

Te tamen, O quautis Gulici..c cr-pte periclis, 
Aecipimus reducem. tibi Diva Britaumma zundit 
Picbemque et precercs : medias quacunque per 

ur bes 
Ingredcris, crebræ conſurguut undique pompæ. 
Gaudiaque et p:auſus: mixto ordiac vuigus cut 
tem 
Circumitat ſremitu Cenſo : Tibi jupiter annum 
Scrius* invertit, {acces mirata ſcrenas 


| Ridet Hyems, {.ſoque vacat canum omne trium- 


pho. i 
Jamque * Nepos tibi parvus adeſt, lætoque ju- 
vente 
IV ceſſu. ct blando teſtutur gandia riſu., 
Ur patrius vigor atque clati gratia vultus 
Catarcum ij trait. majc ttatemque verendam 
Iniundunt purſe! ut mater formoſa ſercnat 
Auguftam frontem, et fublimi4 + mperat ora! 
A guoſco faciem am iguam, mixtaſqu. Tweutes 


Po 
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Ine cas, Guliclne: actes, et triſlia hella. | 
Pugn ſque innoc ua dudum ful imagine luſit. | 
Nunc in di nanti fimilis ſuꝑitiva puliile 
Terga premit tur v, et falſis terroribus implet, | 
Sternitque exiguum ſi o cognomine G. jun. 
unc ſimulat tures, et ptopugnacula par va | 
Nominibus fignat variis ; ſubitoque tumultu | 
Aulus infirmas arces, humilemque Namurcam 
V ruit : inte: ea generoſæ in pectere flimmæ | 
Aſſurgunt ſ:nſim juveni, notat ignis honcſtas ö 
but puteo ſer vote genas, et amabilis horror. 
is tamen Auguſtz immenſas in carmine 
2s 
Inftruct, in lutco« uhi vulgo effuſa canalos 
Vina rubent, variatque inſectas purpura ordes? 
Quis lapſus referet ſtellarum. ct fetile cœ um, 
Qua laccram vofteadunt redglentia comprta char- 
tam, 
Su!; huris exuvias, tubuloſque bitumine caſſos? | 
En precul attonitam ideo clareſccre noctem | 
Ful:ore info ito ! ruit undique ſuci us imber, | 
Fiagranteſque hyemes: crepitan ia ſidere paſſiin 
deintillant, totoque pluunt incendia cœlo. 
Nec minus id terris Vulcanns mille figuras 
1::duit, ignivomaſeue feras, et faly da mon'tra, 
Terribiles viſu ſot mac hie menihra 1 coms 
Hipica nent. tur, tortiſque comantia fl minis 
Coila quatir, rutilaſque jubas; hic lubricus E- 


guem 
Ludit. ſubſiliens, et mulꝰo ſikilat ic. 
Lztitiam ingentem atque effula hæc gaudia 
ci vis 
Jun tandem ſecurus agit, poſitoque timore 
tercet ventos, claſſemque per ultima mundi 
Impune edu-it. pelagoque licentius errat: 
Scu conſtricta gelu, mediiſque horrentia C 
Menſibus arva videt; ſeu turgida malit olenu | 
Tendere vela noto, qua thurea flamina miſcet | 
| 
| 


6 
mcri f 


E us, et placidis perfundit odoribus auras. 
Vos animæ illuſtres heroum, umbræ jue re- 

centes, 

Quarum trunca jacent et adhvc ſt . Ilantia crudis 

Corpora vulneribus, quibus hc optabilis orbi 

Parta quies, nondum Naſſovo abducite veſtro | 

Hida ſatcllitia, at ſolitis ſtipate catervis 

InQorcm, et tenues circum d ffundite tums. 

Tagque Maria, tuos non unquain oblita Bri- 
tannos, 

O Diva, O patiers magnum cxpeQare maritum, 

Ne terris Dominum invideas, quanquam amplius | 
illum 


Detineant, lungamque ag'tent ſub vindice pacem. 


— 


| 
| 


| 

| 
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va penetrat ſoſſor terrz cæca antra, meta!lo 
Fecunda informi, rudivuique nitentia ve- 
| nis; 
Dum ſtupet occultas gaze, rummoſque ſuturos, 
Eruit argenti latices, ut dumque liquorem ; | 
Qui nullo efluſus prodit veſtigia tractu, | 


| 
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Nec terram ſiguo revolubilis imprimit udo, 


Sed ſractus ſparſim in globulos ſhrmam uſque 
ro:undam. 
Se vat, et in teretes lapſans ſe colligit ches. 
Incertum qua fit natura, an negligat uitta 
Porficier, jubar et maturus mutil- temuat; 
An yntius ſolis vis imperfecta relinquat 
Ar,entum malc coctum, divitiaſqus fluentesg 
Qncquid cr:*, magno ſe jactat nobili utu; 
Nec Deus effulſi - magis aſpectabiſis olun. 
Cum Danaën flavo circum pretioſus ami cu 
Ambiit, et gratam ſuadente libidine formam, 
D-pluit irriguo liqucfa tum Numen in An 
Din age, ſume tubum fragilem, cui denfior, 
ar 
Fecluſas ; fando vitti ſubſidet in imo 
Argenti ſtagnum; ut pluvia impendente meta- 
lum 
Mobile deſcendat, vel contra, ubi poſtulat æſt as, 
Prodeat hinc liquor emergens, et rurſus ivane 


Occupet aſcenſu, tubulumgne excurrat in omnem. 


Jan cœli faciem tempeſtateſque utu. aa ; 
Conſcia lympha monet, brumamque et frigors 
narrat. 
Nam quoties liquor inſurgit. vitreoque canali 
Sublatum nequc unt ripz cohibere priores; 
Tum letos ſperare dies licet, arva ſatentur 
Aſtatem, et large diffuſo lumine rident. 
Sin ſeſe immodicum attollens argenteus bumer, 
Et nimium oppreſſus, contend t ad ardua vitri, 
Jam ſitiunt herbæ, jam ſuccos flammu feraces 
Excoquit, et languent conſumto prata v:rore. 
Cum vero tend es nebulas ſpiracu a terræ 
Fundunt, et madidi flnitant ſuper xquem funi, 
Pabul: venturæ plaviz ; tum ſuſile p mdus 
lnferiora petit; nec certior ardea cœlos 
Indicat humentes, medias quando ætheris oras 
Tranando, craſſa fruitur ſu limius aura. 
Diſcutit et madidis rorantia nubila peioiis. 
Nunc guttz agglomerant. diſperſas frigora Nipant 
Particulas, raruſque in nimbum cogicur humor: 
Prata virent, ſegetem ic--undis imbribus tr 
Irrigat, et bibulz radici alimenta miniſtrat. 
Quin ubi plus æquo deſcendens uda metalli 
Fuudum amat, impatics pluviæ, metuenſque 
proceilam, 
Agri olæ cavcant; non hoc impune colonus 


| Aſpicit; oſtendet mox feta vayoribus aura 


Coilectas hy mes, tempeſtatenique ſonoram. 
At licet argentum mole incumbente jevatumn 
Sudlidat, penituſque imo ſe con at in alveao, 
Cztera quaq e tument; everſis flumina rp 
Expatiata ruunt, ſpumantibus æſtuat undi- 
Diluvium, rapidique eſſuſa licentia ponti. 
Nulla tacet ſecreta poh mirabile vitrum, 
Quin varios ecli vultis et tempora prodit, 
Ante refert, quando tenui velamine turus 
Inc&les, quan o ſperabis frigidus ig em. 
Augurio hoc fretus, quanquam atri nubila cœl. 
Dirumpunt obſcura diem, p'uviaſque minantur; 
Machina ſi neget, ct ſudum promittat apertum, 
Audax carpet iter nimbo pendente viater ; 


{ Nec metuens imbrem, poſcentes meſſor arilt as 


Proternat: tœ.æ jam bruma incumbit inermiæ, 
Frigor.quc haud nocitura cadunt, ſcriuntque la- 
ratos. 
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PRALIUM INTER PYGMAZOS 
ET ' GRUES COMMISSUM. 


ENNATAS acics, et lamentabile ! cllum 
Pymn. edum reſcro . parves tu, Muſa, co- 
korr's 
Infiruc ; tu gladios, mortemque minantia roſtra, 
Of-uſoſque Greer, indignameſque pufillam 
Militia cclebra; volucrumque hominumque 


tumuſtus. 
Heroum ingentes animos et triſtia bella 
Iteridem labor :xbautit, ver uque ſonoro 


Joſut ct æterna numcrorum aſlurgere pumpa: 

Ouis ledos Graifun juvenes, et torva tuentem 

Thefca. quis pedibus vclocem ignorat Achillem ? 

Quem dura ZEnez ccr:amina, quem Gulichmi 

Geſta latent? Fratres T! ebam, et flebile fatum 

Fompe:i quem non delaJavere legentem ? 

Yrimius ego intacta s ac es, gracilemque tularmm 

Canine depingem ſonitum, nova cailra i. cutus ; 

Ev i, uoſque canam pugiles, Groibuſque malignus 

Iron, nigrifgac rueutem enubibus hoſtein. 

ua fohis tepet ortn, primitiiſque dici 

I.dia læ ta rubet, medium inter inhoſpita ſaxa 

i Per placidain vallem. et paucis accefſa vireta) 

Promanm queudam ſteterzt, du a tata finciant, 

Imporirtm. Hinc varias vitam excoluere per 
artes 

doduli, et a ſidua ſervchant ar va popclio. 

Nunc $ quis dura evadat per 'axa viatur, 

Dricrroſque lacs, et valics oſab s athas 

J-zigu's videt, et veſtigia par a ſtupeſcit. 

I atatenet vidtrix irapene vo!ucris | 

Venus, t focuro crepitat grus improbe nido: 

Non tic, dum multos fait infupcraivilis annos | 

Forvvia proge 21s; tum. ſi quis corainus ales | 

Copgrodi, cot mmiixexe auderct fe credere pupr æ, 

NH tr x ad- rat, ſumptiſque feroculus armis 

S.crnit humi vofucrem moribundam, humer iſque 
re portat 

lugentem prædam; cæſoque epulatur in hoſte. 

Sa pe amprovilis medtabat, ſæ pe juvaba: 

D.-rip:re aut mdum, aut ulciſci in prole paren- 
tem. 

Nemze i n qunties malta conſtruxerat arte, 

Aut ur poſviſict onus, volucre mquo ſutui aua; 

Contu.uo vultu fpirans immane minaci | 

Omnia vaſteret miles, fœruſque necaret 

irmcrits, vitengue +brunperet imperſectam 

Cum tepido no: dum maturuit holt is in ovo. 

Hinc cauſie irarum, bella hinc, ſatalia bella, 

At que acies letho intei:tæ, volucrumque vir um- 
que 

Cemmitia ſtrages, confuſaque mortis mago. 

Neu tantos motus, nec tam mi morao le bellum, 

Nu. venius quondum ſublimi ca: mine vates 

Lufit ; ubi tutara ſtrepituque armiſque pa ludem 

Nliſcuit . lic (v ſu miſerabiic !) corpora murum 

Sparſe jacent juncis transfixa, hie gutture raueo 


| 
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Rana dolet, pedibuſque ab{c iffo poplit: ternis 

Rep at hum, ſoint s nec ſeſe ſaltibus eflert. 
2 dics Py gmeo aderat, uo ten pure 

cis ſi 

henituit foztus, inta d aque mal it ova. 

Nam ſuper his accenla graves cxπν t iu iras 

Grus lomachuns ; onmelqucd mul, quas dtrymo- 

nis unda, 

Aut ſi agnum Mareotidis, imi aut ua Ciyftri 

Prata tenent, adlunt; Scythicaque exgita pal de, 

Et conjurato volucris deſcendit #b litro. 

ctrageſque immenſas ct vulncra cogitat abſens, 

Exacuitque unguct ictum medituta iu: urum, 

Et roſtt um parat acre, fug:zque accom mo lat alas. 

Tantus amor belli, et vit dict arrecta cupido. 

Ergo ubi ver nactu- propriem, tuſpcnius in alto 

Are concuſſis exercitus obſire pit alis, 

Terræque mamenſos trædtus, ſcmotaque longe 

Aquora defpiciuut, Purtamque et nub: la tranant 

Innumeri: crebro circum ingeus lud uat æther 

Flamine, et aſũuduus miſcet clum omne tumul- 


Nec minor in terris motus; dum bella face ſit 
Impiger, iuſtituitque agmen, ſirmat que ghalangas, 
Ft furit arreptis auimoſus he. unc io telis: 
Donec tutma daas compoita cxcurrat in alas, 
Ordinibuſque ſrequen , et marte in{truQa peri 

Jaw que acics inter medias ſeſe arduus ii fert 
Prymeazdum ductor, qui majcitate verendus 
Inc fu· zue gravis rel quos ſupereminet omnes 
Nele gigautes, mediamque alſurgit in ulnam. 
Lor vior aſpectu (hoſtilis nam inſculpſ:rat unguis 
Ore cicatrices) vultuque oſlentat hont da 
Roſtrorum figua, ct crudos in pectore moi ſus. 
lu mor tali odio, æterniſque exercuit iris 

litunm gentem, non Hum impune volucris 
Aut ore, aut pedibus peteret conſiſcus aduncis. 
Vataleni quoties Gruibus diſtrinxcrat enſem, 
Iruncavit que alu, f elerique fugam abſtulit hoſti: 
Quart ſecit ſtrage.! que nudis funcra pullis 
lntulit, he ! que ies implevit Strymona fletu ! 

Jamque procul ſonus auditur, piceamque vo- 

lan:um 
Proſpectant oubem bellumque hoſteſque feren- 
tem. 
Crebreſcit tandem, at que oculis ſe plurimus oficrt 
Ordinibus ſtru us varis exercitus ingens 
Alituum, motiſque eventilat-atra pennis. 
Turba pou rep let, ſpecieque igumanis o um - 
rat 
Agmina Pygmæorum, et denſa in nubibus hæret: 
Nunc denta, at patriis mox reddita rarior oris. 
B-ili ardent ſtudio Pygmæi, et lumine 1:40 
duspiciunt hoſtem; nec longum tempus, et in- 
ns 
Turba Gruum borrifco ſe& ſuper agmina lapſu 
Præcipitat gravis, et bꝭllum ſperantihus infert: 
Fic fragor; avulſe volitant circura aëra plumæ. 
Mox defeſſa iterum levihus ſofe eripit alis, 
Et vires reparuta ite rum petit impete te vis. 
Arn rum nendet fortuna: hic fixa volucris 
Cuſpide, ſanguineo leſe furibunda rotatu 
Torguct 2gens circum, roſtrumque intendit in 
hoicm 
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Inb-l1-; ct curvos ia morte recolligit ungues. 
yygmæi hic ſtellat lentus de vulunre ſanguis, 
Singulruſque cet crebros, pedibuſque puſillis 
Tundit kumum, ct moriens unguem execratur 
acu*um. 
All uat n ne ſolum ſtr-yitu, tepidoque rubeſcit 
Sunuine, ſparguntur gladii, ſparguntur et ale, 
Ungueſque ct digits, commiſt que roſtra lacertis. 
Pygm:eadum {zvit, mediiſque in millibus ar- 
det 


Ductor, quem late hinc atque hiac pereuntia ein- 


unt 
Corpora fuſa Gruum ; mediaque in morte vaga- 
tur. 


Nec plauſu alarum, nec roſtri concidit id u. 

ile Gruum terror, illum denfiflima circum 
Miſcetur pugno, et bellum omne laborat i uno; 
Cum, fubito apyullus (fic N* voluere) tumultu 
e inopino ingens et ſormidab:ilis ales 


Comprendit pedibus pugnantem ; ct (triſte re- 


lau) 
Suttu'it in ceelym ;$ bellator ab unguibus beret 
Fendulus, agglomerat ftr-itu globus undique 
denſus 
Alituum ; fruſtra Pymæi lu mine meſto 
Regem inter nubes lugent, ſitoque minorem 
Heroem aſp. ciunt eruibu plau leu tihus eſcam. 
Jamque recrudeſcit Vellurn, grus deſuper urget 
Tygmæum roſtra, atque hoſtem petit ardua 
morſ 


uz 

Tum fugit alta volans; is ſurſum brachia jactat 
Vult.eris impatiens, et inanes ſævit in auras. 
Talis erat belli facics, cum Pelion ingens 
Mittcret in cœlum Briarcus, ſolioque tonantem 
Præcipitem excuteret; ſp»rguntur in æthere toto 
Fulminaque ſcopuliqne : flagrantia tela deorſum 
Torquentur Jovis acta manu, dum vaſta gigan- 

tum 


Corpora ſuſa jacent, ſemĩuſt aque ſulphure fumant. 
Viribus abſumptis peratus Pygmcia tandem 
Agmina langueſcunt ; ergo pars vertere terga 
Horribili perculſa metu, pars tollere vocem 
Exiguam ; late populus cubitalis oberrat. | 
Initaut a tergo volucres, lacerantque trahuntque 
lmmites, certæ gentem extirpare uefandam. 
Sic Pygmza domus multos dopinaa per an- 


nos, 
Tot bellis defuncta, gruum tot læta triumphis,! 
Funditus interit ; nempe exitus omnia tan- 
dem 
Certus regna manet, ſunt certi denique fir <8, 
Qnos ultra tranſire neſas: fic corrwt olim 
Allyriæ imperium, fic magnæ Perſidis imis 


Sadibus everſum eſt, et mujus utroque Lati- 


num. 
Fiyſii valles nunc agmive luſtrat in vi, 
Et vetctum Heroum miſectur grandibus um” ris 
Viebs parva : aut, fi quid fidei mercntur an;hs 
Fabula. puſtorcs. per nocCtis opaca pulitlas 
Sæpe vident umbras, Pygmaos corpore caſſos. 
Dum ſecura gruun,et vuteras oblita labores, 
Lætitiæ penitus vacat, indulgetque chorcis, 
Anguſtolque terit c.lics, virideſque per orbes 
Turba lev's lalit, ct lemurum coguenine gau- 
det. * 
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DELINEATA 

AD ALTARE COL. MAGD. OXON. 


cREGIOS fuci tractus, calamique labores, 
Surgenteſque hom mum ſormas, ardentia- 
que ora 
Ju 'icis, et ſimulachra modis pallentia miris, 
Ferribilem viſu pompam, tu carmine Muſa 
Pande novo, vatique ſacros accende ſurores. 
Ohm planitiem (quam nunc iwcunda colorum 
ſignit pictura) inhoneſto et ſunplice cuitu 
Veli alb do, fed ne rima ulla priorem 
Agnoſcat ſaciem, mox ſundame ta ſuture 
Subſtravit pictor tabulæ, humoremque ſequacem 
Per muros traxit ; velamine mænia craſſo 
Squ»llent obducta, et rudioribus illita fects. 
Utque (polo nondum ſtellis ſulgeutibus apts) 
Ne ſpatio moles immenſa deluicat iuani. 
Per cava cœlorum, et convera patentia late 
IIinc atque hinc intetſuſus fluitaverat acher; 
No radiunte uovum torrebat lumine mundum 
Titan, et pallens alienos mi: ius ignes 
Cynthia vibcabat ; crebris nunc conſitus aſtris 
Scintillare poJus, nunc ſulgor Lacteus orane 
Difflucre in cœlum, langoque albeſetra tractu. 
Sic, oneris poſtquam luſit primordia pictor, 
Dum ſordet paries. nullumque ſatetur Avpcil-m, 
Caut · us cxercet calamos, atque arte tenacem 
Confundit viſcum, ſuccoſque attemperat, omnes 
Inducittandem ſormas; app ret ubique 
Muta cohors, et picturarum vulges inane. 
Aligeris muri vacat ora ſuprema miniſtris, 
Sparſ..que per totam cœleſtis turba tabe lam 
Raucos inſpirat lituos, bu-czſque tumentes 
Inflar, et at:onitum rep et clangoribus orbem. 
Defunctis ſonus auditur, tabulamque per imun 
Pitta graveſcit humus, terris emer git apertis 
Progenics redi viva, et plurima ſurgit imago. 
dix, dum ſœcundis Ca imu - d. t ſemina fulcis, 
Terra tumet prægnans, animat:que gleba la- 


* 
Luxuriatur ager ſegete ſpirante, caleſcit 
Omne ſolum, ereſcitq e vi-orum protiga meſſis. 
Jam pulvis va i s terre duper'a per oras, 
dive inter venas teneri concreta m-talli, 
Scuſim Ciriguit, ſen ſeſe immiſcuit herbis, 
Explicita eit; molem ru ſus coal-ſcit in unam 
Diviſum funus, ſparſos prior aliigat arcus 
unctura, aptanturque itreum cocunta membra. 
Hic nondum fſpecic pertecta reſurgit imago, 
Vultum truncate, atque inhonclto vu'ncre nares 
Manca, ct adhuc deutt informi de corps.e mul- 
tum. 
Pawlatim iu rigidum hic vit iuſi uta cadaver 
Motu gro vis dum redivivos Crigit artus. 
Inficit Jis horror vu tus, ct imagine tota 
Ful por attonitam pallet ſormido figuram, 
Detrahe quin oculos ſpectator, ct, ora 1ten- 
rom 
Si patent per ferre diem, medium igſpice my 
rum, 
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Oua ſe det ortu Deo j roles, Deus ij ſe, ſe reno 
1 vminc pertfuſus, rachuque infperins ac utis, 
Circum trænquillæ funduntur tewpora fiammz, 
} egius ore vigor ſpirat, nitet ignis ocetl.s, 
ur. maque effulgtt majeſlas numinc toto. 
nas tum diſnzälis, quantum ©! mutatus ab 
illo, 
Oui peccata luit cruciatus non ſua, vitam 
(:yanco luctantem cunctata mor: e trehebat ! 
*Ciruftra voluit defunctum Golgotha rumen 
« ond-re, dum viEa ſatorum lege triumphans 
Kaivum petit cum, et ſuper zibera vectus 
I:ſpexit lunam exiguam, ſo emque mini Tem. 
jam latus cffotium, et palmas ofterdit utraſque, 
Vuhnſque nifixum pece, c.vorunigquec recepta 
buna. a tr. Hſacti quondan veſtigia lei. 
Um bræ buc tclices &nCUunt, 1iunmnii gre cœlos 
urba petunt, atque immortalia dona cap. ſuut. 
Nlatres, et lengæ nunc reddita cor; ora vitæ 
Iniantum, fuvenc , pucri, innuptaduc pucllæ 
tut chcum, atque avides Juvur ummeortale bi- 
hentes 
f.Migunt oculos in nmire: laudibus æther 
Inzouet, ct lato ridct ca lum emre triun:pho. 
] is amor iraputicns concept? que gaudia mentem 
J u. ditu- cegitant, imoque in ere fervent, 
Non a-que exultat flogrunti corde dib; Ila, 
Hofpite cum tumet inclu o. ct praxcordia fentit 
| Alota Dei ſt.mulis, niraioque calentia Pñubo. 
Quis tamen ille novus perſti ingit lununa ful- 
ur? 
Quam db eſſi iem diſlinxit pitor, honeſto | 
Surgentem & turruito, alwtoque ſate dite lu. tem? 
gu ſco laciem vultu lutet aiter in illo 
* Wainlſi:tus, fic ille ocuins, ſic ora Icrebat: 
F heu quea do animi par invcnietur image ! 
Quondo alum ſimilem virtus habitura !— 
Irati innocuus focurus numinis iras 
Aſpic. t, impavidoſque in jugice fig:t ocellos. 
Quin gc, ct horicDtcm commixtis igne tene- 
ris 
Jam vide as ſccnam; multo Lic ſtagnantia fuco 
Nania fu grantem ll qucſade iulphure rivum 
Tir gunt, ct taiſus tanta ertc acer di: ur ig mie, | 
Ut toti metuas tabulæ, ac flamna per cn. ue 
Livida £'rpat opus, reiucigue abt mpta rccedat 
Pictura in ciucres, proprus peri- ura fa villis. 
Euc turba iuife ix aguur. tur iſque videri 
In:rendet deutes, ct rugis COLU 4ft ora. 
Vindex 4 terxo urplacabile ſayit, ct cuter 
Fuinineum vibrens acic flagrante ſet leſtos 
am Paradiſeis iterum depellit ab ors. 
cu! quid agat triſtis ? Quo fe celeſtibus ir;s 
Subtrahat ? O! quantum velict nunc tice in 
alto 
Virtutem culere! at tandem ſuſpiria ducit 
Nequic quam, ct ſcro iu lacrymas cſtunditur; ob- 
ent 
Scrtes nou revocandæ, et wrexcrabile numen. 
Quam Verius aperit veuetes pic: ura! pe riti 
Quc c.lami leg nue veſtigia ! quanta colorum 
Gral. a fe proter: ! tales 2un diſcolor iris 
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Oſtendat, vario cum lumine floridus timber 
Rore nitet toto, et gutta ſcintillat in omni. 
O fuci nitor, O pulchri durate coores! 
Nec, pictura, tuæ langucicat gloria fermæ 
Dum lucem videas, qualem cxptimis ipſa, upre- 
mam. 


— 
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S P HA RIS I ERIVU M. 


ic ubigraminca in latum ſ-ſe explicat zquor 
Planities, vacuoque 12gens patet area 
campo, 

Cum ſolem ncndum ſwnantia prata ſatentur 
Fxortum, et tumivz pendent in gramine 
In. proba falx noctis parva incrementa prior 
Dciccat, exiguam radens a ceſpite meſlem : 
Tum moru aſſiduo ſaxum verſatile terram 
De; rimit extantem, et ſurgentes atterit herbas. 
Lignca percurrunt vernantem turba palæſtram 
Uu ta, nitens oleo, ſormæ quibus eſſe rotund a 
.\rtificis ſerrum dedcrat, faciliſque moveri. 
Ne tamen offendant incauti errore globorum, 
Qr:2que ſuis inciſa notis ſtat ſphara ; ſed unus 
Ha. c vult, quz infuſo multum inclinata metallo 
Vertitur in gyros, et iniquotramite currit ; 
Quin ali diverſa placet, quam parcius urget 
P.umbca vis, motuque ſiuit procedere recto. 


oa quam idco in partes turbum diſtinxerat 


a quas 
Conſilium aut ſos, quiſque ſuis accingitur ar- 
mis. 


F volat orbiculus, qua curſum meta futurum 
Leſignat; jactique legens veſtigia. primam, 
Qui certamem uit, Iphæram demittit, at illa 
Leriitcr effuſa, exiguum quod ducit in orbem, 
Radit iter, donec ſenſim primo impete fully 
Subſiſtat : ſubito globus emicat alter et alter. 
Mox ubi funduutur late agmina crebra mi- 
norem 


Sparſa per orbiculum, {ipantque frequentia me- 
tam 


Atque neyant faciles aditus z jam cautius exit, 
Et jevitcr lefe infauat revolubile lignum. 
At fi forte globum, qui miſit, (peat incrtem 
Serpere, et impreſſum ſubito langueſccre mot um, 
Pone urget hir veſtigia, ct anxius inſtat, 
O:yurgatque mor 25, currentique inuninet orbi. 
Atcue ut ſegais houos dextræ ſervetur, iniquam 
Incufat terram, ac ſurgentem in marmorc nodum. 
Nec Yilus tacuere, glubus cum volvitur adus 
In iam i j adi u, aut nimium veſtigia plumbum 
Allicit, et ſpharam à recto tr. hit inſita virtus. 
Tum qui projecit, ſtrepitus effundit inanes, 
Et, variam iu ſpeciem diſtorto corpore, falſos 
Increpat errurcs, ct dat convitia ligno. 
Sy hæra cd, irarum temnens ludibria, cœptum 
P.rgit iter, nulliiquc movetur. ſurda querelis. 
Iua tamen laudes ſummumque meretur ho- 
norem, 
Quz non dirumpit curſum, abſiſtitque moveri, 
Douec turbam inter crebram dilapſa ſupremum 
Periecic ſtadium, et metæ inclinata recumbit. 
Alt at bærcutem orbicrlo derrudere ſgharam 
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Certat, luminibuſque viam ſignantibus omnes 
Intendit vires, ct mithle fortiter urget : 
Evolat adductu non ſegnis ſpharra lacerto. 

Iiaud ita moſiliens Elco carcere pernix 
Auriga invehitur, cum raptus ab axc citato 
C uri enteſque domos videt et fuyicntia tea. 

S. tamen mm duros, obſruca fatellite multo, 
Imping it focios, confundatque orbibus orbes ; 
Tum ſervet bilis, fortunam damuat acerbam, 
Atque deos atque aſtra vocat crudeha--— 

vj vero incurſus faciles, aditumque patentem 
Inveniat, part«que hoſtis ſpolictur honore : 
Turba {remit couſuſa, ſoniſque frequentibus, euge, 
Exclamam ſocii; plauſu ftrepit omne viretum. 

Imcrea f Nos inimico Sirius aſtro 
Corripit, ct ſulſas exudant corpora guttas ; 

Len a jam Zephyri ſpirantes frigora, ut umbræ 
Captantur, vultuque fluens abſtergitur humor. 


— — CY — — 


AD 
GA MAN N-S 


INSIGNISSTMUM MEDICUM ET POELETAM. 


Qui canoro blandius Orpheo 
Vocale ducis carmen, et cxitu 
Felici. re luctuoſis 

Szpe animam revocas ab umbris, 
Jam ſcu ſolutos in numerum pedes 
Covis, vel ægrum et vix anime tenax 

Corpus tueris, ſcu cadaver 

Luminibus pcnetras acutis ; 
Opus relinquens eripe te morz, 
Frontemque curis ſolicitam exp'ica, 

Scyrhumque jucundus require 

Purpurco g avidum Lyzo. 

Nunc picua magni pocula poſtules 
Memor Wilhelmi, nunc moveat ſitim 
Miniſter ingens, imperique 

Pra: ſidium haud leve, Montacutus, 
Omitte taudem triſte negutium 
Graveique curas, heu nimium pius ! 

Nec ceteros cautus mederi 

Ipſc tuam minuas ſalutem, 

Fruſtra cruorem pulſibus incitis 
kbuliientem pollice comprimis, 
Atiteutus explorare venam 

Quæ ſebris exagitet tumentem : 
Fruſtra hquores quot chemica expedit 
Fornax, et error ſanguinis, et vigor 

lonatus hei bis te fatigant : 

Serius aut citius ſei - ulchro 
Debemur omnes, vitaque deſeret 
Expulſ: morbis corpus iuhoſpitum, 

Lentumqu- deflebunt pepotes 

— ape anime) cadaver. 
Msnes videbis tu quoque ſabulas 
Quos pauciores fecerit ars tua: 

Suumque victorem vic: ſlim 

Subjiciet Libitina victrix. 
Decurrit illi vita beatior 
Quicunque lucem nog nimis anxiue 

Vol. IV. 


— 


Reddit moleſtam, urgetque curas 
Sponte ſua ſatis in: ruentes ; 
Ft quem dicrum lene fluentium 
DeleRat ordo, vitaque mutuis 
Felix amicis, gaudiiſque 
Innocuis bene temperata. 


MACHINA GESTICULANTES, 
ANGLICE 
A PUPPET-$SH OW. 


DM1RANDA cans levium ſpectacula rerum, 
gentem, et vacuum fine mente po- 
pellum: 
Quem, non ſurreptis coli de fornice flammis, 
li. nocua melior fabricaverat arte Prometheus. 
Compita qua riſu fervent, glomeratque tumul- 

tum 

Hiſtrio, delectatque inhiante m ſcommate turbam; 

Quot quot lætitiæ ſtudio aut novitate tenentur, 

Undique congre ſſi permiſſa ſedilia complent, 

Nec couſuſus honos ; nummo ſubſc llia cedunt 

D. verſo, et varii ad pretium ſtat copia ſcamni. 

Tandem ubi ſubtrahitur vclamen, umina paſhm 

Anguſtos penetrant aditus, qua plurima viſum 

Fila ſecant, ne, cum vacuo datur ore feneſta, 

Per via fraus pateat : mox ſtridu'a turba penates 

Ingreditur pictos, et mœnia ſquallida fuco. 

Hic humi es inter ſcenas, anguſtaque clauſtra, 

Quicquid agunt homincs, concurſus, bella, tri- 
umph 

Ludit in exiguo plebecula parva theatro. 

Sed præter reliquos inc:dit Homuncio rauca 
Noce ſtrepens; maior ſubnectit fibula veſtem, 
Et referunt vivos crrantia lumina motus ; 
ln ventrem tumet immodicum ; pone eminet in- 


- 
A was aides » Pygmzum territat agmen 
Major, et immanem muratur turba gigantem. 
Hic magna fretus mole, imparibuſque lacertis 
Confiſus, gracili jactat convitia vulgo. 
Et cerebro ſol vit, lepidum caput, ora cachinno. 
Quanquam res agitur ſolcuni ſcria pempa, 
Spernit ſollicitum in: ructabilis ille tumultum, 


Et riſu importurus adeſt, atque mina tur bat. 


Nee raro invadit mol les, pictamque proter vo 
Ore petit nympham, invitoqug dat oſcula ligno. 

Sed comitum vulgus diverſis membra ſatigaut 
Ludis, et vario laſcivit mole ſaltu. 

Sæpe etiam emmis rutila, et ſpectabilis auro, 
Lignea gens prodit, nitidiſque ſuperbit in oſtris. 
Nam, quot ies feſlam celcbrat ſub imap ine lucem, 
Ordine compoſito nympharum incedit honeſtum 
Aymen, et exigui proceres, parvique Quirites: 
Py+ mæos credas poſitis miteſcere bellis, 
amque, inſenſa gruum temnentes pralia, tutos, 
Indulgere jocis, teneriſque vacare choreis. | 

Talcs, cum medio labuntur fidera (lo, 

Parvi ſubſiliunt lemures, populuſque pulilius 
Fe ſti vos, E ſua per veitigia, gyre, 
ÞD 
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Ducit, et anguſtum crcbro pede pulſitat orbem. 
Mane patent greſſus; hic fuccos terra feraces 
Concipit, in multam pubentia gramina lurguat 
Luxuricm, teneriſque vireſcit circulus herbis. 

At non tranquilias nulla abdunt nubila luces, 
Spe gravi lurguat bella, horrida bella tumultu. 
Arma cicnt truculenta cohors, placidamque quictem 
Dirumpunt pugnz ; ulqn* adco infincera voluptas 
Omnibus, ct nutte caſtigant gaudia curæ. 

— gladii, tuhuilique ingeſto ſulphure fœti 
rotenſæque halæ, fulgentiaquc arma. minz2que 
1clorum ingente- ſube unt; dan; clauſtra fragorem 

Horrendum, ruptz Hridente bitu: nine chartæ 
Cunfuſie reddunt crepitus, ct fibila miſfcent. 
Sternitur mne lum pereuntibus; undique cæſæ 
Apparent turmæ, civilis crimina belli. 

Sd poltquim inlanu pugne deſerbuit atus, 
Exucrintque truce: animvs, jam Marte trugato, 
Diverias repetunt artes, cura: que priorcs. 

Nec raro pritci heros, quos pagina ſacr 4 
Suzgerit, que olim pepc rit telicior wtas, 

Hic parva rede unt ſpecie. Cano ordine cernas 
Antiquos prodire, agmen vencrabile, patres. 
Rag:s ſulcantut vultus, prolixaque barbæ 

Canities mento pendet : fic tarda feneQus 
Tithonum minuit, cum moles tota cicadum 
Induit, in gracilem ienſim collecta ſiguram. 
Nunc tamen unde genus ducat, que dextra latentes 
Suppeditct vires, quem pulcat tui ha moventem, 
Expediam. Truncos opitcx ct inutile lignum 
Cogit in hyumanas ſpecies, et robore natam 
Progecniem tele cfturmat, nexuque tenaci 

Crura ligat pedibus, humetiſque accommodatarmos, 
Et mem ris membra aptat, et artubus inſuit artu-. 
Tunc habiles addit troch lea, quibus arte puti;lum 
Verſat onus, molique manu tamulatus inerti 
Sufficit occultos mtu, voccnique miniſtrat. 

His ſtructa auxiliis jam machina tota pcritos 
Oltcndit lulcos, dui ct veſtigia terri ; 

Hinc lalit, atque agili ſc ſublev at incita motu, 
Voccique cmittit tenues, et non {ua verba. 


—  — 


AD INSIGNISSIMUM VIRUM 
D. THO. BURNETTUM, 


SACKA THEORIZ TELLURIS AUCTOREM. 


on uſitatum carminis alitem, 
Buructte, poſcis, non humilcs modos : 
Vulgare plecrum, languidzque 
Retpuis ofticium camœnae. 
Tu mixta rerum iemina conſcius, 
Molemque ceruis diſſociabilem, 
Terramque concretam, et latentem 
Oceanum gremio capaci: 
Dum vcritatem quærere pertinax 
Ignota pandir, fullicitus parum 
Utcunque itct commune vulgi 
Arbitrium et popularis error, 
Auditur ingen“ coutinuo fragor, 
Illapta tellus lubrica deſerit 
Fundamina, et compage fra da 
Suppoſitas gravis urget undas. 
Impulſus erumpit medius liquor, 


Terras aquarum effula licentia 
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Claudit viciſſim; has inter orbæ 
Reliiquiz fluitant prioris. 
unc ct recluſo carcere lucidam 
Zalæna ſpectat ſolis imaginem, 
Stcllaique miratur nutantes, 
Et tremulez fimulacra lune. 
Vr pempa vocum non imnitabilis ! 
Walis caicicit {piritus ingeni! 
Ut tollis undus ! ut trementem 
Liluvii reprimis tumultum ! 
Quis tum valcuti p<Aore ferreus 
Ut non tremiſcens ct tim.do pede 
lacedat, orbis dum dulofi 
Detegis inflabile*s ruinas ? 
Quin hæc cudentum traynina montit m 
Natura vultum tumcre hnplicem 
Coget refing ens, in priorom 
Mox iterum rediura for mam. 
Nimbis rubentem fulphurcis Jom 
Cernas ; ut udis lævit atrox hyenis 
lIncendiis, commune mundo 
Ht popuſis meditata buſtum! 
Nudus liquentcs plotat Athos nives, 
Et mox lquelcens ip ad-mantinum 
Fundit cacumen, dum ptr 11:45 
Saxa fluunt retoluta valle<. 
Jamque alta cali mœnia corruunt, 
Et veſtra tandem pagina (proh nelas ') 
Burncite, veſtra augebit ignes, 
Neu ſocio peritura mundo. 
Mex æqua tcllus, max ſubitus viror 
Ubiquc rident: En teretem glubum ! 
En læti vernantes Favom 
Flamina, perpctuvique flores ! 
O pcctus ingens ] O animum gravem 
Mundi capacem ! ſi bonus aiguror, 
Te, noſtra quo tellus ſuperbit, 
Accipiet Tenovata divem. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


HORACE, Boox III. Ops III. 


Auguſtæs bad a deſign to rebuild Troy and mate it the 
metrepolis of the Roman empire, baving cleſcted ſo 
veral ſenator; en the projett: Horace is ſuppoſed 
to bave wriiten the following ode on this occaſion, 


Hue man relolv'd and ſteady to his truſt, 
Inflexible to ill, and obftinately juſt, 

May the ruce ratblc's inſolence detpilc, 

Their ſenſe leſs clamours and tumultuous cries ; 

The tyrant's fiercencls he beguilcs, 

And the ſtern brow, and the harſh voice dches, 

And with luperior greatneis ſmilcs. 

Not the rough whirlwind, that deforms 
Adria's black gulf, and vexes it with ſtorms, 
The ſtubborn virtuc of his foul can move; 

Nor the red arm of angry Jove, 
That filings the thunder tr: 1 the ſky, 
And gives it rage to rear, and ſtrength to fly. _ 

Should the whole frame of nature round him 

break, 
In ruin and confuſion hurl'd, 


He, unconcern'd, would hear the mightr crack, 


"_ 


| And Rand ſecure amidſſ a falling world. 


* 
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Such were the godlike arts that led 

Bright Pullus to the blut abodes ; 

Such did tor greet Alcides plead, 

And gain'd a place among the god: 

Where now Auguſtus, mist with heroes, lies, 
And to his lips the nectar bowl applies: 

H.s ruddy lips the purple tincturc ſhow, 

And with imm ortal flains divinely glow. 

By arte like thete did young Lyzus ile ; 

His tigers drew him to the Kies; 

Wild trom the deſert and unbrouke, 

In vain they foam'd, in vain they ſtar'd, 

In vain their eve< with fury glar'd ; 

He tand them to the laſh, and bent them to the 
yoke, 

Such were the paths that Rome's great founder 

trod, 
When in a whirlwind ſnatch'd on high, 
He ſh ak off duli mortality, 
And loft the menaich in the god, 
Fight Juno then her awful bicace broke, 
And thut th” aſſembled dritics belpoke, 

Troy, avs the goddets, perjur'd Vroy has felt 
The dire effects ot her proud tyrant's guilt ; 
The towering pile, and foit abodes, 

Walla by the hand of ſcrvie gods, 

Now frreacs its ruins all around, 

And lics ing lorious on the ground. 

An umpire partial and unjult, 
Aud a lewd woman's impious luſt, 

Lay hcavy on her head, and tunk her to the duſt, 

Since talſc Laomcdon's tyrannic IV ay, 

That durſt detraud th* immortals of their pay, 

Her guardian gods renounc'd their patronage, 

Nor would the tierce invading toe repel ; 

To my reſentment, and Mincrva's rage, 

The guilty king and the whole people fell. 

And now the long protracted wars are o'er, 

1] he foft adult res ſhines no more ; 

No more does Hector's force the Trojans ſhicld, 

That drove whole armics back, and ingly cicaid 
the field. 

My vengeance ſated, I at length reſign 
To Mars his offspring of the Trojan line : 
Amranc'd to godhead let him ric, 

And take his ſtation in the ſkies ; 

There entertain his raviſtd fight 

With icenes of glory, fields of light; 
Quot with the pods immortal wine, 
Aud ice adoring nations croud his ſhrine. 

The thin rem. uns of Troy's afflicted hoſt, 
In diſtant realms may ſears unenvy'd find, 
And flouriſh on a iorcign coalt ; 

But fur bz Rome frum Troy disjoin'd, 

Remov'd by ſeas, from the diſaſtrous ſhore, 

May end leſe billows rite between, and ſtorms un- 
number*d roar, 

Still let the cuiſt deteſted place 
Where Priam lies, and Prium's faith leſe race, 

Pc cover'd o'er with weeds, and hid in graſs 
There let the wanton flocks ung uarded liray ; 
Or, while the lonch incpherd linge, | 
Amicſt the mighty ruins play, 

And friſł upon the tombs of lings. 

May tigers there, and all the lavage kind, 
. — haunts and ſilent deterts find 3 

n glomy vaulte, and nooks of palaces 
May d uamolcited livacts POS 
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Her briuded vw help» « curcly lay, 
Or, coucht, in dreachul lumber. waſte the day. 
While "Troy in hcaps of ruins lics, 
Rome and the Roman capitol ſhall ric; 
Th' illuſtrious exiles unconſiu d 
Shall triumph tar and near, and rule mankiud. 
in vain the tca's tntrudirg tide 
Europe from Atric ſhall divide, 
And part the fever'd world in two : 
Through Afric's ſands their triumphs they ſhall 
proud, 
And the long train of victories purſue 
To Nile's yet undilcover'd head. 
Richcs the hardy toldiers ſhall deſpiſe, 
And look oa geld with undefiring eyes, 
Nor the diſbov. cd carth explore 
In ſearch ot the forbidden ore; 
Thotc glittering ill-, conceal'd within the mine, 
Shall he untouch'd, and innocently thine, 
To the laſt bounds that natur: fets, 
The picrcing colds anc ſultry heats, 
The godlike race fall read therr arms, 
Now till the polar circle with alarms, 
Till terms and tempeſle their puriuits con fine; 
Now lw cat tor conqueſt underneath the line, 
This ouly hu the victor tha | refrain, 
On thete conditions ſhall he reign ; 
| It none his guilty hand empi- y 
To build again a tecong Trey, 
u none the raſh Gelign puriue, 
Nor tempt the vengcunce cf the gods anew, 
A curls there cleaves to the devoted place, 
That ſhall the new tounGations taſc; ; 
Greece ſhall in mutual kagues conpire 
ro fiurm the rifing town with kre, 
And at their armies head myielt will ſhow 


| What Juno, urg'd to all ber rage, can do. 


Thrice theuld Ap Ilo's Ich the city raile 
And linc it round with valls c brats, 
Thrice fwuld my iavourite Giicks his works con- 
found. 
And hcw the ſhining ſabric to the ground: 
Thrice ſhould her captive dances to Greece re- 


| turn, 


And their dead ſuns and flarghter'd huſbands mourn, 


1 
| But bold, my Mulc, torbcar thy towering flight, 


Nor bring tbe ſecret» of the gods to light: 
In vain would thy prclumtuous veric 

Th immortal rhetorie retcaric 

The mighty ſtraine, in lyric numbers hound, 
Forget their majeit), and loic their ound. 


0 ——— — 
THE VES TAI. 


FROM 


| 


OVID DEFASTIS, Lie. III. Fi. 1. 


| « Blanda gei.s vidtis ſurtim ſubrepit ocellis . 


S the fair Veſtal to the founte.n came, 
(At nune be ſtartled at a Na name) 
Tu'd with the walk, ſhe late ber ee: te ., 
And to the winds Cx Lr gion iy Orca, 
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To take the freſhneſs of the morning-air, 

And gather'd in a knet her flowing hair; 

While thus ſhe reſted, on her arm reclin'd, 

Ihe huary willows waving with the wind, 

And tecaiher%] choirs that warbled in the ſhade, 

And purline ſticams that through the meadow 
ſtray'd. : 

In drowly murmurs lull'd the gentle maid. 

The God of War beheld the virgin lie, 

The God bchcld her with a lover's eve ; 

And, by fo tempting an occutiun HL, 

The {xautcous maid, whom he beheld, poſſeſe'd: 

Conciivine a ſhe flept, her fruittul womb 

Swell'd with ihe Founder of immer tal Rome. 


OVIDs METAMORPHOSES®. 
BOOK u. 
THE STORY OF PHAFTON,. 


1 ns ſun's bright palace, on high columns 
rais'd, 
With burnith'd geld and flaming jewels blaz'd; 
1 he facing gates diffu-'d a filter light, 
And with a milder gleam 1etreſh'd the fight , 
Of p-lith'd ivory was the covering wrought : 
I hc matter vicd net with the ſculptar's thought, 
For in the portal was diiplay'd on i, 
{ ihe work or Vulcan) a fiftitious ky ; 
A waring fra th' inferior earth «mbra.ld, 
Ard Gods and Gy dle: the waters £1ac'd. 
Ageon here 4 mighty whaic beſtrodt ; 
Triton, and Froteus (the deceiving God,) 
Mh Dots here were carv'd, and all her train, 
Som. lately faimming in the figui'd main, 
V. ij- ume on teck their drooping har ni ide, 
Ana me cn fiſhes through the waters glide : 
1 nough various teatures did the Hers graces 
A ur kkoncts was in c ecry Face, 
On cat ha different lanaikip courts the eyes, 
Mun, tou ne, and beute, in diſtant proſpects riſe, 
Aud a nphis, and Arcane, aud wood:, and rural 
dem nc, 

Oc all, the heaven's refulgent image ſhines 2 
On cither gate were fix engraven ſigns. 

Here Vhacton, til] gaining on th' aſcent, 
To ni⸗ luipe acd iather*+ palace vent, 
Jun prifling torward through the bright abode, 
Ile kw at diſtioce the illuſtrious God : 
He us at dutan e, or the dazzl:ng light 
Hai fd roo ftropgly on his aching fight, 

tn. od fit» high, exalted on a throne 

Of bing gems, with purple garincuts on; 

Ihe house im order rung'd en wither hand, 

And days, and months, and years, aud ages, ſtand, 
H- re tpring appears with fiwwery chaplets bound; 
He ſummet in her whemen gar land crown'd ; 
Her- actuma the rich trodden grapes beimear ; 
Ard h-acy eimer thi» «rs in the reas, 

Priczbas bet.1d the youth trum off his throne ; 
Tha wet, Which looks on all, was fix'd ou one. 
He fs the boy canton in his {ace 
Turi at dls the vorurrs of the pace; 


' 
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And crics aloud, © What warts my fon? Par know 
© My fon thou art, and | muſt call thee 16,” 
„Light of the world,“ the tiemuling youth re. 
hes, 
* 1 parent ! ſince you don't de \pif- 
* The parent's name, {ume certain token give, 
* hat I may Clymene's proud boalt l, ie e, 
Nor longer under talle repreaches grieve * 
"The tender Sirc was touch'd with what be td, 
And flung the blaze of glories frem his hed, 
And bid the youth advance : * My fon (tud he) 
Come to thy tather's arms! ter Clymcne 
** Has told thee true; a parent's rame | own, 
* And deem thee worthy to be calfd my ton, 
As a lure proof, make ſome tequcil, au l, 
+ Whuc'er it be, with that requeſt comply , 
* By Styx [| i» car, whoſe waves are hid in night, 
And roll impervious to my picrcing hebt,” 
The youth, tranſported, aſks without delay, 
To guide the Sun's bright chatiot tor u dey, 
The God repented of the cath he tock, 
For anguiſh thrice his radiant head he thuck : 
My fon (lays he) tome other proof requic ; 
** Raſh was my promnte, rath is thy detire, 
* I'd fain deny this wiſh which thou bt made, 
Or, what I can't deny, woutid fein dun. 
* To valt and hazardous the tif appears, 
Nax ſuited to thy ftrcagth, nor to thy years, 
Thy lot ie mortal, but thy wiſhes fly 
* Bey ud the province of mortality : 
„ "There is not one of all the Gude that darey 
* (However fiiPFd in other great affair +) 
* To mount the burning axle-tree, but I; 
Not Jove hinuch, the ruler of the ſky, 
That hurt the three-fork'd thunder it m abore, 
Parcs try his ſtrength ; yet who 10 H. ung a 
ove > 
* The ſteeds climb up the firſi aſcent with pain; 
* And when the middle fermament they pain, 
** I downwards from the heavens my cad | bow, 
And ice the earth and can hang below, 
*« Ev'n 1 am 1c:2'd with horror and affrig, 
And my ovn heart wigives me at the fight, 
A mighty dc wntall ttc cps the evening flage, 
** And flecdy teins mul! curb the horis” rage. 
** Tethys hericlt has tear'd to fee me driven 
Don hradlong trom the precipice of heaven, 
*+* Beſides, conſider v hat impeturus force 
Turns ftars and planets in a dificreut court ; 
„Ice againſt their motions 3; nor am | 
** Poruc back by all the current of the tky. 
** But how could you refift the orbs that rell 


ln adveric whirls, and ſtem the rapid pole? 


But you perhaps may hope for pleaſing woot, 
And lately demes, ind citics fd with Gods; 
+ Whiic thraughathoufand mare: your progrets hes, 


| Where rorms of Marry me-ntters ſtock the ſkirt 


For, ſhould you hit the doubttul way aright, 
„The Bull with Rooping horns ſtands of p ſite; 
Next him the bright Hemonian Bow 1: ſtrung; 


N os And next, the Lion's grinning vit ge hung; 


* Thc Scorpion's claws here crap a wide extent, 

* And hei the Crao's in leiſer <claips are bent. 

Nor would you find it eaty to compule 

* The mctticd ttreds, when from their noſtrils 
fl,ws 

The tcorching fire, that in their catrails glows. 
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« Tn 1 their hea Iſtrong fury ſrarce reſt rain. He ſpoke in vain ; the youth with ative heat 
« When they grow warm and refit to the rein. And .prightiy vigeur aulte into the wat z 
« [et n't ein, 190 a fatal itt . C. uire, Ana y to hold th: run, and tend gives 


„ But, O! in time, vecal your rain «re; hene thanks his Eater with remork acct ves, 
©G You atk a gitt that may your parent tell, Mean le nc rciticts horics neigte aloud, 
% Let theic my tears your parentage rc cu; Bro athing out tire, and pawing where they ſtood, 
4. And lcarn a tather from a tathar's cer; Lethe, nit knowing what hud paſt, "aVe way, 
. Look on my race; , 1! my heart lay bare, And ali the waſte f ncaven bete them: jay, 

© Could you but lock, you'd read the wather They fpring t gether out, and ſwiftiy bear 


there. ihe flying youth trough clouds and viclling air; 
« Choole wut 4 nit from ſeas, or carth, or ſkics, With wingy ſpecd watſttip the caſlein vind, 
. For cpen to yur th A nature nice, And leave the breezes ot the mv ro behind | 
« ()aly decline this vnc uncqual taſk, The youth as light, nor could he fill the teat, 
« For "tis a mAh ci, ta gut, yuuuk] Or pie the clactet with its « omed ci: 
„ You aſk @ rei) nuwhicl, Phacton ; But a ut ka tie unbaliit cſſe l riocs, | 
4% Nay hang not thus apoul my acck, my [on + Caft to and tra, the iport of winds and tides g 


„grant your iſh, ma Styx ha hours my voce, } So in the bounding cheriot t id on high, 
„ Chouic what you will, but make a witer choice,” | The youth is hurzy'd beadleng thiough the fey, 
Thus did the Gd tb unwary voutn - Avec; Soon a the ices peruerve , they toe 


But he ſti; longs to travel thruugh tine ies. Theor tated cane, and lcave the beuten track. 
u hen the f. nd tather ( r in vain he pleads) The yurth war in ,, nor did be ku 

A: lengta 1 he V ak anian chariat leave Woich v av tr toru the 1 ins, or where te go; 

A & lien axle did the work uphold, Nor would the burtce, kad be known, lch. 

G lu was the beam, he wheel were art“ with gold. | Then the Seven Stars hilt tet Apes ray, 

Tac ſpokes in rows of ſilver piczas'd the heut. And wili*®d to dip in the torbiddcen sen. 

Tuc u' with party-coluur'd gems was bright; The tolticd Serpout next the trozen poie, 

Ap Us 1d ami the glare of light. Stiff and benum d brite, began to rell. 

Ihe yeuth with tecret j); the work furvevs And rag*d with in ward heut, and tarcaten'd war, 
When nos the morn diitcles'd her purple rays; And thut a redocr lig ht tom every tir; 


The ſtar were fied; for Lucticr had chnac'd 
The ftars away, and fled him! If at kat. 
Soon a+ tac iather taw the roly mern, 

And the min ſhining with a blunter horn, 


He bid the nme hours without delay Saw carth and occan tir encath him (prac ; 
Fring torth the ticveds; the nimoek hours obey : | | His colour change, he ſtart led at the ght, 
F. om their tall racks the genius Rocds retire, And his eyes. dacken'd by too gie a tight, 
Dioppitcg nb fil tam , and ſnerting fire, Now could he with the rery reed: watry's), 


Nay, and tis Lud, 5: Gies too, that tain 
Thou woul'ft have fled, though cumber*1 with 
thy wain. 


Th' unhappy youth then, bending down bis hea''y, / 


« 


Sull anxious ior his fun, the ed of day, I His birth o6bſcur+, and his tc quctt aucun: 
To nac hin provi againſt the burning ray, Now would he Mcrp* tor hie tuther own, 
His temples with celcſtial ointment wet, And quit his baute d Kindred tw the Sun, 


O tluverct; n virtuc to repel the heat, 

Then hs d the beany circle on His head, 

An fetch'd a view tore beding ngh, and faid, 
Take this at Icaſt, this laft advice, my fon ; 
Keep 4 tiff rein, aud move but gently on: 
The courters of them es will run 100 taſt, 
Yuur art muſt be to moderate ther haſte, 
Drive then not on dire &ly through the ſkies, 
But here the Zodiacts winding circle lies, 
Alung the nugmoft Zone ; but ally forth 


So farcs the pit, when his ſhop 6 it 
In troubled fee, and I} its ttcetagc %; 
H. gives her to the winds, aud in 4: por 
Scccs his tat tes ug in the Goos and prager. 
What cou'd he do? His eyes, back wurd caſt, 
Find a lung putt: he had altcaty it; 
it tor ward, ditt a lunger path ther find : 
Both he computes, ard tums im his mird; 
And dom ums cut an ve upon the call, 
And feme'tmes Locks on the jortudden weſt, 
Nor to the dittant louth, nor Horniy north. 1 be EOrfcs' nagt he knew nt in the night: 
The horics' boots a beaten track will how, Nor would he lock the reins, nor cis he hald 
But neither mount to high, nor flank too ww, them tight. | 
That no ne fires or heaven or eat th infeft; Now ali the horrors ef the heavens he pics, 
Keen the mid way, the middle way is bet], An monttrous fradov. s of prodighu> ze, 
Nor, where in raviant Folds the Scrpont iv ines, | Hat, Ceci a with ttare, lic 1curhcr'd fer the (ies, 
Duca your c -urſr, nor where the a fines, | There 18 u place db e, where Scorpio beul 
Shun both extiomes ; the reſt let torture guide, | in 4 and arms wrrounds à vat (tent; 
And better tor thee than thytcir provide | ina wide cucuit of the heaven he thine”, 
dee. While Luk, the ſhades Giiperte away, { And fills the pace of two cel ftiuh tigns., 
Aur Ta gives the promite of a day; Sven 28 the mito ber cl him, „c with heat, 
Im ca Pc, nur can 1 make a longer f. \ 3ran% th nis Hing, and in hi enten lu cat, 
Suach up the reins; or ſtill th? att. Apt sor abc, ti Gund with u den icar he dropt the reine; 
Aud nut my chatiot, but my countet tak, bac h- rie tit them Joote upon tar mincs, 
Wurle yet 1ecu;ely en the curth youu ſtand; AW, ayi'g ont thruugt al the place above, 
Nor touch the hartes with ton rath u kw, Kan ano f, he- their zurs deve; 
ct inc alone to light the Wworlu, v. tuic you Ruth 4 on the itars, and through a pathlefs wav 
Enjoy hole bkxwns which YOU $4uy , view,” O. uuknown gn harry'd on tac day. : 
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And now above, and now below they flew, 

And neut the earth the burning chariot drew. 
The clouds diſperſe in fumes, the wondering 

moon 

Bc holds her brother*s ſteeds beneath her own ; 

The highlands ſmoke, clett by the picrcing ray*, 

Or, clad with wood:+, in their own fuel blaze. 

Next oer the plein, wv here riper'd harveſts grow, 

The running cunflagration ſpreads below. 

But theic arctrivial ilk ; Wh citics burn, 

And peopicd kingdoms into aſhes turn. 

The mo antains kindle as the car draws near, 
Athos and Tmolus red with fires appear 
Or agrian Hamus (then a fingle munc) 

And virgin Helicon increaſe the flame, 

1avrus and Oc te glare amid the ſky, 

And Ida, ſpite of all her fountairs, dry. 

Eyx, and Othrys, and Cithzron, glow ; 

And Rnodcpe, no longer cloath*d in inow; 

High Pindus, Mimas, and Parnafin:, tweat, 

And Etna trage with redoubled heat. 

Erv'a Scythia, through her h ary regions warm'd, 
In vain with all her native froit was arm d. 
Cuver'd with flame“, the towering Appennine, 
And Caucaſus, and proud Olympus, ſhine ; 

And, where the long-cxtended Alps atpire, 

Now itands a huge continued range of fre. 

Th' uſtoniſted youth, where=c*cr his cyes could 
turn, 

Bcheld the univerſe around him burn: 

The wor!d was in 2 blaze; nor could he bear 
The ſultty vapours and the ſcorching air, 
V hich 1rom below, as from a furnace, flow'd ; 
And now the axle-trce beneath him glow'd : 

Loſt in the whisling clouds, that round him broke, 
Ard white with «ſh +, hovering in the tmoke, 
H. flew where-c'ce: the horſes drove, nor knew 
Mhither the horſes drove, or where he fl-w. 

„ then, they tay, the iwarthv Mor begun 
J change his buc, und bla ken in the tun. 
hen Libya firit, vi all her m.iſture orain'd, 
B-ccame a barten waite, a vid of ſand. 

"the watcr-oymphs lame nt their empty urns ; 
Hu-otia, rebt'd ot ftlver Unce, mourn ; 
C-rinth Prrenc's walted ipring bewail: ; 

And Argos gricwes whi.it Amy inone {ails, 

The fd, are dad rrem every diltant coaſt : 
Ten lan-, houpb fix'd ini, wa butt; 
Inrag'd Caicus and Lycormas roar, 

And Xanthus, fuc d to be burnt once more, 

' The tam'd Mzandcr, that unweary'd trays 

1] hrough mary winding, fm. ke in every maze, 
From hi» lov'd Baby lun Evpltrates Hic; 


ADDISs ON 


The big-ſwoln Ganges and che Danube rife 

In thickening fumes, and darken half the Wirt. 

Lu fl mr» Howncs and the Phaſie roll'a, 

Ana Tagus> fl atiug in his m. ited gold, 

"The twans, that on Ciyttcr often try*d 

Their tuneful tongs, now ſung their laſt, and dy'd. 
71 hc ir:ghtcd Nile ran ff, and under ground 
Conccal'd hie head, nor gan it yet be found: | 
Hi> even divided currents arc all dry, 

And where they roll, ſeven gaping trenches lie, 
No more the Rhine or Rhone their couric niain- | 


tain, 
Nor Tiber, of his promis'd empire vain. 


5 6 r © u 8. 


The ground, deep cleft, a mite the dazz ling Ta 
And fiariles Pluto with the fl th of day, g 
Ins ſcas ſhrink in, and to the fight diſcloſe 
Wide naked plains, where once their billows role 
Their rocks are all dicover't, and increate ' 
The number of the icatter'd Cyclades. 

The fiſh in ſholes about the bott mn cree b, 
Nor langer dates the crooked dolſchin leap : 
Guiping tor breath, th* uaſhapen Phocæ dic, 
And on the boiling wave extended lic, 
Necreus, and Doris with her virgin train, 
Scek out the I-ft receſſes of the nain ; 
Bencath unfathomablc depths tbey faint, 

And ſccret in their gloomy cavcrus pant. 
Stern Neptune thrice above the waves ufheld 
His face, and thrice was by the flame: repelſ'd, 

Thc earth at length, on every tide embrac'd 
With tealding teas, that fl ated round her waiſt, 
When now ſhe felt the ſprings and rivers c-. 
And crowd within the he llow of her wo 
Up-litted to the heavens her blaſted head, 

And clipt ber hands upon her brows, and faid ; 
(But fit, impatient ol the ſultry heat, 

Sunk deeper down, and ſought a cooler feat :) 

** tif you, great King of Gods, my death approve, 
And I deterve it, let me dic by Jove; 

If I muſt periſh by the force of fire, 

Let me tran+fix'd with thunderbolts expire. 


See, woilſt 1 ſpeak, my breath the vapouns 


choke, 
(For now her face lay wrapt in clouds of ſm kt) 
*« Sce my ſing'd hair, behold my faded eve, 
And wither'd face, u here heaps of cinder: lie! 
And does the plough fer this niy body tar ? 
** This the reward for all the fruits 1 bear, 
** Tortur*d with rakes, and harate'd all the year ? 
** That herbs for cattle daily 1 renew, 
And food for man, and frankincenſe for you? 
++ Put grant me guilty; what has Neptune done 
Why are his waters boiling in the lun ? 
*© The wavy empire, which by lot was given, 
Why des it valte, aud further ſhrink trom hea 
ven ? | 
If I nor he your pity can provoke, 
*© Sec your own heavens, the heavens begin to 
imuke | 
*+* Should once the ſparkles catch thoſe bright 


abodes, 


4 


1 Deſtruction ſeizes on the hea'rens and gods; 


Atlas becomes unequal to hie treight, 


And almoſt faint- bencath the glowing weight. 

lf heaven, and earth, and (ca, together burn, 

** Ali muſt again into their chavs turn. 

Apply fome [peedy cure, prevent our fate, 

And ivccour nature, crc it Le too Jate.” 

She ccad; for, chuk'd with vaprours round bet 

ipread, 

Don te the deepeſt ſhades ſhe ſunk her head. 
Jove cad to witn-ls every power above, 

And cv'n the God, hoe lun the chariot drove, 

That what he acts he is compelt'd tv do, 

Ir univertal ruin muſt enſue. 


* 


+4 


| Strateht hs. acc the high cthercal throne, 

ien hence he ud to dart his thunder down, 

Frum wheoce his ſhov-ers ard ftorms he us'd te 
pur, 

Uut now could mert ith goithe; ſtorm ust ſh wth 
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Then, aiming at the youth, with liſted hand, 
Tull at his head he hurl'd the forky brand. 


g 
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Lampetia would have help'd her, but ſhe ſound 
Herfelf withheld, and rootcd to the ground: 


In dreadful thunderings. Thus th' Almighty fire A third in wild affliction, as ſhe grieves, 


Suppreſs'd the raging of the fires with fite. 
At once from life and from the chariot driven, 

Th ambitious boy ſell thunder-ſtruck from hea- 
ven. 

The horſes ſtarted with a ſudden bound, 

And flung the reins and chariot to the ground: 

The ſtudded harneis from their necks they broke; 

Here fell a wheel, and here a ſilver ſpoke, 

Here were the beam and axle torn away; 

And, ſcatter'd o'er the earth, the ſhining frag- 
ments lay. 

The breathleſs Phaeton, with flaming hair, 

Shot from the chariot. like a falling ſtar, 

That in a ſummer's evening from the top 

Of heaven drops down, or ſeems at leaſt to drop; 

Till on the Po his blaſted cot ple was hurl'd, 

Far ſrem his country, in the weſtern world. 


PHAETON's SISTERS TRANSFORMED 
INTO STAGS. | 


THE Latian nymphs came round him, and 
ama d 
On the dead youth, trausfix'd with thunder, 
gaz d; | 
And, whilſt yet ſmoking from the bolt he lay, 
His ſhatter'd body to a tomb convey, 
And o'er the tomb an epitaph deviie, 
6 _ who drove the fun's bright chariot 
bevg. 
His father's ficry ſteeds he could not guide, 
« But in the glorious enterprize he dy d.“ 
Apol'o hid his face, and pin d for gricf, 
And, if the ſtory may deſerve belief, 
The {pace of once whole day is ſaid to run, 
From morn to wonted eve, without a ſun: 
The burning ruins, w th a fainter ray, 
Supply the ſun, and counterfeit a day, 
A day, that ſtill did nature's face diſcloſe : 
This comfort from the mighty miſchief roſe. 

But Clymene, enrag'd with grief. laments, 
And, as her grief inſpires, her pallion vents: 
Wild for her ſon, and frantic in her woes, 
With hair diſhevel'd, round the world ſhe goes, 
To ſeek where-e'cr his body might be 
Till, on the borders of the Po, at laſt 
The name inſcrib'd on the new tomb appears, 
The dear dear name ſhe bathes in flowing tears; 
Hangs o'er the tomb, unable to depart, 

And hugs the marble to her throbbing heart. 

Her daughtcts too lament, and ſigh, and mourn, 
(A fruitleſs tribute to their brother's urn ;) 

And beat their naked boſoms, and complain, 
And call aloud for Phaeton in vain : 


All the long night their mournſul watch they 


2 * 


And ail the day ſtand round the tomb and werp * Ihe hi den grief, that in his boſom riie, 


Four times, revolving, the full moon retarn'd ; 
So long the mother and the daughters mourn'd; 
When now the eldeſt, Phacthuſa, ſtrove 


To reſt her weary limbs, but could not move 


| 


Would rend her hair, but fills her hand wick 
leaves ; 

One ſees her thighs transform'd, another views 

Her arms ſhot out, and branching into boughs. 

And now their legs, and breaſts, and bodics, 
ſcood 

Cruſted with bark, and hardening into wood ; 

But till above wer: female heads diſplay'd, 

And mouths, that call d h- mother to their aid, 

What could, alas! the weeping mother do ? 

From this to that with cager haſte ſhe ew, 

An. kiſs'd her ſprouting daughters as they 


ew. 
She 2 bark that to cach hody cicaves, 
And from the verdant fingers itrips the leaves: 
The blood came trickling, where the tore away 
"The leaves and bark; the n aids were heard to 


lay, 
« Forbcar, miſtaken parent, oh! ſorbear; 
« A wounded daughter in cach tree you tear; 

„ Farewel for cwer.“ Here the bark increas d. 
Clos'd on their faccs, and their words ſuppreſs d. 
The ncw-made trees in tears of amber ruu, 

Which, harden'd into value by the ſun, 

Diſlil for ever on the ſtreams below: 

The limpid ſtreams their radiant treaſure ſhow, 

Mi'd in tre fand ; whence the rich drops con- 
vey d 

Shinc in the Creſs of the bright Latian maid. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF CYCN 
INTO A SAN 


CYCNUS beheld the nymphs transform'd, 
aliy'd 
To their dead brother, on the mortal ſide, 
lu ſriendſhip and affection nearer bound; 
He left the cities and the rcalms he own'd 


Through pathleſs fields and loncly ſhores to 


range, 
And woods, made thicker by the ſiſters” change. 
Whilſt here, within the diſmal gloom, alone, 
he melancholy monarch made his moan, 

His voicewas lefſen'd, as he try'd to {peak, 

And iſſued through a long-exr-nded neck; 

His hair transforms to down, hi- fingers ancet 

In ſkinny films, and ſha_e his oary feet ; 

From both his files the wings aud teathers break; 
And from his mouth proceeds a blunted bcak: 
All Cycuus now into « {wan was turn'd, | 
Who, ſtill remembering how his kinſman burn'd, 
To ſolitary pools and lakes retires, 

Aud loves the waters as oppos d to fires. 

„ can-while Apollo in a gluomy ſhale 
(The native luſtre of his brbws decay d) 
Indulging ſorrow, ſickens at the fight 
Of his own ſun-ſhinc, and abhors the light; 


Sadden his looks, and overcaſt his eyes. 


| As when ſome duſky orb obſcures his ray, 


Aud ſullics, in a dim ecliple, the day. 
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Now warm reſentments to his gricſs he join'd, 
And nw renounc'd his office to mankind. 
* F*cr ſince the birth of time, ſai he, © I've 
bor uc 

* A long ungrateful toil without return; 
* Let now lome other manage, if he dare, 
* "The fiery ſteeds, and mount the buruing car, 
Or, if none cle, It Jove his fortune try, 
And learn to lay his murdering thunder by; 
Ihen will he own, perhaps, but own too late, 
& My fon delerv'd not fo ſevere a fate.” 

The gods ſtaud round him, as he mourns, and 


Now ſecretly with inward grief he pin'd, . 


He was ame the conduct of the day, 
Nor let the wor ki be loft in endleſs vight; 
Joe too h-mſcll, deſcending tom his height, 

Excuſes what had happen d, and intreats, 
Majcflically mixing prayers and threats. 
Prevail'd upon at length, again he took 

Ihe harnels'd ſteeds, that ill with horror ſhook, 
Aud plies them with the laſh, and whips them 


on, 
And, as he whips, upbraids them with his ſon. 


THE STORY OF CALISTO. 


THE day was ſettled in its courſe; and Jove 
Walk' d the wide circuit of the heavens above, 
To ſearch it any cracks or flaws were made; 
But all was ſafe : the carth he then ſurvey'd, 
And caſt an eye on every diflerent coſt, 

And every land; but on Arcadia moſt. 

Her ficlds hc cloath d, and checr'd her blaſted 
face 

With running fountains, and with ſpringing 

als. 

No ME of kcaven's deſtructive fire remain; 

The fields and woods revive, and nature ſmiles 
again. . 

But, — the god walk d to and fro the earth, 

And rais'd che plants, and gave the iprirg it 
birth, | 

By cha''ce a fair Arcadian nymph he view'd, 

And tclt the lovely charmer in his blood. 

The nymph nor ſpun, nor drels'd with artful 
pride ; 

Her vcit was gather'd up, er Lair was ty'd; 

Now in her hand a flender fſpeor ſhe bore, 

Now a light quiver on her ſhoulders wore ; 

To chaſte Diana from her youth inclin'd, 

The ſprightly warriors of the wood ſhe join'd. 

Diana too the gentle huntrels lov'd, 

Nor was there one of all the vymphs that rov'd 

O'er Manalus, amid the maiden throus, 

A ore ſavour d once; but favuur latis not long. 

The ſun now ſhouc in all its ſtrength, and 

drove 
The keated virgin panting to a grove; 
Ihe grove around a gratcful ſhadow caft : 
She d: opt her arrows, and her bow unbrac'd ; 
She fung herſelf on the cool grafly bed; 
And « n the painted quivcs tais d her head, 


ADD1$0xN's 


POE M $. 


| Jove ſaw the charming huntreſs unprepar'd, 
Srtetch'd on the verdant turf, without a guard 
* Here I am ſaſe, he cries,” from Juno's eye; 
Or ſhould my jenlous queen the theft deſcry, 
* Yet would I venture on a the t like his, 
And ſtand her rage for ſuch, for ſuch a bl” 
Diana s ſhape and habit ſtroight he took, 
Softcn'd his brows, and ſmooth'd his awful a, 
And mildly in a female accent ſpoke. 
How fares my girl? How went the morning 
chace ? * 
To whom the virgin, ſtarting from the graſs, 
All hail, brig ht deity, whom | prefer 


here.“ 
The god was nearer than ſhe thought, and heard 
Well-plcas'd himſelf before himſclf preferr'd. 


He then ſalutes her with a warm embrace; 
And. ere ſhe halt had told the morning chace, 
With love inflam d, and eager on his bliſs, 
Smuther'd her words, and ſtop'd her wi.h a kiſs; 
His kiſſes with unwonted ardour glow'd, 

Nor could Diana's ſhape conceal the God. 


| The virgin did whate'cr a viryin could 


Sure Juno muſt have pardon'd, had ſhe view d): 
Wi:h all her might againſt his force ſhe ſtrove : 
But how can mert+] maids contend with Jove! 

Poſſoſt at length of what his h art deſir'd, 
B ck to his heavens th* inſulting god retir d. 
The lovely huntreſs riſing from the graſs, 
With down-caft eyes, and with a blu. ing face, 
By ſhame con ounded, and by ſear diſmay'd, 
Flew from the covert of the guilty ſhade, 
"Ard almoſt, in the tumult of her mind, 
Left her forgotten bow and ſhafts behind. 

But now Diana, with a ſprightly train 
Of qui ver d virgins, bounding o'e: the plain, 
Call'd to the nymph : The nymph began to fear 
A ſecond fraud,a Jove diſyuis'd in her; 
But, when ſhe ſaw the filter nymphs, ſuppreſs'd 


| Her riſing fcars, and mingled with the reſt. 


How in th look does onſcious gu lt appear 
Slowly fax mov'd, and loiter'd in the rear; 
Nor lightly tripp'd, nor by the goddeſs ran, 

As once the us d, the ſoremoſt of the train 
Her looks wer. fluſh'd, and fullen was wy 
mien, 

That ſure the virgin goddeſs (had ſhe been 
Aught but a virgin, mult the guilt have ſeen. 
is ſaid the vymphs fw all, and gueſs'd aright: 
And now the moon had nine times loſt her light, 

When Dian fainting, in the mid-day beams, 
Found a cool covert, and refieſhing ſtreams, 
"That in ſoft murmurs through the foreſt flow d, 
And a ſmooth bed of ſhining gravel ſhow'd. 

A covert ſo obſcure, and itreams ſo clear, 

The goddeſs prais'd : And now no fpics arc 
near, 

« Let's ſtrip, my gentle maids, and waſh; ſhe 
cries. 

Picas'd with the motion, every maid complies; 

Only the bluſhing hunti(ſs ſtood contus d, 

And form'd delays, and bc delays excus d- 

in vain excus'd; her fellows round her prch'd, 


Aud the reluctant nymph by force undi elo d 


To je himſelf, though Jove himſclf were 
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The nak-d hur:treſs all her ſhame reveal'd, 


In vain he hands the pregnant womb conceal'd ; 
« Begone!” the goddeſs cries with ſtern d ſ- 


dain, 


„ Begone! nor dare the hallow'd ſtream to 


ſtain ;** 
She fled, for-ever baniſh'd from the train. 


This Juno heard, who long had watch'd her time 


To puniſh the deteſted rival's crime; 


The time was come: for, to enrage her more, 


A lovely boy the t eming rival bore. 


The goddeſs cait a furious look, and cry'd, 


* It iscnough ! I'm fally fſatisfy'd ! 


This boy ſhall ſtand a living mark, to prove 
« My huſband's baſencſs, and the ſtrumpet's 


love : 
« But vengeance ſhall awake; thoſe guilty ch 


«* That drew the thunderer from Juno's arms, 


„No longer ſhall their wonted force retain, 
Nor pleaſe the god, nor make the mortal va 


This laid her hand within her hair ſhe wound, 


Swung her to carth, and dragg'd her on 


ground ; 


the 


The proſtrate wre*ch lifts up her arms in prayer; 
Her arms grow ſhaggy, and deform'd with hair, 


Her nails are ſharp*n'd into pointed claws, 


Her hands bear half her weight, and turn to 


Paws; 


Her lips, that once could tempt a god, begin 


To grow diſtorted in an ugly grin. 
And, left the ſupplicating brute might reach 


The ears of Jove, ſhe was depriv*d of ſpeech : 
Her ſurly voice through a hoarle paſſage came 


In ſavage ſounds : her mind was {till the ſam 
The furry monſter fix'd her eyes above, 


S. 


And heav'd her new unwicldy pas to Jove, 


And begg'd his aid with inward groans ; 
though 


and 


She could not call him ſalſe, ſhe thought him ſo. 
How did ſhe fear to lodge in woods alone, 
And haunt th fields and meadows once hcrown ! 
How often would the dee mouth'd dogs purſue, 
Whilſt from her hound the frighted huntreſs 


flew ! 


How did ſhe fear her fellow brates, and ſhun 
Tic ſhaggy bear, though now herſelf was one! 
How from the ſight of rugged welves retire, 


Although te grim Lycaon was her fire ! 
Eut now her ſon had fifteen fammers told 
Tierce at the chace, an iu the foreſt bold; 
When, as he beat the woods in queſt of pre 
He chanc'd to rouſe his mother where ſhe 14 
dhe knew her ſon, and kept him iu her ſight 
And fondly gaz'd : the boy was in a fright, 
And ain'd a pointed arrow at her breail ; 


, 
* 


And would have flain his mother in the beaſt - 
But Jove furbad, and ſuatch'd them through the 


air 


Ir whirlwind up to heaven, and ſix d them there : 


Where the new couſtcllations n· litly rife, 
And add a luſtre to the northern ſkies, 
When Juno ſaw the rival in bas height, 
Spangled with ſtars, and circled round with 
22 ww Ocean in his deep wbodes, 
cthys; Lo: ed T7 
You. 1 Hoch terer among the g. 


icht, 


| 


They aſk what brings her there. Ne'er aſk,” 


ſays ſhe, 

„What brings me here; heaven is no place 
for me. 

+ You'll ſee, when night has cover'd all things 
o'er, 


<« TJove's ſtarry baſtard and triumphant whore 
« Uſurp the heavens ; you'll ſes them proudly 
roll 
In their new orbs, and brighten all the pole. 
Aud who ſhall now on Juno's altar wait, 
When thoſe ſhe hates grow greater by her 
hate ? 
I on the nymph a brutal form impreſs'd, 
]Jove to a goddeſs has transform'd the beaſt : 
This this was all my weak revenge could do; 
*+ But let the god his chaſte amours purſue, 
And. as he acted after lo's rape, 
© Reftorc th' adultereſs to her former ſhape ; 
Ihen may he caſt _— off, and lead 
*- Th: great Lycaon's offspring to his bed. 
Nut you, ye venerable powers, be kind; 
« Aud, f my wrongs a due reſentment find, 
Receive not in your waves their ſetting beams, 
Nor let the glaring ſtrumpet taint your 
ſtreams.” . 

The goddeſs ended, and her wiſh was given. 
Back ſhe return'd in triumph up to heaven ; 
Her gaudy peacocks drew he: through the ſkies, 
Their tails were ſpottzd with a thouland eyes; 
The eyes of Argus on their tails were rang'd, 
At th: ſame time the raven's colour chang'd. 


THE STORY OF CORONIS, AND BIRTH 
OF ZASCULAPIUS. 


THE raven once in ſaowy plumes was dreſt, 
White as the whiteſt dove's unſully'd breaſt, 
Fair as the guardian of the capital, 

Sof: as the ſwan; a large and lovely fowl; 

His tongue, his prating tongue, had chang'd him 
uite 

To f * blackneſs from the pureit white. 

Tue ſtory of his change ſhall here be told; 
In Theſſaly there liv'd a nymph of old, 

Coronis nam' d; a peerieſs maid ſhe ſhin'd, 
Confeſt the ſaireſt of the fairer kind. 

Apollo lov'd her, till her guilt he knew; 

While true ſhe was, or whilſt he thought her true. 
But his own bird the raven chanc'd to ſiud 
"The falſ--one with a ſecret rival jain'd. 
Coronis begg'd him to ſuppreſs che tale, 

But could not with repeated prayers prevail 
His milk-white pinions to the god he ply'd; 
The buſy daw flew with him fide by ſid, 
And by a thouſand teazing queſtions drew 
Th? important ſzcret from him as they ſlew. 
The daw gave honelt counſel, though defpi.'d, 
And, tedious in her tattie, thus advi- d. 

« Stay, filly bird, th' ill-natur'd taſk reſuſe, 

„ Nor be the bearer of unwelcome news. 

« Ne varn'd by my example: you diſcern 

« What now lam, and what I was Qhall learn. 
% My fooliſh hone fly was all my crime; 


«+ Then hear my tory, Ou upon a time, 


E e 


210 
The two-ſhap'd Frifthonius had his birth 


« (Witt out a nu:ther} from! the tecming earth ; 
*. Vinerva nurs'd him, and thr infant laid 
« Within a cheſt, of twining oſicrs made. 
© The daughters of king Cecrops undertvok 
« To guard the cheft, comman ed not to look 
On what was hid within I ſtood to fre 
The charge obey d, perch'd on a neighbouring 
tree 
« The ſiſters Pandrt ſos and Herſè keep 
© The flrict command; Aglauros nceis w ould 
0 * 
« And wg the monſtrous infant in a ſright, 
And call'd her ſiſters to the Lideons C.ght ; 
A boy's ſoft ſhape did to the waill prevail, 
«« But the boy ended in a Cragon®s tail. 
„told the ſtern Minerva all that paſs'd, 
« But, f- r my pains, diſ arded and dilyrac'd, 
The frowning goddeſs drove me from her 
| fight, 
« And — her favourite choſe the bird of night. 
he then ne te- tale; for I think my wreng 
+ Enough to teach a bird to hold her tongue. 
But you, perhaps, may think I was remov'd, 
« Asnever by the h2avenly maid belov'd; 
«+ But I was lov'd; ak Pallas if I lie; 
* Though Pallas hate me now. ſhe won't deny; 
4% For 1, whom in a ſ-ather'd ſkape you view, 
«« Was once a muid (by heaven the frory's true), [> 
«« A bloomivg maid, aud a king's daughter ton. 
« Ac owd of lovers own'd my beavty's charms ; 
«+ My beauty was the cauſe of all my harms; 
„Neptune, as on his ſhores 1 went to rove, 
„ Obſerv'd me in my walks and fell in love. 
„He made his courtſhip, he confeſs'd his pain, 
And offer'd force when all his arts were vain ; 
« Sw ft he purſu'd : I ran along the ſtrand, 
„ Till, ſpent and weary'd on the fink'ng ſand, 
« | ſhrick'd aloud, v ith crics 1 fill'd the air 
To gods a dmen; ror god norman un there: > 
« A virgin goddeſs heard a virgin's prager. 
« For, es my arms 1 j:tted} to the ſkice, 
I ſaw black ſcathers from my fFugers rif ; 
« ] trove to fling wy garment on the g round; 
« My garment turu'd to plun.es, aud girt me 
round. 
« My hands to beat my naked boſom try; 
„Nr naked boſom now nor hands had 1, 
« Lightly 1 tript, nor weary as belore 
„ Sunk in the ſand, but ſæuum d along the 
ſhore ; 
« Till, r;fing on wy wivgs. I was preſer'd 
« To be the chaſte Mincrva's virgin bird: 
« Prefer'd in vaiu ! I now am in diigrece: 
„Nyctimene he owl enjoys my place. 
On her inceſtuous life 1 need not dwell 
« (In Leſbos till the horrid tale they tell): 
„And of her dire amours you mult have heard, 
« For which ſhe now docs penance in a bird, 
« That, conſcidus of her ſhame, avoid the light, 
„Aud loves the gloomy covering of the night; 
„he birds, where'cr the flutters, ſcare away 
„ The hooting wre:tch, and drive her fro: the 
Gay "pr Y 
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# Proud of the charge of the celeſtial Loy. 


Swift be thy growth! thy triumphs uncon- 


 _ADDISON'Ss r oO EMS. 


The raven, urg'd by ſuch impertinence, 
Crew paſlionate, it ſeems, and took offence, 
And curſt the harmleſs daw ; the daw withdrey . 
The raven to her injur'd patron few, : 
And found him out, and told the fatal truth 
falle Coronis and the favour'd youth. 

The go was wroth ; the colour left his lock. 
The wie th his head, the harp his hand lor ſook; 
His ſilver bow and fcather'd ſhafts he took, 
And lodg'd an arrow in the tender breaſt, 
hat had fo often to his own been preſt 
Down feli the wounded nymph, and ſadly groan'd, 
And pull'd his arrow recking rom the wound, 
Ind, weltering in her blood, thus faintly cry' 
Ah cruel god! though I have juſtly dy'd, 


| «© What has, alas! my unborn infanc done, 


% Ther he ſhov'd fall, and two expire in one?“ 

This ſaid, in avonics ſhe fetch'd her breath, 
The god diflolves in pity at her dea h; 

He hates the bird that made her falſchood 

known, 

And hates himſelf for what himſelf had done; 

The feather'd ſhaft, that ſent her to the fates, 

And his own hand, tt at ſent the ſhaft, he hates. 

Fain would he heal the wound, ard cafe ber 


n, 
And * compaſs of his art in vain, 
Soon as he ſaw the lovely nymph expire, 
The pile made ready, and the kindling fire, 
With 6ghs and groans her obſcquies he kept, 
And, ii a god could weep, the god had wept. 


Her corpſe he E:fs'd, and heavenly inccuſe 
broug! t, 
And ſoiemniz'd the death himſelf had wrought. 
But, leſt his offspring ſhould her fate par take, 

Spite of th“ immortal mixture in his make, 
He ript her womb, and fer the child at large, 
And gave him to the centaur Chiron's charge: 
Then in his ſury black'd the raven o'er, 

Aud bid him prate in his white plumcs no more. 


OCYRRHOE TRANSFORMED TO A | 
MARE. 


OLD Chiron took the babe with ſecret joy, 


His daughter too, whom on the ſandy ſhore, 
The nymph Chariclo to the centaur bore, 
With hair Gdiſhevecl'd on her ſhoulders, came 
To fe the child, Ocyrshoe was her name ; 
She knew her father's art, and could rchecarſc 
The depths of prophecy in ſounding verſe. 
Once, as the ſacræd infant ſhe ſurvey'd, 
Ihe god was kindled in the raving maid, 
And thus ſhe utter'd her prophetic tale ; 

« Hail, great pliyſician of the world, all hail; 
« Hail, n ighty infant, who in years to come 
+. Shall hail the nations, and defraud the tomb; 


fin'd! 


Make kingdoms thicker, and increaſe man- 


( D BY 


1 Dt . 


« Thy daring art ſhall animate the dead, 

+ And draw the thunder on thy guilty head: 

« Then ſhalt thou die; but fro.n the daik abode 
abode 

© Riſe up victorious, and be twice a god 

And thou, my fire, was deſlin'd by thy birth 

* To turn to duſt, and mix with common darth, 

* How wilt thou toſs, aud rave, aud long to 
dic, 

« And quit thy claim to immortality z 

„ When thou ſhaltfecl, cnrag'd wich inward 
pains, 

© The Hydra's venom rankling in thy veins ? 

« The gods in pity ſhall contract thy dat; 

« Aud give thec over to the powers of fate. 

Thus, entering into deſtiny, the mad 

The ſecrets of offended Jove betray'd : 

More kad ſhe ſtill to ſay ; but now appears 

uUppreis'd with fobs and figs, and crown'd in 


tears 


« Aly voice,“ ſays ſhe, © is gone, my language 
fails ; 

% Th*rough every limb my Kindred ſhape pre- 
vails, 


« Why did the god this fatal gift impzr*, 

And with prophetic rapturcs ſwelt my heart? 

What new deſaes are thoſe ? 1 long to pace 

« O'er flowery meadows, and to feed on grails; 

« | haſten to a brute, a maid no more:; 

„ Put why, alas! am I transſorm'd all o'er ? 

« My fire docs half a human ſhape retain, 

And in his upper parts preſcrves the man.” 
Her tongue no more diſlinct complaints af- 

fords, 

But in ſurill accents and miſhapen words 

Pours forth juch hideous wailings, as declare 

The human form contounded in the mare: 

Till by degrees, accompliſh d in the beaſt, 

She neigu'd outright, and all the ſtecd expret. 

Her ſtooping body on her hands is born, 

Her hands arc turn'd to hoois, aud ſhod in 

horn ; | 

Her yellow treſſes ruſſle in a manc, 

And in her flowing tails ſhe friſks her train. 

The mare was fiuiſh'd in her voice and look, 


And a new name from the new figure tovk. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF BATTUS 
TO A TOUCHSTONE. 


SORF. wept the centaur, and to Phabus 

pray ' d; 

But how cou d Phœbus give the centaur aid ? 

Degraded of his power by angry Jove, 

In Elis then a herd of breves he drove; 

And wiclded in his hand a ſtaff of oak, 

And * his ſhoulders threw the ſheplicrd's 
cloak ; ; 

n ſeven compaQed reeds he us'd to play, 

And cu his rural pipe to walte the day. 

As once, attcutive, to his pipe, he play'd, 
The crafry Hermes ſrom the god con cy d * 
A drove that ſeparate from their fuliow s ſtray'd. 
The theft an old infidious peaſant view'd 
(They ca. d kim Zuttus in the neighbourhood ,; 


; 
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Hir'd by a vcalthy Pviian prince to f ed 

H.s favourire tnures, and watch the generous 
breed. 

The thieviſh god ſuſpected him. and took 

The hind afide, and thus in whiſpers ſpoke ; 

« Diſcover not the theft, whoe'er thou be, 

* And take that milk-white heiſcr for thy ſ-e, 

Go, ſtranger,” cries the clown, © ſecurely on, 

* That ſtone ſhall ſooner tell; and ſhow'd a 
None. 

The god withgrew, but Qraight return'd again, 

In ſpeech and habit like a country ſwain 

And cried out, Neighbour, haſt thou ſeen a 
ſt ray 

« Of bullocks and of heifers paſs this way ? 

In the recovery of my cattle join, 

« A bullock and a heiler ſhall be thine "? 

The peaſant quick replics, “ You'll find them 
there 

« In yon dark vale:"” and in the vale they were. 

The danbie bribe had his falſe heart b-guil'd ; 

The god. ſucceſaſul in t e trial, ſina'd; 

« And doit thou thus butray myſelf ta me? 

*« Me to myſ-if det thou betray ? * ſays be * 

Then to a Teachffonr turus the ſaithleſe pr, 

And iu his name records ins wten:y. 


THE STORY Or AGLAUROS TRANS. 
FORMED INTO A STATUE. 


TH!S done, the god flow upon gh, and paſo q 
O'er loſty Athens, by Minerva grac'.', - 
And wide AMunichia, whilit his eros ſarvey 
All the valt region that beneath Lien lay. 

*'I'was now the teuſt, when cach Athenian 

maid 

Her vcarly homage to Minerva paid 
In caniiters, with garlands cov r'd o'er, 
High vu their heads heir myſtic gifts tucy bore: 
Aud now, returning in a fulemn t ati, 
The troop of ſhining virgins fill'd the plain. 

Ih gol well-pl-as'd beheld the pompous ſnow. 
And ſaw the bright proce on paſs below 
Then veer'd about, and took a wh-eling flig't, 
And hover'd o'er them; as the ſpreaciing «ite, 
That ſm Ils the ſlaughter d victi n from on high. > 
Flies at a diſtance, if th: pricfts ave nigh, 
And ſails around, and keeps it in her eye: 


So kept tas god the virgin choir in view, 


And in ſiow winding circles round them flew. 
As Lncifer excels the meaneſt ſtar, 

Or, as the full-orb'd Thebe J ucifer ; 

So much did Herſe all the reſt ourvy, 

And gave a grace to the ſolemnity. 

Hermes was fir d, as in the clouds he hung 

So the cold bullet, that with fury Dung - J 

Fro.n Balea engines mounts on high, : 

Glows in the whirl, aud burns along the fey, 

At Kurth he pitch d upon the ground, and 

ſnow'd 

"The ſorm divine, the foatures of a god. 

He knew their vir ue ofcr a ſoinale heart, 

And yet he trages to better zu- u 45 Art. 
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He hangs his mantle looſe, and ſets to ſhow 
The golden edging on the ſeam below; 
Adjuits his flowing curls, and in his hand 
Waves with an air the Nleep-procuring wand: 
The glittering ſanda's ro his feet applies, 
Ard to cach heel the well-trim'd pinion tics. 
His ornaments with niceſt art diſplay'd, 
He ſccks th' apartn ent of the royal maid. 
The roof was all with poliſh'd ivory lin'd, 
'T hat, sichly mix'd, in clouds of tortoiſe ſhin'd, 
Three rooms contiguous ina range were plac'd ; 
The midmot by the beautcous Herſe grac'd ; 
Her vir. in ſiſters lodg'd on either fide. 
Aglanros firſt th“ approaching god deſcry'd, 
And, as he croſs'd her chamber, aſk'd his name, 
And what his buſineſs was, and whence he came. 
*I come,” reply'd the god, from heaven to 
woo 
v Your liſtcr, and to make an aunt of you; 
lam the ſon and meſſenger of Jore, 
« My name is Mercury, my buſineſs love; 
« Do you, kind damſel, take a lover's part, 
« And gain admittance to your ſiſter's heart.” 
She ſtar'd him in he face with looks amaz'd, 
Ax when ſhe on Minerva s ſecret gaz'd, 
And aſks a mighty treaſure for her hire, 
And, till he brings it, makes the god retire. 
Minerva griev'd to ſce the nymph ſucceed ; 
And now rememb*ring the late impious deed, 
When, diſobedient to ker ſtrict command, 
the touch'd the cheſt with an uuhallow'd hand; 
In big-[woln ſighs her inward rage expreſs d, 
That heav'd the riſing Zgis on her breaſt ; 
Then ſought out Envy in her dark abode, 
Decfii'd with rory gore and clots of blood; 
Shut ſrom the wands, and from the wholeſome 
ſkies, 
In a dcep valc the gloomy dungeon lies, 
Dumal and cold, where not a beam of light 
Invades tue winter, or diſturbs the night. 
Nirca'y to the cave her courſe ſhe ſteer d; 
Againſt the gates her mart al lance ſhe rear'd; 
"the cates flew open, and the fiend appear'd. 
A poiſonons mor ſel in ker tecth ſhe chew d, 
And gorg,'d the fleſh of vipers for her food. 
N inerva, loathing, turn'd away her cyt; 
"The hideous monſter, riſing heavily, 
Came ſtalking forward with a ſullcn pace, 
And left her mangle d oſſals on the place. 
Soon as ſhe ſaw the goddels gay and bright, 
She ſetch'd a grean at ſuch a chearful fight. 
Livid and meagre were her looks, her eye 
In foul diſtorted glances turn'd awry ; 
A hoard of gall her inward parts poſſeſe' d, 
And ſpread a greenneſs o'er her canker'd breaſt ; 
Her t:eth were brown with ruſt; and from her 
tongue, 
In dangling drops, the ſtringy poiſon hung. 
She nc ver ſmiles but when the wretched weep, 
Nor lulls her malice with a moment's flecp. 
Refilefs in ſpite : while, watchful to deſtroy, 
he pines and ſickens at another's joy; 
Fae to herſelf, diſtreſſing and diſtreſt. 
She bears her own lormentor in her breaſt. 


s POEMS. 


The goddeſs gave (ſor ſhe abhorr'd her ſight) 
A ſhort command: To Athens ſpeed thy flight ; 
« On curlt Aglauros try thy utmoſt art, 

« And fix thy rankeſt venoms in her heart.“ 


his ſaid, her ſpear ſhe puſh'd againſt the 


ground, 
And, mounting from it with an active bound, 
Flew off to heaven: The hag with eyes aſkew 
Look'd up, and mutter'd curſes as ſhe flew : 
For ſore ſhe fretted, and began to grieve 
At the ſucc-ſs whi h ſhe herſelf muſt give. 
Then takes her flafl, hung round with wreaths of 
thorn, 
And ſails along, in a black whirlwind borne, 
O'er fields and flowcry*meadows : where the 
ſteegs 
Her baneful courſe a mighty blaſt appears, 
Mildews and blights: the meadows are defac'd, 
The fields, the flowers, and the whole year, laid 
waſte : 
On mortals next, and peopled towns ſhe falls, 
And breathes a burning plague among their walls, 
When Athens ſhe beheld, for arts renown'd, 
With peace made happy, and with plenty crown'd, 
Scarce could the hidcous fiend from tears ſorbear, 
To find out nothing that deſerv'd a tear. 
Th' apartment now ſhe enter d, where at reſt 
Aglauros lay, with gentlc fleep oppreſt. 
To execate Minerva's dire command, 
She ſlrok'd the virgin with her canker'd hand, 
Ihen prickly thorns into her breaſt convey d, 
That ſtung to madne's the devoted maid : 
Her ſubtle venom ſtill improves the ſmart, 
rrets in the bland, and feſters in the heart. 
To make the work more ſure, a ſcene ſhe 
drew, 
And plac'd before the dreaming virgin's view 
Her ſiſter's marriage, and her glor:ous fate; 
Th” imaginary bride appears in ſtate; 
The bridegroom with unwonted beauty glows; 
For Envy maguiſics whare'cr ſhe ſhows. 
Full of the dream, Aglauros pin d away 
In tears all night, in darkneſs all the day ; 
Conſum d lik. ice, that juſt begins to run, 


When feebly ſinitten by the diſtant ſun ; 


Or like unwholſome weeds, that ſet on firs 

Are ſlowly wafled, and in ſmoke expire. 

Given up to envy (ſor in every thought 

The thorns, the venom, and the viſion wrought} 

Oſt did ſhe call on death, as oft decreed, 

Rather than ſee her ſiſter's wiſh ſucceed, 

To tell her awful father what had paſt : 

At leng h before the door herſelf ſhe caſt ; 

And, fitting on the ground with ſullen pride, 

A paſſage to the love-ſick god deny'd. 

The god careſs'd, and for admiſſion pray d. 

And ſooth d in ſofteſt words th envenom'd maid. 

in vain he ſooth d; Begonc! the maid ro- 
hes, 

Or here I keep my ſeat, and never riſe.“ 


| © Then keep thy ſeat for ever,” cries the god, 


And tauch'd the door, wide opening to his rod. 
Fa'n would ſhe riſe, and ſtop him, but ſhe ſound 
Her trunk too heavy to forlake the grouud ; 
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joins are all benumb'd, her hands are pale, 


Her 


And marble now appears in every nail. 


A+ when a cancer in the body ſreds, 


And gradual death from lind tv I'mb rroczeds ; 
Fo docs the chilneſs tc each vital part 

Spread by degrees, and creeps inte Her heart ; 
Till, hardening every where, and fpecchicſs 

grown, 

She ſits unmov'd, and ſreezes to a tine. 

zut ſtill ber envious hue and tulicn zulen 
Arc in the ledeatary figure ie-n. 


ZUROPA's RAPE. 


WHEN now the god his fury had allay'd, 
Aud taken vengeaucz of the ſtubburn maid, 
From Where the bright Arhenian turrets rite 
He mounts aloſt, and re-aſcends the ſkics. 

Jove law him enter the ſublime abodes, 

And, as he mixt among the croud of Gods, 
Beckon'd him out, and drew kim from the reſt, 
And in ſ-ſt whiſpers thus his w expreſt: 

« My truſty Hermes, by whoſe ready aid 

« Thy Sirc's commands are throuyk the world 
convey d, 
« Reſume thy wings, exert their utmoſt ſorce, 
« And to the walls of Sidon {peed thy courſe ; 
« There find a Lerd of hieiſers wandering o'er 
« The — hill, nd drive them to the 
ore. 

Thus ſpoke the God, cencealing his intent. 
The truſty Hermes on his meſſage went, 

And found the herd of heiſers wanccr.ng o'er 

A neighbouring hill, and drove them to the 
More; 

Where the King's daughter with a lovely train 

Of fellow-nymphs was ſporting on the plain. 

The dignity of empire laid «fide 

(For love but Ii agrees with kingly pride); 
the ruler of the ſkirs, the thundering God, 
Who ſhakes the world's foundations with a nod, 
Among a herd of lowing heifers ran, 

Friſc d in a bull, and bellow d o'er the 1lain. 
Lorge rolls of fat about his ſhoulders cluag, 
Aud from his neck the double dew-lap hung. 

His Kin was whiter than the ſnow that lies 
Uniully'd by the breath of ſouthern ſkies ; 

Small ihining hor on his cu: l'd forehead ſtand, 
As turn'd and pcliik'd by the workman's haud ; 
His eye-balls roll'd, not formi.lably bright, 

Bat gaz d and languilh'd with a gentle light. 
His every look was peaceful, and expreſt 

i he ſoftneſs of the lover in the beaſt. 

Agener's royal | au;zhtrr, us ſhe play'd 
Among the ſielde, the milk-white bull ſurvey d, 
And view'd his ſpotleſs body with delight, 

And at a diſtance kept him in her ſight. 

At length ſhe pluc%'d the riſing flowers, and fed 

The gentle beaſt, and fondly roak'd his head. 

He ſtood well-pleas'd to touch the charming ia'r, 

But hardly could confine his pleafüre there. 

Aud now he wantons ver the nei 2hoour:ng 
ſtrand, 


Now rolle his body ca the yellow ſand; 
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And row, perceiving all her fears decay'd, 

Comes toſling forward to the royal maid; 

Gives her his bread to ſtroke, and downward 

turns 

His griſly brow, and gently ftoops his horns. 

In fiowery wreaths the royal virgin dreſt a 

His bending horns, and kindly clapt his breaſt. | 

Till naw grown wanton, and devoid of fear, | 

Not knewing that ſke preſt the thunderer, 

She plac'd herfclf upon his hack, and rode 

O'er fields and meadows, Icated on the God. 
He rently march'd along, and by degrees 

Leſt the dry meaduw, aud approach'd the ſcas: 


i 


| Where now he dips bis hooks, an wets his thiglis, 1 


Now pluages in, aud carries off the prize. 

The frighred nymph iooks backward on the 
ſhore, 

Antlers the tumbling hillows round her roar g 

But it.) he holde hint fat: one hand is buruc 


| Upon his hark; tit other gratps a horn: 


Her train of ruming garments Hie behind, 

Swells in the vir, and hovers in the wind, ed 
Through frorns «id te:npeſte he the virgia f 

bore, 

And land- ker ſafe on the Dictran ſors ; 

Where now, ia his dt vinrſt form array d, 

In his tru ſape he co rvatys the maid : 

Who gazes on hun, and with wondering eyes 

Buho!ds tle: now maja {lic ſi cure iir, | 

Hi: glowing cnures, and celefiial lignt, 

And «ll the God c:icover'd to her nh: 


ä 


— 


JVID's METAMORPHOSES. 


BOOK III. 


THE STORY OP CADMUS, 


HEN now Agenor had his daughter loft, 
He ſent his fon to ſcarch on every coal ; 

And ſtern!y bid him to his arms reſtore 

Thc darling maid, or {re his face no more. 

ut live un cxile in a foreign cl me; 

Thus was he father pious 10 a crim*. 

The reileſs youth ſearcl'd all the won! 

around ; 

But how can Jove in his amours be found ? 

When, tir'd at length with unſucceſsſul toil, 

To ſhun his angry irc and native ſoil, 

He goes a ſuppliant to the Delphic dome; 

There aſls the god what guw-appointed home 

Shoul l end his wanderings, and his toils relics, 

The Delphic oracles this anſwer give: 

« Echold among the fields a lonely cow, 

% Unworu with yokes, unbroken to the pong h; 

% Mark well ine place where ra he ly st 
dawn, 

There meaſure out thy walls, and build d. 
town, ; 


And from thy guide Be tia call the ld. 


« ln which the deſtin'd walls aud town mz! 
aud.” 
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No fapner had he leſt the dark ahode. 
Big with the promiſe of the Delphic God, 
When in the ficlds the ſatal cow he vic wd, 
Nor ga'l'd w:th yokcs, nor woru with lervi- 
tude ; 
Her gently at a diſtance he pnrſued ; 
And, as he walk'd aloof. in ſilence pray'd 
To the great power whoſe counſels he obcy'd. 
Her way through flowery Panop ſhe took, 
And now, Cephiſus, crofs'd thy ſi. ver brook: 
When to the heavens her ſpacious front ſhe rais'd, 
And * thrice, then backward turning 
az 
On thoſe bekind, till on the d-fin'd place 
She ſRtoop'd, and couch'd amid the riting zrafs. 
Cadmus ſalutes the fil, and gladly hai!s 
The ys Is mountains, aud the nameleſs 
| val-s, 
And thanks the Cods, and turns about his eye 
Lo fee his new dominions round him ic; 
Ihen ſcnds his ſervants to a neighbouring grove 
For living ſtreams, a ſacrifice to Jove. 
Oer the wide plain there roſe a ſhady wood 
Of aged trees; in its dark boſom ſtond 
A huſhy thicket, pathleſe and uuworn, 
U'cr-run with brambles, aud perplex'd with 
thorn. 
Amidſt the brake a hollow den was found, 
With rocks and ſhclving arches vaulted round. 
D-ep in the dreary den, conceal'd from day, 
Sacred to Mears, a mighty dragon lay, 
Bloated with poiſon to a monſtrous ſize ; 
Fire broke in flathes when he glanc'd his eyes: 
His towering creit was glorious to behold, 
Hi, ſhoulders end his ſides were ſca!'d with gold; 
"Three _— ac branſh'd when he charg'd his 
ocs * 
lis teeth ood javpy in three dreadful rows. 
The 'Cyrians in the den for water ſought, 
And with their urns exp'or'd the holiow vault; 
From fide to fife their empty urns rehound, 
And rouſe the flecpy ſerpent with the ſound. 
dtra ght he bettirs him, and is ſeen to riſe; 
And now with dreadful hainge filis the ſkies, 
Aud darts lis forky tongue, and rolls his glar- 
ing eyes. 
The Tyrians drop their veſſels in the ſright, 
-\i} pale and trembling at the hideous fight. 
Swird ahove ſpire uprear'd in air he ſtood, 
Aud, gazing round him, overlook'd the wood: 
Then Loat ng on the ground, in circles roll d; 
Then leap'd upon them ia a mighty fold. 
Ot tuch a bula, and fuch a mon:ftrons ſize, 
The ferpent iu the potar circle lies, 5 
That ſtretches ov. r half the northern ſkies. 
In vain the 'T'yrians on their arms rely, 
In vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly : 
All their cndesvours and their hopes are vain z 
come de entangled in the winding train; 
Some are devour d; or feel {oathiome death, 
owoln up with blatts of pedlilensial Urcath. 
And now the ſcorching ſun Wa 11wwntcd high, 
In all its luſtre, to the noon-day ſky ; 
When, anxiqQus far his friends, and fill“ wich 
cares, f 
To ſearch the woods th' impatient chiet j: (p32, 
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' A lion's hide around his 1o'ts be wore, 

The well-pois'd javelin tu the ficid he bore 

Inur'd to blood ; the far-defroying dert, 

"And, the beſt weapon, an undaunted heart, 

Soon as the youth approach'd the fatal place, 

He ſaw his {-reants br:1thicfs on the grais; 

The ſcaly foc amid their role he view'd, 

Baſking at eaſe, and feaſting in their bloud. 

Such friends,” he c:ics, “ ducry'd a longer 
date: 

„ But Cad mus will revenge, or ſhare their ſate.“ 

Then h-av'd a tone, and, riſing to the throw, 

He ſent it in « wbirlwin! at the ioc: 

A tower, affaulted by ſo rude a fire. 

With all its lofty battlement< had ſhowk ; 

But nothing here th' unwieldy rock 2vails, 

Reboundiag harmleſs frem the plaited ſcalcs, 

hat, firmly jou'd, preizrv'd, him from a 
wound, 

With native armovr crafted all arcund. 

| With more ſucces the dart unerriug fiew, 

Which at his back the raging warrior threw ; 

Amid the plaitcd ſcales it took its caurſe, 

And in the ſpinal 1.zrrow ſpent it» force. 

The monſter hiſs d aloud, and rag'd in vain, 

And writhed his blood to and fro with pain; 

And bit the ſpear, and wrench'd the wood away: 

'The point ſtill buried in the marrow lay. 

And now his rage, increaſing with his pain, 

Reddcns his eyes, and bats in every vem ; 

Churn'd in his teeth the foam y veno:m role, 

AVhilit from his mouth a blaſt of vapvurs flows, 

Such as th' infcraal Stygian waters caſt . 

The plants around him wither in the blaſt. 

Now iu the maze of rings he lies enroll'd, 

Now all unravel d, and without a fold; 

Now, like a torrent, with a mighty farce 

Bears down the foreſt in his boiiterous courſe. 

Cadmus gave back, and on the lion's {j-0'l 

Suttain'd the ſhock, then ſorc'd him to recoil; 

Ihe pointed javelin warded off his rage: 

Mad with his pains, and furious to engage, 

The ſerpent ch.mps the ftcel, and bites the ſpear, 

Till blood and venom all the point beimear. 

But till the hurt he yet receiv'd was flight 

For, whilſt the champion with re oubled might 

Strikes home the javelin, hes retiring foe 

Shrinks from the wound, and diſappoints the 
blow. 

The dauntleſs hero 51! purſucs his ſtroke, 

And preſſes ſor ward, till a knotty oak 

Retards his foe, and ſtops him in the roar ; 

Full in his throat he plung'd the fatal ſpear, 

| That in th' extended neck a paſſage found, 

And p'erc'd the ſolid timber through the wou 

Fix*d to the reeling truni, wie h many a troke 

Of his huge tail, he lam'd the ſturdy oak; 

Till, ſpent with toil, aud lahouring hard for 
br:ath, 

Heſnow lay twiſting in the pengs of dauth. 

Calmus hebel him wallow in a flood 

Of ſwünming poiſon, interinix'sd with binod ; 

sn ſfuildeniy a Corech was hoard from gh, 

(ene fproch w 4s heard, ver was the fprak: r nigh) 

bs Wy 3%) thou tuns with ſeret pieature Jon, 

„ Wlulimyg aal what ih ou haz Mair be? 
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Aſtunifh'd at the voice, he ſtood amaz'd, 
And all around with inward horror gaz d: 
When Pallas ſwift deſcending from the fcics, 
Pallas, the guardinn of the bold and wie, 
Bids him I un, up the ficid, and ſcatter round 
"The dragum's tecth o'er all the furrow'd z-ound; 
"Then telis the youth bow to his wondering eyes 
Embatticd armics from the fi-1d ſhould riſr. 
H ſows the teeth at Pallas's command, 1 
And flings the future people from his hand. 
The clods grow warm, and crumble where he 
ſows : 
Ard now the pointed ſpears advance in rows; 
Now nodding plumes appear, and ſhining creſes, 
Now the broad ſhoulders and the riſing breaits : 
G'cr a'l the field the breathing harvcit {warms, 
A growing hoſt, a crop of men and arms. 
So through the parting ſtage a figure rears 
Its body up, and limb by Imb apprars 
By juſt degrees; till all the man aife, 
And in his full proportion ſtrikes the cyes. 
Cadmus, ſurpriz'd, and ſtartled at the fight 
Of his new foes, prepar'd himſelf for fight : 
When one cry'd out, ! Forbear, foud man, ſor- 
bezr 
« To mingle in a blind promiſcuous war.“ 
This ſaid, he ſtruck his brothcr to the ground, 
Hunſclf expiring by another's wound; 
Nor did the third his conqueſt louy; ſurvive, 
Dying ere ſcarce he had begun to live 
Ine dire example ran throvgh al! the field, 
Till hcaps of bruthers were by brothers kill'd; 
The furrows ſwam in blood: and oniy five 
Of all the vaſt increaſe were left alive. 
Echion one, at Pallas's command, 
Let fall the guiltleſs weapon from his hand; 
And with the reit a peaceful treaty makes, 
MW hom Cadmus as his friend and partuer takes; 
So jounds a city on the promis'd carth, 
And yives his new Bœotian empire birth. 
Here C:dmus reign'd; and now one would 
have gurſs'd 
The royal foundcr in his cxile bleſt : 
Long did he live within his new abodes, 
Ally'd by marriage to the deathleſs gods; 
And, in a fruitful wife's embraces void, 
A long ucreaſe of children's children told: 
But no trail man, however grout or high, 
Can he concluded bleſt b fore he die. 
AQzon was the firſt of all lis race, 
Who griev'd his grandſire in his borrow'd face ; 
Condemu'd by ftern Diana to bemoan 
"The branching horns, and vilage not his on; 
To ſhun his once-lov'd dogs, to bound away, 
And from their buntſman to become their prey. 
And yet conſider why the change was wrought, 
You'll find it his misfortune, not his ſoult ; 
Or if a fault, it wes the fault of chance : 
For how can gu:lt proceed from ignorance ? 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF ACTIZEON 
INTO A STAG. 


IN a fair chace a ſhady mountain ſtood, 
Wcll 8 game, aud mak'd with trails of 
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Hrre did the hunt men till the heat of day 
Purſuz t e ſta, and load themſelves with prey 3 
When thus Auhaon calling to the reſt: 
+ My iricnds,” figs h, * our ſport is at the beſt. 
« "The ſun is kigh advanc'd, and downward ſleds 
His buruing beams directiy on our heads; 
« "Chen by couf--nt abſtain from further ſpoils, 
Call off the dogs, and gather up the roils ; 
Aud ere to-morrow's ſun begins his race, 
„ Take the cool morning to renew the chace.” 
They all conſent, and in a hearful train 
The jolly huntſmen, loaden with the lain, 
Return in triumph trom the ſultry plain. 
Down in à valc with pine and cypreſs clad, 
Refreſh'd with gentle winds, and brown with 
ſhad-, 
The chaſte Diana's private haunt, there ſtood 
Full in the center of the darkſome wood 
A ſpacious grotto, all around o'ergrown 
With hozry moſs, and »rch'd with pumice- ſtone 
From out its rocky cleſts the waters flow, 
And trickling ſwell :to a lake below. 
Nature had every where to play d her part, 
That e ery where ſhe ſcem'd to vie with art. 
Here the bright goddzſe, toil'd and chaſ'd with 
heat. 5 
Was wont to bathe her in the conl retreat. 
Here did ſhe now with all her train reſort, 
| Panting with heat, and breathleſs from the ſport ; 
Her armour-bcarcr laid her bow aſide, 
Some loo d her ſandals, ſome her veil unty'd; 
| Each buſy nymph her proper part undreſt; 
While Crocale, more handy than the reit. 
| Gather'd her flowing hair, and in a nooſe 
Bound it together, whilſt her own hung looſe. 
Five of the more ignoble fort by turns 
| Fetch up the water, and unlade their urns. 
Now all undreſt the ſhining goddeſs ſtood, 
When young Actæon, wilder'd in the wood, 
To the cool grot by his hard fate betray'd, 
The fountains ſill'd with naked nymphs furvcy'd. 
The frig!:ted virgins ſhriek'd a! the lurprize 
"Fac foreſt ecno'd with their piercing crics\. 
Then in a huddle round their goddets prett : 
She, proudly eminent above the reſt, 
With bluſhes glow'd ; ſuch bluſacs as adorn 
The ruddy welkia, or the purple mern : 
And though the crowding nymphs l. er body 
hide, 
Half backward ſhrunk, and view 'd him from afid.. 
| Surpriz'd, at firſt ſhe would have ſuatch'd ner 
bow, 
But ſees the circling waters round her flow; 
; Theſe in the hollow of her hand ſhe took, 
And daſh'd them in bis face, while thus ſhe 


| 


| 


ſpoke : 
is Tell, i thou carſt, the wondrous ſight diſ- 
clos'd ; 


« A godde's naked to thy view expos'd.”” 

This ſaid, the mau begun to ditappcar 
By flow degrecs, and ended in a deer. 
A riſing horn on either brow he wears, 
And ſi retches out his neck. and pricks his ears; 
Rough is his ſkin, with ſudden hairs o*:rgrown, 
H. Loſow punts with Ker, Lilore unkuows., 


| 
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Transſorm'd at length. he flies _ in haſte, 
And wonders why he flies away ſo faſt. 

But as by chance, within a neigbhouring brook, 
He ſaw his branching hurns and alter d look, 
Wretchcd Acton !_ in a doleful tone 

He try'd to ſpeak, but only gave a groan; 

And as he wept, within the watery glals 

He ſaw the big ronnd drops, with ſilent pace, | 
Run trickling cown a ſavage hairy face. 

What ſhould he do? Or feek bis old abodes, 

Or herd among the Geer, and ſculk in won's ? 
Here ſuame diſſuades him, there lus ſear prevails, 
And each by turns his aching heart aſſails. 

As he thus ponders, he behind him ſpies 

His opening hounds, aud now he hears thcir 
crics: 

A generous pack, or to maintain the chace, 

Or ſnuff the vapour from the ſcented graſs. 

He bounded off with ſcar, and ſwiſt'y ran 
O'er craggy mountains, and the flowery plain; 
41krough brakes and thickets forc'd his way, and 

flew 
Throv;h many a rirg. where once he did purſue. 
In vain he oft endeavout d to proclaim 
Hrs new misf{ertune, and to tell his name; 
Nor voice nur words the brutal tongue ſupplies ; 
From ſhouting men, and hurns, and dogs, he 
ſhes, 
Deaſen'd and ſtunn'd with their promiſcuous 
cries. 
When now the fleeteft of the pack, that preſt 
Clolc at his heels, and ſprung before the reſt, 
Had faſten'd on him, ſtraight another pair 
Hang on his wounded haunch, and held him 
there, 
Till all the pack came up, and cvery hound 
Tore the fad huntſman grovelling on the 
ground, | 
Who now appear'd but one continu'd wound. 
With dropping tears his bitter fate he moans, 
And fills che mountain with his Cying groaus. 
His ſervants with a piteous look he ſpics, 
And turns about his iv; p.icating eyes. 
His ſervants, ignorant of what had chanc'd, 
With eager haſte and joyſul ſhouts advanrc'd, 
And call'd their Lord Actæon to the game; 
He ſhook his head in anſwer to the name; 
He heard, but wiſh'd he had indeed been gone, 
Or only to have flood a looker-on. 
But, to his grief he finds himſelf too ncar, 
And ſzels his ravenous dogs with fury tcar : 
Their wretched maſter panting in a deer. 


THE BIRTH OF BACCHUS. 


ACT .AON's ſufferings, and Diana's rage, 
Did all he thoughts of men and gods engage; 
Some call'd the evils, which Diana wrought, 
Too great, and diſproportion'd to the ſault; 
Others again eſteemed Actzon's woes 
Fit for a virgin goddeſs to impoſe. 

The hcarcrs into different parts divide, 
And reaſons are * on either ſide. 
Juno alone, oi all that heard the news, 


Not would copd;mn the goddeſs, nor cxcuſe: 
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She heeded not the juſtice of the deed, 
But joy'd to ſee the race of Cadmus bleeds 
For fil ſhe kept Europa in her mind, 
And, for her ſake, deteſted all her kind. 
Befides, to aggravate her hate, ſhe heard 
How Scmele, to Jove's embrace preferr'd, 
Was now grown big with an immortal 
And « arry'd in her won a ſuture God. 
Thus terribly incens'd, the goddeſs broke 
To ſud ſen fury, and abruptly ſpoks : 

« Are my reproaches of ſo ſmall a force? 
"Tis time I then purſue another courſe: 


t is ecreed the guilry wretch ſhall die, 
« If I'm indeed the miſtreſs of the ſky; 


If rightly ſtyl'd among the powers above 


* The wife and ſiſter of the thundering Jove 
And none can ſure a ſiſter's right deny); 
lt is decreed the guilty wretch ſhall die. 
She boaſts an honor I can hardly claim; 


Pregnant ſhe riics to a mother's name; 


While proud and vain fac triumphs in her 


Jove, 


And ſhow: the glorions tokens of his love : 


* Put if I'm Hill the miſtreſs of the ſkies, 
« By her own lover the fond braut; dics.”* 
This faid, deſcending in a yellow cloud, 
Beſiue the gates of Semele ſhe ſtood. 

Old Beros's decrepit ſhape ſhe wears, 
Her wrinkled vilage, and her hoary hairs; 
Whilſt in her trembling gait ſhe totters on, 
And learns to tattle in the nurſc's tone. 
The goddeſs, thus diſguis'd in age, begui: d 


With plealing ftorics her falſe {ofter=child. 


Much did ſhe talk of love, and when ſhe came 

To mention to the nymph her lover's name, 

Fetching a ſigh, and holding down her hcad, 

« is well,” ſays ſhe, © if all be true that's ſaid, 

« But truft me, child, I'm much inclin'd to fear 

Some counterſeit in this your Jupitcr. 

„% Mary an honeſt well-deſigning maid 

Has been by theſe pretended gods betray'd. 

« But if he be indeed the thundering Jove, 

« Bid kim, when next he courts the rites of love, 

Veſcend triumphant from t!1' ethereal iy, 

In all the pomp of his divinity; 

„ Encompalſs'd round by thoſe celeſtial charms, 

« With which he fills th immortal Juno's arms.” 
Th' unwary nymph, enſnar'd with what ſhe 


aid, 

Deſir'd of Jove, when next he ſought her bed, 

To grant a certain gift which ſhe woul chooſe; 

Fear not,“ replied the God, © that I'll refuſe 

© Whate'er you alk : may Styx confirm my vorce, 

*© Chooſe wi at you will, and you ſhall have your 
choice.“ 

« Then,” ſays the nymph, „when next you ſeck 
my arms | 

Ma you deſcend in thoſe celeſtial charms, 

© With which your Juno's bolum you inflame, 

« And fill with trauſpoit hcaven's imm 
dame.“ | 

The God ſurpriz'd would fain have ſtopp'd ber 
voice; 


But lic had ſworn and ſhe had made her choice? 


_ 
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To keep his promiſe, he aſcends, and flirouds 
His awful brow in whirlwinds and in clouds; 
Whilſt all around, in terrible array, 

His thunders rattle, and his lightnings play. 
And yet, the dazzling luftrg to abate, 

He ſet not out iu all his pomp and ſtate, 

Clad in the mildeſt lightning of the ſkies, 

And arm'd with thunder of the imallelt fize : 
Not thoſe huge bolts, by wh ch the giants flain 
Lay overthrown on the Phlegrean plain. 

*I'was of a leſſer mold, and lighter weight; 
They call it thunder of a fſccund rate, 

For the rough Cyclops, who by Jove's command 
Temper d the bolt, and turn'd it to his haud, 
Work'd up l ſe flame and fury in its make, 

And quenck'd it ſooner in the ſtauding lake. 
Thus dreadſully adorn'd, with horror bright, 
Th' illuſtrious God, deſcending from his beg, 
Came ruſhing on her in a ſtorm of light 

The mortal dame, too feeble to cugage 
The lightning*'s flaſhes and the thunder's rage, 
Conſum'd amidſt the glorics ſhe deſir d, 

And in the terrible embrace expir'd. 

But, te preſerve his offspring from the tonih, 
Jove took him ſmoking from the blaſted womb ; 
And, if on ancient tales we may rely, | 
Incles'd th* abortive infant in his thigh. 

Here, when the babe had all his time ſulſli'd, 
Ino firſt touk h m for her foſter- child; 

Then the Niſeaus, in their dark abode, 
Nurs d ſecretly with milk the thriving God. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF TIRESIAS. 


*"TWAS _ while theſe trauſactions paſt on 
earth, | 

And Bacchus thus procur'd a ſecond birth, 

When Jove, diſpos'd to lay aſide the weight 

Of public empire, and the cares of Hate; 

As to his Queen in neQtar bowls he quaff d, 

* In troth,” ſays he, (and as he ſpuke he 

„ laugh's) ' 

The ſenſe of pleaſure in the male is far 
. * dead, than what you females 
Juno the truth of what was ſaid deny'd; 

Tireſias therefore muſt the cauſe decide; 
For he the pleaſure of each ſex had try'd. 

It happen'd once, within'a ſhady wood, 6 
Two twiſted ſnakes he in conjunction view'd; 
When with his ſtaff their flimy folds he broke, 
And loſt his manhood at the fatal ftrokc. 

But, after ſeven revolving years, he view d 

The lol lame lerpents in the ſelſ-ſame weaud ; 

a And if,” ſays he, * ſuch virtue in you lic, 

is That he who dares your ſlimy folds unt ve ) 
Muſt change his kind, a fecoul troke 1'l ) 

: ry.” 

Again he {truck the ſaakes, and Nood ayain 

New-ſex'd, and firaight recover'sd into man. 

Him therefore beth the: D-iries audit 

The fovercign umpire in their gran debate 

And he declar'd for Jove: wh n ſuno, fir'd, 

More than fo trix al an air requic'd, 
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Depriv'd him, in her fury, of his ſight, 

And left him groping round in ſudden night, 

But Jove ( for ſo it is in heaven decreed, 

Chat no one God repeal another's deed) 
Irradiat-s all his ſoul with inward hght, 

And with the prophet's art relieves the want of 
+ Light. : 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF ECHO. 
FAM'D far and ncar for knowing things to 


come, 
From him th“ enquiring nations ſought their 
dum ; 
The ſair 1.iciope his anſwers try'd, 
And aft th' uncrring prophet juſtiſy'd; 
This ymph the God Cephitus had abus'd, 
With a'! his winding waters circuatus'd, 
Aud ou the Nercid get a lovely boy, 
Whom the ſolt maids evy't: then b- held with joy. 
The tender dame, Solicit aus to know = 
Whether her child ſhould reuch od age or no, 
Contulis the lage Liretins who replies, 
„cer he knows hin, he ſurcly dies.“ 
Long liv'd the dubious mother in ſuſpenſe, 
Till time uncildled all the prophet's ſenſe. 
Nurciltus row his ſixteenth yeer began, 
Juſt turn'd of boy, and on the verge of man; 
Many a {rieud the b uwaing youth careſs d, 
Many a love- ſick maid her flame confeiſs'd. 
Such was his pride, in vain the [riend caroſo'd. 
The love-ſick maid in vain her flame cunſcſe'd. 
Once, in the woods, as he purſu'd the chace, 
The babbling Echo had delicry'd his face; 
She, who in others' words her ſilence breaks, 
Nor ſpeaks herſelf but when. another fpcaks. 
Echo was then a maid, of ſpeech bereft, 
Of wonted ſpeech; for though her voice was 
leſt, . 
Juno a curſe did on her tongue impoſe, 
o ſport with every ſentence in the cloſe. 
Full often, when the goddeſs miglit have caught 
Jove and her rivals in the very fault. | 
This nymph with ſubtle ftories would delay 
Her coming, till the lovers flipp'd away. 
The Goddeſs found out the Jeceir in time, 
And then ſhe cry'd, That tongue, for this thy 
crime, 
&* Which could ſo many ſubtle tales produce, 
„Shall be hereaitcr but of little uſe.” 
Heuce *tis ſhe prattles in a fainter tone, 
With mimic ſounds, aud accents not her OWN» 
1s oven eirgiu, over oy to lind 
The buy uloue, Lil tub ut Iam behind; 
M hen Ale 11% Wall 11.1) „t her uur appiuch, 
A, Tulphur Lad at ihe tager's twuch, 
She long d hoo hidden paltion ro reveal, = 
And wh Let pants, but E not ord- to telt: 
She cau't Legia, Luut volts far the reloend, 
10 catch bis vice, ard te retura the Juund. 
The nyni h, Ken nuthing could Narc.ſTus 
nove, 
Stil! dail's with Lifts for Lei fig hte! love, 


7 0 


- 


218 


Liv'd in the ſhad , covert of the 

In ſolitary caves and dark abodes ; 

Where pining wandcr'd the rejected fair, 
Till, harraſs'd out, and worn away with care, 
The ſour. ding ſkeleton, of blood b: reft, 
B-ſides her bones and volce had nothing leſt, 
Her bones are petrify*d, her voice is fou d 


In va.]ts, where fhll it doubles every ſound. 


4 D DIS ON 'S 


* n * | 


THE STORY OF NARCISSUS. 


THUS did the nymph in vain careſs the boy, 
He ſtill was lovely, but he Nil was coy : 
When one fair virgin of the fl., hted train 
Thus pray'd the gods, provJk'd by Lis diſ- 
Gan, .* 
« Oh may he love like me, and love like me 
in vain!” 
Phamnuſia pity d the neglected fair, 
Ard! with juſt vengeance aniwer'd to her prayer. 
Ihre tan 's 2a fourtain in a darkſome wood, 
Ner ſain'd witch fully leaves nor riſing mud; 
Untroubled by the breath of winds t reſts, 
Unſully'd by the touch cf nen or bills; 
High bowers of ſhady trees above it h., 
And rifing grafs and chearſukgrecus clow. 
Piens'4 with the form and coolneſs of the place, 
And over-heated ly the mcrning chace, 
Narciſſus on the grafly verdure lies: 
But whilſt within the cryſtal fount he tries : 
To quench his heat, he fecl new heats ariſe. 
For, as his own bright image he ſurvey'd, 
He fell in love with the {antaſt c ſhade ; 
And o'cr the fair reſemblance kung unmov d. 
Nor knew, fond youth! it was himſeif he lov'd. / 
7] he wcll-turn'd neck and ſhoulders he deferics, 
I he \, acious forehead, and the ſparkling cyrs; 
The kands that Bacchus night nt ſcorn to ſhow, 
And hair that round Apollo's head might flow, 
With all the purple youthiolucfs of ſace, 
That gently bluſhes in the watery yplaſs. 
By hi, own flames contum'd, the lover lics, 
And gives hin.{c!f the wound by which he dies 
To the: cold water oft he joins hie lips, 
Oft catching at the berutcous ſhade he dips | 
His arms, as oſten from him elf he flips. 
Nor knows he who it is his arms purlue 
With eager claſps, but loves he knows not who. 
What could, fond youth, this Lclp!ls paſhon 
move? - | 
What Kindle in thee this unpity'd love? “ 
Thy own warm bluſh within the water g'ows, 
With thee the colour'd ſhadow comes and gocs, 
Its empty be ing on thyſelf retics ; 
Step thou aſ.de, and the frail charmer dics. 
Still er the ſountain's watery gleam he 
Hood, 
Mindleſs of fleep, and negligent of ſood; 
drill view'd his face, aud languiſh'd as he 
vieux d. 
At length he ra s'd his head, and thus began 
To vcut his gricſe, and ten the v bod his pain : 


P O FE M S. 


„% You trees,” ſays he, © and thou furrounding : 


grove, 


> «© Who oft have been the kindly ſcenes of 


ell me, it cer within your ſhades did lie 


A vouth ſo tortur'd, fo perplex'd as I! i 

1 who before me ſee the charming fair, 

© Whiltt there he ſtands, and yet he ſtands not 
there : 

In ſuch a maze of love my thoughts« are loſt; 

And yet no bulwark d town. nor diſtant 

« Preſerves the beautcous youth from being ſeen, 

No mountains riſe, nor oceans flow between. 

« A ſhallow water hinders my embrace 

And yetthe lovely mimic wears a face 

„hat kindly ſmiles. and when I bend to join 

„ My hp- to his. he fondly bends to 2 dine. 

+ Hear, gentle youth, and pity my complaint, 

*« Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant. 

My charms an eaſy conqueſt have obtain d 

O er other hearts, by thee alone diſdain'd. 

+ But why ſhould 1 deſpair ? I'm ſure he burns 

With cqual flames, and languiſhes by turns. 

Where cr 1 ſtoop, he offers at a kiſs: 

And when my arms I ſtretch, he ſtretches 

his. . 

« His eye with pleaſure on my face he keeps, 

« He mes wy ſmiles, and when 1 weep he 
weeps. . 

« Whene er I ſpeak, his moving lips appear 

++ To utter ſomething, which I cannot hear. 

Ah wrctchcd me! I row begin too late 

To {nd out all the long perplex d deceit ; 

lt is wyſclf 1 love, myſelf 1 lee; 

Ihe guy deluſion is a part of me. 

1 kinztic up the fires by which 1 burn, 

And my own beauties from the well return, 

V hom fLouid i court? How utter my com- 
plaint ? 

Enjoyment but produces my reſtraint, 

Aud too much plenty makes me dic for want. 

How gladly would 1 from myſelf remove! 

++ And at a diſtance ſet the thing I love. 

My breaſt is warm d with ſuch unuſual fire, 

I with him abſent whom 1 moſt deſire. 

And now I faint with grieſ; my fate draw 

nigh; PY 
In all the pride of blooming youth I die. 
Death will the ſorrows of my heart relieve. 

O might the viſionary youth ſurvive, 

I ſhould w-th joy my lateſt breath reſign ! 

* But, oh! I fee his fate inv lv d in mine 

This ſaid, the weeping youth again returu'd 

To the clcar fuuritain, where again he buru'd; 

His tears defac'd the ſurlace of the well, 

With circle aſter c.rcle, as they ſell: 

And now the lovely face but half appears, 

O er-run with wrinkles, and deform d with 
tcars. | 

& Ah whither,”* crics Narciſſus, “ doſt thou fy? 

Let me ſtili fred the flame by which 1 die; | 

I et me ſtill ſee, though I'm no further bicſ. 


* * 


* 


Then rends his garment off, aud beats his beak 


His naked b ſom reddcn'd with the biow, 
in ſuch a bluſh as purple cluſters ſhow, 


Aw oo 2 ©@& nd 
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Fre yet the ſun's autumnal heats rene 
The ſprightly juice, and mellow it o wine, 
The glowing bcauties of his breaſt he ſpics, 
And with a new redoubled po ſſi m dics. 
As wax diſſolves, as ice begins to run, 
And trickle into drops before the fun, 
So melts the youth, and languiſhes away: 
His beauty withers, and his limbs decay, : 
And none of thoſe attractive chartus reinain, 
To which the lighted Echo ſucd in vain. 
She ſaw him in his pteſent miſcry, 
Whom, ſpite of all her wrongs, ſhe griev'd to 
ice. 
she anſwer'd ſadly to the lover's moan, 
Sigh'd back his ſighs, and groan'd to every gro-n; 
« Ah youth! bgjov'd in vain,” Narcillus cries 
« \h youth! belov'd in vain,” the nymph re- 
plics. : 
« Farewel,” ſays he: the parting ſound ſcarce 
: ſcil 
From his faint lips, but ſhe reply'd, “ Farcwel.” 


Then on th* unwholfoine carth he gaſping lies, 


Till death ſhuts up thoſz fcif-admirins cyes. 
To the cold ſhades his flitting ghoſt retires, 
Ard in the Stygian waves itſc:t adm res. 

For him the Naiads aud the Dryacs mourn, 
Whom the ſad Echo anſwers in her turn: 
And now the filter nymphs prep rec his urn: 
When, looking for his corpic, they only found 
A riſing ſtalk with yellow biviloms crown'd. 


* 


THE STORY OF PENTIIEUS. 


THIS ſad event gave blind Tireſias fame, 
Through Greece ctabliſh'd in a prophet's name. 
Th' unhallow'd Pentheus only durit deride 

The clicated people, and their eycleſe guide. 
To whom the prophet in his fury ſaid, 
Shaking the hoary honoyrs of his head , 
« *Twere well, preſumptuous man, 'twere well 
for thee 
if thou wert eyeleſs too, and blind, like me: 
For the time comes, nay, tis alrcady here, 
When the young god's folemnitirs ajprar ; 
Which if thou dott not with quil rites adorn, 
Thy impious carc::ſc, into picces torn, 1 
Shall ſtrew the woods, and hang on every 
, thurn. 
Then, then, remember what 1 now ſorctel, 
„And ow 1 the blind Lircſias ſaw too wall.” 
Still Pentheus ſcorns him, and derides his Hill; 
Hut time did all the prophet's thocats (fulfil. 
For now through proftrate Greece your Hag 
chus rode, 
Whilſt howling matrons celebrate the god. 
All ranks and fes to his Orgics ran, 
To mingle in the pomps, and til the train. 
When Penth+us thus his wicked rage exprofe'd ; 
* What madneſs, Thebans, Las vour ivul pol- 
ſel>'d ? 
* Can hullow timbrels, can a drunk front, 
& Aug the lud duncurs of a beaftly tout, 


. 


cc 
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** Thus qucll your courage? Can the wenn 
alarm 

„ Of wom.a's yell thoſe ſtubhorn ſouls diſarm, 

+ Whom nor the two:d n r trumpet c'er could 
fright, 

© Nor the loud din and horror of a fig*t ? 

And you our fires. who left your old ahod-s, 

And fix'd in forcign earth your country gods; 

Will you without a ſtroke your city y. eld, 

And po-'rly quit an undiſputed field? 

Bus you Wolde youth and vigour mould in- 

ſpire 
Herwic warmth, and kindle martial fire. 
Whom bunith'd aims and creſted Iles 
grace, 

Not flower garlands and a painted ſac- ; 

Remember h.m to whom you Rtand ally's : 

The ferpunt tor his well of waters dy'd. 

He truglt the ſt oug; do you his courage 
OW, 5 

And gain a conqu-ſt oer a fechle foe 

If Thebes : uſt tall, oh might the fates afſurl 

A nobler doom, from famiac. fire, or ſword ! 

Then might the Thebans periſh with renew. 

But now a beard!lcis vitor ſacks the town ; 

Rog or tue prauciug Recd, nor ponderous 
12:4, 

N. r the hack'd helmet, nor the duſty field, 

Put the toft joys of lu cut) and caſe, 


trtund then aſide, Vil make th. countert 4t 

Renounce his g dead, aud conſeſs the che:t. 

Acriinus tron the Grecian walls repe.l'd 

This boaſted power; why then ſhould Pentizcus 
viel b 

Go quickly, drag th* aufacious boy to me; 

* Vil ry the force of his divinity.” 

Thus did Uh, adus..vis wretch, thoſe rites pro- 

auc; 
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Us friends dif nn th' aulacious wretch in vain ; 
ir vaiu his graft fire urg'd him to give o'er 
1345 unpiods du sats, the wacich but rates the 
more. 
So have I ſegn a ver gently glide, 
In a imvoth course, aud incfleniive side; 
But if Mich dains its current we reſtru n, 
It bears conan all, and sous along the plain. 
But now his ſcrvauts came behlucar'd with 
bload, 
Sent by their haughty prince to ſeize the gol; 
The god they found nos in the frantic uublig, 
But dr-gg'd a zcalous votary along. 


THE M.\RINFRS TRANSFORMED 
10 DOLPHINS, 


II Xr Pentheus view' d with ſury in bis look, 
Aud tire wankeat his hands, winic thus h 
Inus” 2 
„Vie ave, „him ſpeedy vergeance ſnall ye 
ſuc, 


« Aw tel; Io bai . ditiuus crows: 
FD 


* 


The purple veſts, and fl wwery garland pleaſe, _ 
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1 by country, ard thy parent: ge revel, 

And why thou join'ſt in thete mad orgies 
tell.“ i 

1 he captive views him with undavmed eye, 


Aud, arm d with inward innocence, replica ; 


4 * 

«i 
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From high \'coma's te, k thores 1 came, 

Of poor defeent, tur- 15 my name: 

My fire was mranly born; no on ploup he'd 

His ſtupſul fir1ds, ror in hu paltures low d. 

His whole « ftate within the waters lay; 

With lines and hooks he caught the firny 
rey ; 0 

His a t was all his iv; lihood: which he 

hus with his dying lips brqueath'd to me: 

In ſtrrams, my boy, and iivers, take thy 
chance ; 

here ſwims, ſaid he, thy whole inheritance. 

„ 1.on;; did I live on this poor legacy, 

Till, tir'd with rocks, and my own native ſky, 

To arts of navigation I inclin'd ; 

Obſcrv'd the turns and changes of the wind : 

Learn'd the fit havens, and began to note 

he ſtormy Hyades, the rainy Goat, 

J he bright 1 aygete, and the ſhining Bears, 

With all the failor's catalogue of ftars. 

Once, as by chance tor Delos 1 defign'd, 

My veſſel, driv'n by a ſtrong guſt of wind, 

Moor'd in a Chian creek : aſhore 1 went, 

And all the following night in Chios ſpent. 

When mor ing roſe, I ſent my mates to bring 


* Supplics of water from a neighbouring ſpring, 


Whilſt 1 the motion of the winds explor'd ; 
"Then ſummon'd-in my crew, and went aboard, 
Opheltes heard my ſummons, and with joy 
Brought to the ſhore a ſoft and lovely boy, 
With more than female ſweetneſs in his look, 
Whom ſtraggling in the neighbouring fields 
he took. 
With ſumcs of wine the little captive glows, 
And nods with flcep, and ſtaggers as he goes. 
l view'd him nicely, and began to trace 
Each hr: avenly feature, cach immortal grace, 
And ſaw divinity in all his face. 
I know not who, ſaid 1, this god ſhould be; 
But that he is a god I plainly fee: 
And thou, who er thou art, excuſe the force 
"Theſe men have us d, and oh befriend our 
courſe ! 
Pray not ſor us, the nimble Dictys cry'd; 
Dictys that couldthe main top-maſt bet 
And down the ropes with active vigour flide. 


* 1 © the ſame purpoſe old Epopeus ſpoke, 


Who overlook'd the oars, and tim'd the 
ſtroke 5 

T1 e ſ me the pilot, and the ſame the reſt; 

Suck impious avarice their fouls poſſeſt. 

Nay, heaven forbid that 1 ſhould bea away 

Within my veſſel fo divine a prey, 

Sad 1; and flood to binder their intent: 

M hen Lycabas a wretch for murder ict 

I'rom "Uulſcany, to fuiler banimment, 


With his cl-uchd fiſt hud flruck nic over- 


board, , 


Had not my hands in falling graip'd a cord. 


ADDISON'S 
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% Mie haſe conſederates the ſaQ approve ; 
„ When Bacchus (for *twas he) began to 
„ Wak'd by the noiſe and clamours which they 


rais'd ; 


19 And ſhook his drowſy limbs and round him 


paz'd : 

* What means this noſe? he ctics; am I de- 
tray'd ? 

** Ah! whither, whither muſt I be convey's? 


„ Fear not, faid Protcus, child, but tell u 


where 
« You wiſh to land, and truſt our friendly care, 
« Vo Naxos then direct your courſe, ſays lie; 
% Naxos a hoſpitable port ſhall. be . 
„o each of you, a joyful home to me. 
« By every God that rules the ſea or ſky, 
„he perjur d villains promiſe to comply, 
„And bid me haſten to unmoor the ſhip. 
Wich cager joy I launch into the deep; 
„ And, heedlcſs of the fraud, for Naxos ſtand: 
'« 't hey whitper oft, and beckon with the hand, 
And give me ſigns, all anxious for their prey, 
* To tack about, and ſteer another way. 
** hen let ſomie ether to my poſt ſucceed, 
*« Said I, Im guiltleſs of fo foul a deed. 
++ What, ſays Ethalion, muſt the ſhip's whole 
crew 
Follow your humour, and depend on you? 
and ſtraight bimſcif hFſcatcd at the prove, 
* And tack'd about, and ſought.avother ſhore, 
Abe beautcous youth now found himſelf 
betray'd, | 
And from the deck the riſing waves ſur- 
vey'd, f 
And ſcem'd to weep, and as he wept he 
laid ; 
* And do you thus my eaſy faith beguile? 
** 't hus do you bear me to my native iſle ? 
++ Will ſuch a multitude of men employ 
n heir ſtrength againſt a weak defenceleſs boy? 
** In vain did 1 the Godlike youth deplore, 
Ihe more I begg d, they thwarted me the 
more. | 
And now, by all the Gods in heaven that 
ear 
„ 7]his ſok mn oath, by Bacchus* ſelf, I ſwear, 
Ahe mighty miracle that did enſue, 
Although it ſeems beyond belief, is true. 
« The veſſel, fix d and rooted ia the flood, 
„ Unmov'd by all the beating billov's ſtood. 
In vain the marincrs would plough the main 
Wich fails unfurl'd, and ſtrike their oars in 
vain : | 
« Around their oars a twining ivy cleaves, _ 
« And climbs the maſt, and hides the cords in 
leaves: | 
he ſails are cover'd with a chearful green, 
Aud berries in the fruitful canvas ſccu. 
« Amidit the waves a hid-lon ſoreſt rears 
« Its verdant head, and a new {-rivg appears. 
« 7 he god we now behold with open eyes; 
« A herd of ſpotted panthers round him hes 
In glaring forms ; the grapy cluſters ſpread 


On his far brows, and gargle on his head. 


* 
* 
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65 And whilſt he frowns, and brandiſhes his ſpear, © Telp, belp ! my ant Autor,” he cry; 


* My 


mates, ſurpriz'd with nadaels or with frar, „Remember how vom own von dy'd.“ 


« Leap'd over-board; firit pcrjur'd Madon found Deaf to his cries, the fravtic watron crops 


of 
round: 

« Ah what, cries one, has thus transſo md thy 
look ? 

« Straigh 


t his on th grew wider as heſpoke : | | 


h ſcales and fins his Itifle nung fides ſur- One ſtretch 'd-out arm, the otFer Ino lops. 


In vain does Pentheus te his mother ſue, 
And the raw bleeding fiumys prefents to view: 
Is mether howl'd; aud, heed!efſs of his 


prayer, 


« and now himſelf he views with like ſurprize ' Her trembling hand he ta iſted in his hair, 


Still at his oar th' induſtrious Libys phes ; 
„ gut as he plics, each buſy arm ſhriubs in, 
« and by degrees is ſaſhion'd to a fin. , 

« Another as he catches at a cord, 

« Miſſes his arms, and, tumbling over board, 
„With his broad fins and forky tail he laves 

i he riſing ſurge, and flouncces in the waves. 
« 7] hus all my crew transform d, around the 


hp, 
« Or . or on the ſurface leap, 
« And ſpout the waves, and wauton in the 
d | 

Full ninetecn ſailors did the ſh p convey, 
% A ſholc of ninctern dolphins, round her play. 
« 1 only in my proper ſhape appear, 
« Speechleſs with wonder, and half dead with fear, 
ill Bacchus kindiy bid me fear no mere 
« With him 1 landed on the Chian ſhore. c 
« And him ſhall ever gratcfuliy ador 

« This ſurging ſla ve, ſays Pentheus, © would 
vail, 

« O'er our juſt ſary by a far-fetch'd tale; 
« Go, let him feel the whips, the ſwords, the fire, 
« And in the tortures ol the rack expire. * 
Th' officious ſcrvants hurry him away, 
And the poor captive in a dungcon lay. 
But, whilſt the whips and tortures are proyar'd, 
The gates fly open, of themſelves unbarr'd; 
At liberty th* untetter'd captive ſtavc's, 
Aud flings the looſen'd ſhackles from his hands. 


THE DEATH OF PENTYILUS. 


rn. grown more ſurious t an he- 
ore, 

Reſolv d to ſend his meſſengers no more, 

But went himſelf to the diſtracted throng, 
Where high Cithzron echo'd with their 1 ng. 
And as the fiery war horſe paws the ground, 
And ſnorts and tremblcs at the trumpct's loud ; 
Tranſported thus he heard the frantic rout, 
And rav'd and madden'd at the diſtant ſhout, 

& ſpacious ciremit on the hill there ſtood, 
Level and wide, and ſkirted round with wo--l; 
Here the raſh Pentheus, with unhallow'd eyes, 
The howling dames and myſtic orgics ſic 5. 

His mother ſternly view'd him where he ſtood; 
nd kindled into madneſs as ſhe vicw's : 

Herleafy javelin at her ſon the caſt ; 

And cries, * The boarthat lays our country waſte ! 

* The boar, my ſiſters ! aim the ſatal dart, 


And firike the brindled monſter to the heart.“ 


Pentheus aſtoniſh'd heard the diſmal ſound, 
And ſees the yclling matrons gathering round 3 
ces, and) weeps at his appreaching tate, 
Aud begs for mercy, and repents tos lat e. 


Aud this,” ſhe cried, * thall be Agive's 
ſhare *? 
When from the neck his ſtruygling hea ! ſhe tore, 


With pieaſure all the hideous trunk ſurvey ; 
| Ihen puli'd and tore the mangled limbs away, 


Both the bright parents through the infant's 


And in her hands the ghaſtly vilage bore, 


As ſtarting in the pangs of death it lay. 

Soon as the wood ns leafy honours caſts, 

Bon off and ſcatzer d by autumn.) blaſt>, 

With {uch a Mmdden death lay Pentheus flain, 

And in a thouſand pieces ſtrow'd the plain. 
By to diſtinguiſhing a judgment aw'd, 

The Th.bans tremble, and conſeſs the god. 


— — ——C——— ©_— I) 


Tur 
' STORY OF SALVACIS AND HERMA. 
| . PHRODITUS. 
FROM THE YOURTH BOOK OF OVID'S METAs *© 
MORPHOSES. 


[2 Salmacis, with weak enſcebling ftreams, 
Softens the body, and unnerves the limbs, 
And what the ſecret cauſe, ſhall here be ſhown; 
Ihe cauſe is fecrct, ! ut th' effect is known. 

Ihe Naiads nurs'd an infant heretofore, 
That Cyfherea once to Hermes hore : 
From both th illuſtrious authors of his racc 
The hild was nzm'd ; nor was it hard to trace 

face. j 

V hen fiftecn years, in 1da's cool retreat, 
The boy had told, he left his native leat, 
And ſought freſh fountains in a iorcigu ſoil: 
The plcaturc leſſen'd the attending toil. 
With © ger ſteps the Lycian ficld- he croſt, 


Aud ficlds that border on the Lycian coaſt ; 


A river here he view'd fo lovely bright, 

it ew the bottem in a fairer light, | 

Nor kept @ ſand conceal'd from human ſight : 

The ſtream proquc'd nor Himſy ouze, nor weeds, 

Nor miry ruſhes, nor the ſpiky reeds; 

But del enriching moi ure all around, 

The fruitful banks with chearſul verdure 
crown d, 3 

And kept the ſpring eternal on the ground. 

A nymph prefides, nor practis'd in the chace, 

Nor ſkilful at the bow, nor at the race; 

Of all the hlue- eyed daughters of the main, 

The only ſtranger to Diana's train: 

Her ſiſters often, as tis ſaid, would cry, 

« Fy, Salmacis, what always idle! ſy; 

Or take thy quiver, or thy arrows ſeize, 

« And mi. the toils of hunting with thy eaſe, * 

Nor quiver ſhe nor arrows ec wouid f ize, 


Nor mix che toils of hunting with lief cate. 
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- But oft would bathe her in the cryſtal tide, 
Ot with a co b her dewy locks divide 


Now in the limpid ſtreams ſhe vicw d her face, 

And drelſs'd her image in the floating glaſs : 

On beds of leaves ſhe now repos d her limbs, 

Now gather'd flowers that grew about her 
ſtreams; 


And then by hance was gathering, as ſhe ſtood 


To view the boy, aid long for what ſhe vicw d. | 


Fain would ſhe meet the youth w th haſty ect, 
She fain would meet him, but refus'd to mect 
Beſort her lo ks were fet with niceſt care, 

And well-deſerv'd to be reputed fair. 

right youth,“ ſhe crics, * whom all thy fea- 
* tnres prove 

« A god, and, if 2 vod, the god of love; 
Hut iſ a nortal, bieſt thy uurſc's breaſt : 

« Blett are thy parents, and thy fiſters beſt ; 
«+ But oh how Lick! how more than bleſt thy 

bride, 

« Ally'd in bliſe, if any yet ally'd. 

* life, let mine the ſtol'n enjoyments be; 

* If not, brhold a willing bride in me.” 

Ihe boy knew. Faght of love, and-tuuch'd with 
ſhame, * 

He ſtrove, and bluſht, but ſtill the bluſh became; 
lu riſing bluſhes ſt i fh beauties roſc; 

*Che ſunny fide of fruit ſuch bluſhes ſhows, 
And ſuch the moon, when all her filver u h. te 

1 vurys in eclipſcs to a ruddy light. 

The nywph {ill eg, if not a nobler bliſs, 

A cold ſa ute at leait, a fiſter's ki's : 

And now prepares to take the lovely bey 
Between her arms. He, innocently coy, 
Replics, Or leave me to myſelſ alone, 

« You rude uncivilnymph, or l'd be gone.” 
fan firangerthen,” ſays ſhe, © it ſhall be ſo;” 
And, for ſhe fear'd his threat; ſhe feipn'd to go; 
But, kid w'thin a covert's neighbouring green, 
She kept bim full in ſight, herſelf unſeen. 

Ihe boy now fancies all the danger o'er, 

Ard ivnocently fports about the thore; 

Pluyfu! and wenton to the ſtream he trips, 

And dips his foot, and . ivers as he Gps. 

The covincls I asd him, and with cager haſte 
Hairy garmerts on the banks he cult ; 

His godlike icatures, and his heaveniy hue, 

Ard all his bearties, were expos'd to view. 

H1s naked limbs the nymp with rapture ſpies, 
Vi hike hetter paſſtons iu her boſom rile, : 
Fiuih in her checks, and ſparkle in Her eyes. 
She lengs, ſhe burns to claſp hum in her arms, 
4nd 'coks and fighs, and Rind es at his charms. 

Now all undreſt upon the banks he ſtood, 
And clopt his fides, and leapt into the flood: 
His lovely jimbs the filver waves divide, 

His limb- appear more lovely through the tide ; 
Ax | lie> ſhut within a cryſtal caſe, 

Vece ve a glofly luſire from the plaſs. 

*+ Hc's mine, he's all my own,” the Neiad cries ; 
And frinys eff all, and after him ſhe flies. 

Ad now ſhe fattens on him as be ſims, 

Ard huids him ciofe, aud wraps about h.s limbs 
'the 1 orc tho boy reliſted, and was coy, 

Tac more £.c cla ꝓt, and Lift the flruggling boy. 


| 


| 


ADDISON'S PO TE Ms. 


zo when the wriggling ſnake is ſnatch'd on high 
In eagles claws, and hiſſes in the ſky, 
Around the foe his twirling t il he flings. © 
And twiſts her legs. and writhes about her wi 
The reſtleſs boy full obſtinately ſtrove 
To free himſelf, and fill refus'd her love. 
Amidſt his limbs ſhe kept her limbs — 
And why, coy youth,“ ſhe cries, «« why 
thus unkind ? 
Oh may the gods thus keep us ever join'd! 
« Oh way we nrver, never part again!“ 
So pray'd the nymph, no did ſhe pray in vain: 
For now ſhe finds him, as his limbs ſhe preſt, 
Grow nearer {till, and nearer to her breaſt ; 
Till, piercing each the other's fleſh, they run 


| Together, and incorporate in one: 


Laſt in one face are both their faces join'd, 

As when the ſtock and graited twig combm'd 
Shoot up the ſame, and wear a common rind: 
Both bodies in a ſingle body mix, 

A ſingle body with a double ſex. 

The boy, thus loſt in woman, now ſurvey'd 
The river's guilty ſtream, and thus he pray d, 
(He pray'd, but wonder d at his ſofter tone, 
Surpriz d to hear a voice but half his own) 
Yo. parent gods, whoſe hcavenly names I bear, 
Hear your Hermaphrod'te, and grant my prayer ; 
Oh graut, that whomſoc'er theſe ſtreams contain, 
if man he enter'd, he may riſe again ; 
Supple, unſincw'd, and but half a man 


he heavenly parents anſwer d, from on high, 


Their two-ſhap'd fon, the double votary ; 
Then gave a ſecret virtue to the flood, 
And ting d its ſource to make his wiſhes good. 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER 
ON HIS PICTURE FE THE . 


Nurirru, with ſiler ce and ſurprize 
We ſe Eritaunia's monarch riſe, 

A godlike form, by thee diſplay d 
In all the force of light and ſhade; 
And, aw'd by thy deiufive hand, 
As in the preſence-chamber ſtand. 

The magic of thy art calls forth 
His ſecret ſoul and hidden worth, 
His probity and mildneſs ſhews, 
His care of friends and ſcorn of ſoes: 
In every ſtroke, in every line, 


| Docs ſome exalted virtue ſhine, 


And Albion's happineſs we trace 
Through a 1 the ſeatures of his ſace. 
O may 1 |;ve to fee the day, 
When the glad nation ſhall ſurvey 
Their S. vcreign, through his wide commands 
Palling in progres Ces the land! 
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Fach heart ſhall bend. and every voice 
In loud applauding ſhouts rejoice, 
Whilſt all his gracious aſpect praiſc, 
And crowds grow loyal as they gaze. 

"Che image on the medal | ac'd, 

With its bright round « titles grac'd, 
And ſtampt on Britiſh coins ſhall live, 
To richeſt ores the value give, 

Or, wrought within the curious 
Shape and adorn the running gold. 
To bear this ſurm the genial un 

Has dai y ſince his courle begun 
Reoic'd the mctal to refine, 

And ripen'd the Feruvian mine. 

Thou, Kneller, long with noble pride, 
The ſoremoſt of thy art haſt vy d 
With nature in a generous ftrife, 

And ouch'd th canvas into life. ; 

Thy pencil has, by monarchs ſougnt, 
From reign to reign in ermine wrought, 
And, in the robes of ſtate array d. 

The kings of half an age diſplay'd. 

Here 1warthy Charles appcars, aud there 
His brother with dejected air: 
Triumphant Naſſau here we find. 

And with him bright Maria join'd ; 

There Anna great as when ſhe ſent 

Her armies through the continent, 

Ere yct her Hero was diſgrac'd ; 

O may fam'd Brunſwick be the laſt, 

(Though heaven ſhouid with my wiſh agree, 
And long preſerve thy art in thee) 

The laſt, the happicſt Britiſh king, 
Whom thou ſhalt paint, or I ſhall fing ! 
Wiſe Phidias thus, his {kill to prove, 
Through many a god advanc'd to Jove, 
And taught the poliſht rocks to ſhine, 

With airs a d lincaments divine: 
Till Greece, amaz'd, and half- aft aid, 
Th' aſſembled deities ſurvey'd. 

Great Pan, who wont to chaze the fair, 
And iov'd the ſpreading oak, was there ; 
Old Saturn too, with upcaſt cyes 
Beheld the abdicated ſkies ; 

And mighty Mars, for war renown'd, 
antine armour frown'd ; 

By him the childleſs goddeſs roſe, 

Minerva ftudious to compoſe 

Her twiitcd th cads; the web ſhe ſtrung, 

And o'cr a loom of marble hung : 

1 hetis the troubled occan's queens 

Match'd with a mortal, next was ſeen, 

Rec ining on a funeralurn, ; 

Her ſbort-liv'a darling ſon to mou n. 

The laſt was he, whoſe thunder flew 

The Titan-race, a rebel crew, 

That from a hundred hills ally'd 

in impious leagues their king defy'd. 

This wonder of the ſculptor's hand 
Produc'd, his art was at a ſtand : 

For who would hope new fame to raiſe, 
Or riik his well-eftabliſh'd praiſe, 

That. hs high genius to approve, 

Had drawn a Guorge, or cary'd a Jove 2 
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19 
SMITH's PII DAA AND HIPPOLYTUS. 
SPOKEN BY MR, WILKS. 


oxG has a race of herocs ſill d the ſtage, 
That r nt by note, aud through the gamut 
ra e: 
In ſongs and airs expreſs their martial fire, 
Co bat in tril!s, and in a ſugue expire: 
While luli'd by ſound. aud undiſturb d by wit, 
Cali and ſerene you indoleutly fit, 
And from the duli fatigue of thinking free, 
Hear the facetious fiddles repartee: 
Our home-(pun authors muſt forſake the fi-1d, 
And Shakeſpeare to the ſuft Scarletti yield. 
To your nes taſte the poet of this day 
Was by a fr end advis d to ſorm his play; 
Had Valcntini muſicall; coy, 
Shunn d Phadra s arms, and ſcorn d the proffer'd 
oy: ö 
I: had not mov d your worde to have ſecn 
An cunuch fly rom an enanmur d queen: 
How wou d it pleaſe, ſhould ſhe in Engliſh 
ſpcuk., 0. . 

And —_ Hippolytus reply in Greek ! 
But he, a ſtrunger to your modiſh way, 
By your old rules muit ſtand or fall to-day, 
And hopes you will your foreign taſte coramand, 
To bear, ſor once, with what you underſtand. 


* 


h 
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STEELE's TENDER HUSBAND, 


[* the firſt riſe and inſancy of farce, 


When fools were many, and when Plays 


were ſcarce, 

The raw unpractis d authors could, with eaſe, 
A young and unexperienc audience pleaſc ; 
No fingle character had e er bern ſaown, 
But the whole herd of fop was all their own; 
Rich in originels, they ſet to view, 
lu cvery piece a coxcomb that was new. 

But now our Britich theatre can boaſt 
Drolls of all kinds. a vaſt unthinking hoſt ! 
Fruitful of tolly and of vice it ſhews 
Cuckolds, and cits, and baw.ls, and pimps, ard 

| beaux; 
Rough country knights are found of every ſhire ; 
Of every ſaſhion gentle fops appear ; 
And punks of different characters we me.t, 
As frequent on the ftaye as in the pit. 
Our modern wits are foic'd to pick a:dcu'l, 
And here and there by chance glean up a vol . 
Long ere they fiad the necelfary ſpark, 
They ſearch the town and beat about the Park, 
To all his moſt frequented haunts reſtt, 
Of; dog him to the 21 g, ang oſt to dart; 


* 


24 Is AD DIS ON 
As love of plcaſure or of place invites ; 
And ſometimes catch hin taking ſnuff at White's, 
Howe er, to do you right, the preſent age 
Breeds very hopeful monſters ſor the ſtage ; 
That ſcorn the paths their dull ſoreſathars trod, 
And won t be blockheads in the common road. 
Io but ſurvey this crowded houlc to-night : 
——ilcre, ſtill encduragement for thoſe that 
write. 
Our author, to Civert his fricnds to-day, 
Stocks wit : vaticty of fools his play; 
Aud that ther: may be lomething gay and new, 
Iwo ladies errant has expos d to vicw ; 
'The firſt a damſel traveil d in romance; 
The t other more refia'd ſhe comes from France: 
Reſcue, like courteous knights, the nyzaph from 


danger, 
And kindly treat, like well-bred men, the ſtran - 
_— A 
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LANSDOWNE » BRITISH ENCHANT FRS. 
WW uex Orpheus tun d his lyre with pleaſing | 


wore, 
Rivers ſorgot to run. and winds to blow, 
While liftening foreſts cover d. as he play d, 
"The ſoft muſician in a moving ſhade. 
"That this night 's trains the ſame ſucceſsmay find, 
The force of mulic is to muſic join'd : 
Where ſounding ſtrings and artiul voices fail, 
The charming rod and mutter d ſpells prevail. 
Let ſuge Urganda wave the circling wand 
On barren g1ountains, or a waſte of ſand ; 
Ihe deſert ſmiles; the woods begin ts grow. 
The birds to warble, and the ſprings to flow. 
The ſame dull fights inthe ſame landſkip mixt, 
Scenes of {till life, and points for ever fix d,. 
A tedious pleaſure on the mind beſtow, 
And pall the ſenſe with one continued ſhow : 
But, as our two magicians try their ſkill, 
The viſion varies, though the place ſtands Kill ; 
While the ſame ſpot its gaudy form renews, 
d hiſting the proſpect to a thouſand views. 
"Thus (without unity of place tranſgreſt) 
Ih enchanter turns the critic to a jeſt. 
But howſoe er to pleaſe your wandering eyes, 
Bright objects diſappear and brighter riſe: 
There s none can make amcuds for loſt delight, 


While from that circle we divert your fight. 


AN ODE FOR ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


SET TO MUSIC RAY MR. DANIEL 
PURCELL. 


PERFORMED AT OXFORD, 1799. 


I. 
REPARE the hallow'd ſlrain, my Vuſe, 
Thy ſoſteſt ſounds ant ſuceteſt number 


The bright Cecilia's praiſe rehearſe, 
In warbling words ang gliding verſe, 


That fmoothly run into a ong. 


And gently nn,. 


*irſt let the ſprightly violin \ 

The joyful melody begin, 

And none of all her ſtrings be mute, 
While the ſharp ſound and ſhriller lay 
In fweet harmonious notes decay, 
Soſten d and mellow d by the flute. 

+ The flute that ſweetly can complain, 
«« Diſfolve the frozen nymph s diſdain ; 
% Panting ſympa hy impart, 

« Till the partake her lover s ſmart.” 

CHORUS. 
_— 


Next. let the ſolemn organ join 
Religious airs and ſtrains divine, 
Such as may lift us to the ſkies, 
And ſet all heaven before our eyes: 
4. Such as may lift us to the ſkies; | 
80 far at leaſt till they 
% Deſccnd with kind ſurprize, 
« And meet our pious harmony hali-way.” | 
IV 


* 


Let then the trumpet's piercing ſound 
Our raviſh'd cars with plcaiure wound : 

The ſoul o er-powering with delight, 
As, with a quick ncommon ray, 

A ſtreak of lightning cleary the day, 
And flaſhes on the ſight. x 
Let Echo too perſorm her part, 
Prolonging every note with art, 

And ia a low expiring train 

Play all the coucert — again. 
Suck were the tunefe! r.ctes that har 
On bright Cecilia s churning to gh 7 
Notes that ſacre heats inip:r d, 
And with religious ardour ür d: R 
The love-lick you h tha long i}? 
His ſmotier d paſſion in his brczit, 

No ſooner heard the waibling dame, 

But, by the ſecret i. ſiue ce turn d. 
He felt a new- diviner flame, 

And with devotion burn d. 

With raviſh'd ſoul and looks amaz'd, 
Upon her beauteous face he gaz d; 

Nor made his amorous complaint: 
In vain her cyes his heart had charm'd, 
Her heavenly voice her eyes diſarm'd, 

And chang'd che lover to a ſaint. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


VI. 
And now the choir compleat rejoices, 
With trembling ſtrings and melting voices, 
The tuneful ferment riſes high, 
And works with mingled melody: | 
Quick diviſions run their rounds, _ 
A thouſand trills and quivering ſounds 


* The four loft lines of the f cend and third um- 
were add:d by Ar, Tater 


'd 


I airy circle o'er us fly, 
Till, waſted by a gentle breeze, 
]hey faint and languiſh by degrees, 
And at a diſtance die. 


AN ODE. 


I. 

HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
1 With all the blue ethereal ſky, 
Aud ſpangled heavens, a ſhining trame, 
Their great original proclaim. 

Th unweary d ſun, Rom day to day, 
D es his Cr. ator's power diſplay ; 
And publiſhes to every land, 

The work of an —_ hand. 


Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, 

The moon takes * wonderous tale: 
And nightly, to the liſtening earth, 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 

Whild all the ſtars that round her burn, 
Anda | the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread! the truth _ = to pole. 


What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all, 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball: 
What though, no real voice, nor ſound, 
Amidſt the radient orbs be found: 

In Reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter ſuch a glorious voice ; 

For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 

The hand that made us is divine. 


AN HYMN. 


HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My riſing ſoul ſurveys ; 
Tranſpurted with the view, Im loft 
In wonder, love, and pra iſc. 
II. 
O how ſhall words wich equal warmth 
The gratitude declare, | 
glows within my raviſh d hcart ! 
But thou caaſt read it thcre. 
111. 
Thy Providence my life ſuſtuin d, 
And all my wants redreſt; 
When in the filent womb 1 tay, 
An kung upon the breaſt. 
V 


To all my weak complaints and cries, 
Thy mercy lent an car, | 
Fre yet my feebie thoughts had learnt 
To form themſelves in prayer. 

| V 


Uarumber d com. rts to my foul 
Thy tender care beſtow d, 
Vor. IV. 


| 
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Before my intain neart conceiv'd 
From whence theſe comforts flow'd. 
VI. 
When in the flippery paths of youth 
With heedleſs eps I ran, 
Thine arm unſeen convey d me ſafe, 
And led me up to man. 
VII. 
Through hidden dangers, toils, and death, 
It gently clear d my way ; 
And through the pl-aſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear d than they. 
VIII. 
When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With health renew ed my face; 
And when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviv q my ſoul with grace. 
IX. 
Thy bourteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, 
Aid ma kind and faithful friend 
Has doubled all my ftore. 
X. 


Ten thouſand thouſand precious gi 
My daily thanks employ ; _—_ 
Nor is the leaſt a racks heart, 
That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. 
XI. 
Through every period oſ my life, 
Thy goodneſs III purſuc; 
And after dea.h, in diſtant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 
XII. 
When Nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 
My ever-gratcful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 
VIII. 
Though all eternit to thee, 
A joyful ſong I'll raiſe ; 
For, oh ! erernity s too ſhort, 


To utter all thy praiſe. 


— — 


A0 


I. 
OW are thy ſervants bleſt, O Lord! 
How fre is their defence 
Eternal wiſ6:m is their guide, 
Their help Or-nipotence. 
II. 

In for-1gn realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy c:re, 
Through bur ing climes I paſs'd unhurt, 

And brea:li'd in tainted air. 
I:1. 
Thy mercy ſweeten'd every ſoil, 
Made every region pleaſe ; 
The hoary Alpinc-hills it warm'd, 
Aud ſmooth'd the 'Tyrrhene ſeas, 
IV. 
Think, O my ſoul, devoutly think, 
How, with afirightcd cycs 
Gg 
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Thou ſaw ſt the wide-extended deep, 
In all its horrors _—_ 
Confuſion dwelt in every f 

And fear in every heart; 

When waves on waves, and gulpha on gulphs, 
O ercame the pilot's art. 


VI. * 
Vet then from all my grizfs, O Lord, 
hy mercy ſet me ſree ; 
Whilſt, in the confidence of prayer, 
My ſoul took hold on thee. 
VII. 
For though n dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 
knew thou wert not flow to hcar, 
Nor impotent to ſave. 
VIII. 
The ſtorm was laid, the wind retir d, 
Obedient to thy will ; 
The ſea, that roar d at thy command, 
At thy command was till. 


IX. 
In midſt of dangers, ſears and death, 
Thy goodreſs | Il adcre 3 
And praiſe Thee for thy mercies paſt, 
And humbly hope — 


My life, if thou preſerv'ſt my life, 
Thy ſacrifice ſhall ſhall be; | 
And death, if death mult be my doom, 
Shall jo'n my ſoul to Thee. 


AN HY M N. 


I. 
WH riſing from the bed of death, 
O erwhelm d with guilt and fear, 
I ſeemy Mak r face to face; 
O how ſhall Os nay" 
If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy miy be ſought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought : 
; , III. 
When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos d 
In majeſty ſevere, 
And fit mjudgme.t on my ſoul, 
O how appear 


But thou haſt told the troubled ſoul, 
Who does her ſins lament, 

The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endleſs woe * 


Then ſec the ſorrows of my heart, 
Ere yet it be too late; 

And add my Saviour's dying groans, 
To give thoſe e 

For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, 

Who knows Thy Only Son has dy d 
To make that pardon ſure. 


A DDISON W PORM $ 


| -PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XXII. 


I. 
Cn pete Re gener 0 
| | And ſeed me with a ſhepher Scare; 
preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye : 
My noon-day walks he ſhall 
And all my mid-night hours defend. 
11 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 

Or on the thirſty mountain pant; 

To fertile vales «nd dewy meadd 

My weary wandering ſteps he leads: 

Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 

Amid the verdant landſcape flow. ” 

III. 

Though in the paths of death 1 tread, 

With gloomy horrors overſ; 

My ſtedſaſt heart ſhall ſear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me till ; 

Thy friendly crook ſhall giveme aid, 

And guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 
Iv 


Thovgh in a bare and rogged way, 


With ſudden greens and herbage crown d, 
And ſtre- ms ſhall murmur all around. 


THE PLAY-HOUSE®, 


922 gentle Thames through ſtate j 

channels glides, ; 

And England's proud metropolis divides ; 

A lofty fabric does the fight invade, 

And ſtretches o'er the waves a pompous ſhade ; 

Whenceſudden ſhouts the neighbourhood ſurprize, 

And thundcring claps and dreadful hiſſings riſe. 
Here thrifty R— hires monarchs by the day, 

And keeps his mercenary kings in pay; 

With decp-mouth'd actors fills the vacant ſcenes, 

And rakes the ſtews for goddeſſes and queens: 

Here the "op punk, with crowns and iceptra 

grac 

Teaches her eyes a more n, ajeſtic caſt ; : 

And hungry monarchs, with a numerous train 

Of ſuppliant flaves, like Sancho, ſtarve and reigu. 
But enter in, my Muſe ; the Stage ſurvey, 

And all its pomp and pageantry diſplay ; _ 

Trap-doors and pit-falls, from th' 

| ground, 

Aud magic walls it around: 

On either fide maim'd Lemples fill our ey es, 

And intermix d with Brothel-houſcs riſe: 

Disjointed Palaces in order ſtand, 

And Groves obedient to the mover's hand 

O erſhade the Stage, and flouriſh at command. 

A ſtamp mgkes broken towns and trees entire ; 

So when Amphion ſtruck the vocal lyre, 

He ſaw the ſpacious circuit all around, 

With crowding woods and riſing cities crown d 


| See Seu Miſeclianies, 8 wo. p. 202. 
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But next the tiring-room ſurvey, and ſee 
Falſe titles, and promiſcuous quality, 
Confus'dly ſwarm, from heroes and from 
To thoſe that ſwing in clouds and fill machines. 
Their various characters they chooſe with art, 
The frowning bully fits the tyrant's part : 
gwoln cheeks and ſwaggerin g belly make an hoſt, 
Pale meagre looks and ho voice a ghoſt ; 
From careful brows and heavy down-caſt eyes, 
Dull cits and thick-ſcull'd aldermen ariſe : 

The comic tone, inſpir d by Congreve, draws 
At every word, loud laughter and applauſe : 
The whining dame continues as beforc, 

Her character unchang d, and acts a whore. 

Above the reſt, the prince with haughty ſtalka 
Magnificent in purple buſkins walks. 

The Royal robes his awful ſhoulders grace, 

Proiuſe of ſpangles and of copper-lace ; 

Officious raſcals to his mighty thigh, 

Guiltleſs of blood, th* unpointed weapon tye: 

Then the gay glittering diadem put on, 

Ponderous with braſs, and ſtarr'd with Briſtol 
ſtone. | 


4 
His royal conſort next conſults her glaſa, 
And out of twenty boxes culls a face; 
The whitening firſt her ghaſtly. looks beſmeare, 


All pale and wan th' unfiniſh'd form appears; 

Till en her cheeks the bluſhing purple gluws, 

And a falſe virgin-modeſty beſtows. 7 

Her ruddy lips the deep vermillion dyes; 

Length to her brows the pencil's art ſupplies, | 

And with black bending arches ſhades her eyes. 

Well pleas d at length the picture ſhe 

And ſpots it o er with artificial molds ; 

Her countenance compleat, the beaux ſhe warms 

With looks not hers; and, ſpight of nature, 

charms. , 

Thus ar:fully their perſons they diſgui 

Till the laſt flouriſh bids the curtain - "hy 

The prince then enters on the Stage in ſtate ; 

Behind, a guard of candle-ſnuffers wait: 

There, ſwoln with empire, terrible and fierce, 


e: 
His ſubjeQs tremble ; the ſubmiſſive pit, 
Wrapt up in ſilence and attention, fir ; 
Till, freed at le gth, he lays aſide the weight 
Of public buſineſs and affairs of Rate : 
Forgets his pomp, dead to ambitious fires, 
nd to ſome peaceful brandy-ſhop retires ; 
Where in full gills his anxiousthoughts he drowns, 


| 


1 


| 


| 
| 


| 


| 


| 
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Ihe princeſs next het painted charms diſplays, 
Where every look the pencil's art betrays y 5 
Ihe callow ſquire at diſtance feeds his eyes, 
And ſilently for paints and waſhes dies : 

But if the youth behind the ſcenes retreat, 
He ſees the blended co ours melt with heat, 
And all the trickling beauty run in ſweat. 
1he borrow ed viſage he admires na more, 
And nauſeates every charm he lov'd before: 


| So the fam'd fpear. for double force renown d. 


Apply d the remedy that gave the wound. 

In tedious lifts 'twere endleſs to engage, 
And draw at length the rabble of the Sr ge, 
Where one for twenty years has gi ven alarms, 


And call d contending monarchs to their arms; 

Another fills a more important poſt, 

And riſes every other night a ghoſt ; 

Through the cleft Stage, his mealy face he rears, 

1 hen ſtalks along, groans thrice, and d&iſ»ppears ; 

Others, with MO "A 

More _ a thouſand times have chang d thcir 

le. 

And in a thouſand fatal batties dy d. | 
1 hus ſeveral perſons ſeveral parts perform ; 

Soft lovers whine, and bluſtering her es ſtorm. 

Till the kind bowl of poiſon clears the Stage. 

Then henours vaniſh, and diſtinctions ceaſc ; 

Then, with reluctance, haughty queens undreſs. 

Heroes no more their ſading laurels boaſt, 

And mighty kings in private men vre loſt, 

He, whom - ch titles ſwell d, ſuch power. made 

roud, 
To how whole realms and vanquiſh'd nations 
bow d. 
Throws off the gaudy plume, the purple traia, 
And in his own vile tatters ſtinks again. 


— 


ON THE LADY MANCHESTER. 


WRITTEN ON THE TOASTING-GLAESES OF THE 


KII- KAT CLUB, 


HIL E haughty Gallia's dames, that ſpread 
O' er their pale checks, an artful ced, 
Beheld this beauteous ſtranger there 
In native charms, divinely fair; 


{ Confuſion in their looks they ſhow'd, 


And with unburrow d biuſhes glow d. 


nd quafls away the care that waits on crowns. | 


8 2 
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HUGH E Ss. 


RECOMMEXDATORY POEMS. 


To 
Ma. JOHN HUGHES, 
ON HIS POEM ENTITLED, 
THE TRIUMPH OF PEACE. 
1 by what melodious Hrcurs has 


*1 ung, 
In tune a lyre that Jong has lain unſtrung: 
Awak'd from drowſy floth, and ſoothing 
Poetic tranſports Fre my raviſh'd breaſt ! 
What pleaſure muſt r- tiring Da vr N 


reſt, 


To ſce that art his ſkilful * uſe refin'd, 
So much improv'd by thoſe he leaves behind! 
So when a father ſecs a careful ſon 
Enlarge thoſe coff: r. which were firſt his own, 
With joy to heaven he lifts his aged eyes, 10 
Bleſſes his proſperous heir, and calmly dies 

May' all your fortune, like your numbers, ſhine, 
And imoothly flow, without one rugged line ! 
Till we confeſs the genius is the ſame, 
That guides your fortune, and poetic flame. 15 

So when of old ſ;,me ſportive amorous 
Vouchſaf'd awhile to leave his bleſt abode, 
In whatſoever form the gueſt appear d, 
His heavenly luſtre ſhune, and was rever'd. 

Feb. 1697. 


TO THE 


MEMORY or Ma. HUGHES. 
BY Mis JUDITH COWPER.* 


Her Hocnes's humble, though diſti 
| guiſh'd urn, 


The Muſes, w. eath'd with baleſul cypreſs 


mourn; 


'* Doughtzy of Judge Conrper, of .erwards marri:d 
to Col, Martin 1 adan, antler of the Progriſs of 
4 ertry, ©c. and fiill lic ing, an erna nent ts ber ſex 
md age. Ancther of ber comp» fitions is preſuxed to the 
Poems e Mfr. Pope, N. 


| 


| 


In every face a deep Giſtref< appeare, 

Each eye o'erflows with tributary tears : 

Such was the ſcene, when, by the gods requir'd, 5 

Majeſtic Homer from the world retir'd: 

Such grief the Nine o'er Maro's tomb beſtoa'd; 

And tears like theſe for Addiſon late flow d. 
Snatch'd from the earth, above its trifling 


praiſe, 
Thee, Hvucues, to happier climes thy fate con- 
veys; 10 


Eas'd of its load, thy gentle ſpirit roves 
Through realms refulgent, and celeſtial groves; 
The toils of life, the pangs of death are o'cr, 
And care, and pain, and fickneſs, are no more. 
O may the ſpot chat holds thy bleſt remains 15 
Ihe nobleſt ſpo l carth's ſpacious breaſt con- 
tains ) 
Its tribute pay ; may richeſt lowers around 
Spring lightly f:rth, and mark the ſacred ground; 
T%ere may thy bays its ſhady honours ſprea |, 
And o'er thy urn cternal odours ſhed ; | 20 
Immortal as thy fame, and verſe, ſtill grow, 


Till thoſe ſhall ceaſe to live, and Thames to flow. 


Nature ſubdued forctuld the great decline, 
And every heart was plung'd in grief, but thine; 
Thy ſoul, ſerene, the conflict dic. maintain, 25 
And trac'd the phantom death in years of pain : 
Not years of pain thy ſteady mind alarm'd, 

By judgment firengthen'd, and with virtue 
d 


arm d; 
Still like thyſe:f, when ſinking life ebb'd low, 
Norraſhiy dar'd, nor meanly fear'd the blow, 30 
Looſe to the world, of every grace puſſeſl, 
Greatly reſign'd, thou ſought'it the ftranger, 
REST ; 
Firm as his fate, ſo tlyy own Phocyas dy d. 
While the barb'd arrow trembled in his fidc. 
Drawn by thy pen, the theory we ſce: 35 
The practice part, too ſoon ! beheld in thee. 
Who now ſhail ſtrike the lyre with ſkill divine, 
Who to harmonious ſounds “ harmonious num- 
bers join! | 
Who the rapacious tice f vice control, 


And, while they charm the fouſ-, reſorm the 


ſoul ! 40 


* Opera of Calypſo en Teluuracbus. 


In whom. the lovely ſ Her ars write, 

With virtue, ſolid ſenſe, and boundicſs wit? 

duch was the turn of thy ex.ilted mind. 

Sparkliz,z 2s poliſh'd gems, as pureſt gold re- 
fin'd. 

Great ruler of our paſſions! who with art 47 

gubducd the fierce, and warm'd the frozen 
heart, | 

Bid glory in cur breaſts with temper beat, 

And valour, ſeparate from ſeveriſh hate, 

Love, in its true, its genuine luſtre riſc, 

And, in Eudoc ia, bid it charm onr « ycs. 

Virtue diftreſt, thy happy lines diſcloſe, 

With more of triumph than a conqueror knows: 

Touch'd by thy hand, our ftubborn tempers 
bend, 

And flowing tears the well-wronght ſcene at- 
tend, 

That filent cloquenre thy power approv'd; ex 
The cauſe ſo great, twas g-nerons to he wov'd, 
What pleaſure can the burſting heart pull: ſs, 

In the laſt parting and ſc verc diſtreſs ? 

Can fame, wealth, honour, titl-3, joy be ow, 

Aud mike the labouring brealt with tran!port 
o 60 

Theſe gaudy triſles gild our morning briz ht, 

But O _ weak their influence ou our 

night ! 

Then fame, wealth, honour, tirles, vainly bloom, 

Nor dart une beam of comfort on the gloom ; 

But if the ſtruggling ſoul a joj receives, 

Tis in the juſt applauſe that conſcious virtue 


ri ves: 


This blameleſ; pride tle dying Hucuzs po- 
70 


£2 


ſeſt, 
Soſten'd his pain, ſat light'y on his breaf?, 
And ſooth'd his uneffending ſou} to reſt 
Free from the bigot's ſcars, or ſtoic's prid-, 
Calm as our Chriſtian hero liv'd, he dy'd. 

As on the utmoſt verge of life he ſto d. 

Ready to plunge, and ſcize th' in morta! good, 
Collecting all his rays d'ffus'd, in one, 
His * laſt great work with lieigliten'd luſſ te 

ſhone ; . 
There his juſt ſentiments, trans\:rr'd, we view'd ! 
But, while our eyes the ſhining path purſu'd 
And ſteep af ent his leady jnd;zmert gain d, 
The ſhining path, alas! alou- reniain'd. -- 

So when the ſun to world. unknown retires, $o 
How ſtrong, how boldly ſhoot his parting fires! 
Larger his ſetting orb our eyes confcis, 

E«ger we gaze, and the ſull glory big 

As o er the heavens, ſublime, h4s courſe extends, 

Wit equal ſtate, the radiant globe deſcends, 8; 

Sinks in a cloud of gold, and 27ur- hrigh2, 

And leaves behind gay tracks of beamy light. 
| 1720, 


* 


1 —  — — 


— 


JF for ourſelves the tears profuſely dow. 
Too juſtly we indulge the tender woe, 


6 Siege of Damaſcus, 


65 


| 


H UG HES Ss POR Ss. 


Sin e thou in virta*'s robes waſt richly dret, 

And of fiur arts abundantly poſſeſt! 

But if we rather ſhould congratulate 

A friend's enlargement and cxalted ſtate 3 

Re n'd to Providence, what can we leſs 

Than ch-crful hail thy lorig'd-for happineſs, 

Who now, rcleas'd from every p ercing pain, 

Doſt in the realms of li gut triumphant reign! 10 
| W. Duxcumze* 


5 


Fehr aory, I71T )-23, 


Tac 


MEMORY or Ma. HUGHES. 
LOST too early! and too lately known ! 
My lov-'s intcaded marks re-etve iu unc; 
Where, new to eaſe, and recent from thy pains, 
With ampler joy thou tread'it the biſ-ful plains: 
If there, regariltul of the wiys of mn, 8 
Thou freſt with pity what hon ove haſt been, 
O gentle ſhadc ! accept this humble verle, 
Amidit the mcaner honours of thy lic urſe. 
How does thy Phocyas warm Eiicannia's 
youth, 
In arms'to glory, ard in love totroth! 
Oh! f the Muſe of future aught preſage, 
"Theſe ſce ds ſhall ripen in the coming age. 
Then youths, renown'd for many a field well- 
foug *t, 
Shall own the g'orious leſſuns thou haſt tay zht ; 
Honour's fri laws ſhall reign in every mind, 15 
And every Phocyas his Fudocia fint. 
O ! yet be this the loweſt of thy fame, 
To form the hero, and inſtruct the dime ; 
[ ſee the Chriſtian, friend, relation fon, 
Burn for the glorious courſe that thou halt run. 207 
If anrht we ow: thy pencil, or thy lyrc, 
Of manly ſtrokes. or of ſuperior ſire, 
How muſt thy Muſe: be ever own'd divine, 
And in the lacred lift unrival d ſhine ! 
Nor joyous health was thiae, nor downy caſe; 25 
To thee forbidden was the foft receſs; 
Worn with diſ-aſe, and never-ccaſing prin, 
How firmly did thy ſoul he ſeat maintain ! 
Farly thy {de the mortal ſhaft recei v', 
All, bu: the wounded lern, ſaw and griev'd. 39 
No ſenſe of ſmart. no auguiſh conl control, 
Or tura the generous purpoſe of his ſoul. 
Witnchs ye nubter arts, by Heaven de gn d 
To charm the Cafes ard improve th: mind. 
Howthtongh your mazes, with inceſtint dall. 33 
He urg d h way, to trap tht immrtel ſpoil ! 
33 bed Orpheus tua“ his potent ſorry ; 
Peaili's circling ſhades and Stygiazi g ooms 
Ante. E 
Of thy great labuurs this, the laſt + and chict, 
At onc: demands our wonder, and our g: 121 ; 40 


159 


* OF we "92/2: . Tabaſen s encomiugn on 4 .- 
of II. abet. 
& T.. Sg of Domaſens, 


230 HUGHES s 
Thy ſoul n clouded majeſty till now 
Its finiſh'd beautics did but partly ſhow ; 
Wondering we ſaw diſclos'd the ample ftore, 
Griev'd in that inſtant to expect no more. 
So in the evening of ſome doubtful day, 45 

And clouds divided with a mingled ray, 

Haply the golden ſun unveils his light, 

And his whote glories fpreads at once to ſight ; 
Th' 3 'd world look up with gladfome 

ecr, 

Bleſs the gay ſcene, nor heed the night ſo near, 
Sudden, the lucent orb drops ſwiftly down, 51 
Through weſtern fkies, to ſhine in worlds un- 


Marth 28, 1720. Wu. Cowrer. 


| 


Fon thy long languiſhing, and painful 


e, a 
Of breath and labour drawn, and waſting life, | 
Accompliſh'd ſpicit ! thou at length art free, 
Born into bliſs and immortality ! 
Thy ſtruggles are no more; the palm is won; 5 
Thy brows encircled with the victor's crown; 
While lonely left, and deſolate below, 
Full grief 1 feel, and all a BxoTuzr's woe! 
Yet would | linger on a little ſpace, 
7" — 129 bers 10 
ill 1 have d up, with gr pains, 
Thy Works, thy dear unperiſhing remains; 
An undecaying MonumMeNnT to ſtand, 
Rais'd to thy name by thy own ſkilful hand. 
Then ler me wing from earth my willing way, 
'Fo meet thy ſoul in blaze of living day, 
Rapt to the ſkies, like thee, with zoyful flight, 
An inmate of the heavens, adopted inte li ht! 
March 30, 1720, 
Javrez Hucurs. 
Ob. 17 Jan. 1731. 
Anno Xt. 46. 


— — — 


Ion Bard! though from the world 
r * 


etir'd. 
Still kno«n to fame, ſtill honour d, and admir d 
While fill'd with joy, in happier realms you 
firay, 
And awell in manſjors of eternal day; 
While you, conſpicuous through the heavenly 
choir, 
With ſwelling raptare tune the choſen lyre ; 
Where echoing angels the glad notes prolong, 
Or with attentive ſilence crown your ſong; 
Lorgive the Muſe, that in unequal lays 
Ofr« this humble tribute of her praiſe. 10 
Loft in thy works, how oft I paſs the day, 
ale the ſwiſt hours ſtcal unperceiv'd away; 
"here, in ſwect union, wit and virtue charm, 
And noblcſt ſentiments the boſom warm; 


The brave, the wiſe, the virtnous, and the fair, 


s POEM 8. | 
r 


ows, 
Yet each bright with ſprightly fancy 1 
Oh! ha 2 where thus are 2 
A ſolid judgment, and a wit reſin d! 20 
Here injur d Phocyas and Eudocia claim 
A laſting pity, and a laſting fame: 
hy heroine's ſofter virtues charm the ſight, 
And fil! our fouls with raviſhing delight. 
Exalted love and dauntleſs courage meet, 2x 
Lo make thy hero's character complete. 


This finiſh'd piece the nobleſt pens 
And ev'n the critics are the 's friend. 
Led on by thee, thoſe * flowery paths briew, 


For ever lovely, and for ever new, 
Where all th: Graces with joint force engage 
To fiem th' i s follies of the age: 
Virtue, there deck d in ever-blooming charms, 
With ſuch reſiſt leſs rays of beauty warms. 
That Vice, abaſh'd, confounded, fkulks away, 
As night retires at dawn of roſy day. 
OE OT OT Oo 
Approaching fate, and trembles as he reads: 
| Vanquiſh'd by reaſon, yet aſham'd to fly, 
He dares not own a God, nor yet deny: 40 


Con inc'd, though late, forgiveneſs he implores; 


Shrinks from the jaws of hell, and heaven 
adores. 


Hither the wild, the frolic, and the gay, 
aan. through their wanton rounds they 


And the r own various forms with wonder ſpy. 

The cenſor ſo polite, ſo kindly. wue, 

They ſee their faults, and ficken at the view. 

Hence trifling Damon ceaſes to be vain; 

And Chloe ſcorns to give her lover pain: 50 

Strephon is true, ho ne er was true before; 

And Cœlia bids him love, but not adore. 
3 Abpison and STEELE the honour 

claim, 
Here to ſtand foremoſt on the liſt of fame; 
Vet ſtill the traces of thy hand we ſee, $5 


While then for thoſe illuſtrious bards we mourl, 
The Muſc ſhall viſit thy DisT|1xGuisn'D VAN; 
Wi. th copious tears bedew the ſacred ground, 
And plant the never-fading bay around. 6 
Here through the gloom, aſſ iring bards, es 


ore 
| Theſe — relics, and be vain no more: 
Learning and wit, and fame itſelf muſt die; 
Viator alone can towering reach the ſky. | 
This crown'd his life. Admire not, * 
view, 
| He to the glorious prize with tranſport flew. 
A fate ſo bleſt ſhould check our ſtreaming woe, 
He reigns above, his works ſurvive below. 
. BuxNCE, 
Late of Trinity- Hal, 
| Cambridge. 
* All.ding te the Speftators written by MW 


May view themiclves in fadcli lo colours there. 


| Hu; bes, 


7. 
Compell d by fame, repair with curious eye. 45 
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Some of the brighteſt thoughts are due to thee. 
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iu MEMORIAM VIRI CLARISSIMI 
10 HANNIS HUGHES. 


\CCIDIT heu nimium fato ſublatus acerbo, | 
Occidit Aonidum decus ille dolorque ſoro- 


En! tibi ferali crinem cinxere cupreſſo, 5 
Et circum cineres Parnaſſia numina lugent. 
Ipſa tuam flet adbuc, flebitque Britannia mor- 


tem: 9 . . 
Te patria expoſcit, ſœcundaque criminis tas. 
Non tua te pictas, non can dida vita, nec artes 
Ingenuz, duro juvenem eripuere ſepulchro! 10 
Sed tibi mors longos nequicquam invid-rit an- 


nos, : 
Dum mancant — —— — ſamæ, 
Dirczuſque volet ſuperas ſuus in aura-. 
gSpernis trita ſonans plectrum, tenuiſque ca- 
menz 
Haud petis auxilium: terris te plena relictis 15 
Mens rapit impavidum, celique per ardua ducit. 
procul ex oculis gentes & regua recedunt ; 
tellus perit, & punctum vix cernitur ordis. 

At vos, immenſi placidiſſima lumina mundi, 
Sol, Luna, æterno meritas O! pangite laude s 20 
Auctori Dominoque; ſuis concuſſa tremiſcat 
Sedibus, & magnum agnoſcat Natura Parentem, 
Dum vates arcana, parum ſententia vulgi 
Ut ſtet ſollicitus, ſublimi carmine pandit ! 
Qualis verborum pompa ! ut ruit ore profundo 25 
 Fervidus, ingenii caleat cum Spiritus ingens ! 

Nec Jour incedis, tragico indignuſve co- 

urno. 

Dum tuus Arabicos Phocyas ruit acer in hoſtes, 
Quis non æquales toto ſub pectore flammas | 
Concipit, & ſimili laudis ferveſcit amore 30 


O qualis li divina tia! quali 

ä — — 2 — 
Dura jubes, & pulchræ acuis virtutis honore; 
dive intus placidos Eudocia concitet ignes; 


non 
Sors tua ſæ va movet? madidi vectigal ocelli 
Quis neget ? infauſtos quis non deplorcet amores ? 
O ſemper damnata pati fata aſpera virtus ! 
At tibi quis ſenſus, quæ mens, Eudocia, cum jam 
Extrahit infixam Phocyas tua flamma ſagittam, 40 
Securus fati, vitamque ex vulnere fund:t ? 
Quis ſatis ingenium comis miretur Abudz ? 
Quam piger ad pœnas, miſcrumque benignus in 
Exemplar vel Chriſtianis imitabile, mores | 
Digni etiam meliore fide! O quam, nube re- 
mots 45 
Erroris, tanti eniteant pietatis honores ! 
Her, & prozime alludunt ad ſublimia alla an- 


's ri Poemata, quibus Tituli, Hruxve 45 
CaraToren Mondi, & BcsTaris. 


S PO EMS. 


231 
Sed quid ego plura tic laudare nitentia per- 
gam 
Tota nitet, pulchro tota ordine fabrica ſurgit, 


Et de lectamur paſſim, paſſimque monemur. 
E Coll. Mert. 
Oxon. L. DvxcomBr, 


Amabilis Juvenis, hujus Carminis Author, 
Odiit 26 Decem. 1730; Anno ZEtatis 19. 
« —Nox atra caput triſti circumvolat umbra.”” 


Vincit, 
—— 
EW 80: WM 
To THz. 


MEMORY or Ma. HUGHES. 


Spoken by Mr. Mil wand, on the Revival of tie 
S1EGE of Dawascus, at the Theatre-Royal in 
Drury-Lane, 22 March, 1734-5. 


ERE force and fancy, with united charms, 
Mingle the ſweets of love with war's 


Our author ſhows, in Eaſtern pomp array d, 

The conquering hero, and the conſtant maid. 

None better knew ſuch noble heights io ſoar, 5 

9 Phzdra, and though Cato, charm'd be- 
ore. 


While in the luſtre of his glowing lines, 
Th* Arabian paradiſe ſo — ſhines, 
With winy rivers, racy fruits, ſupply'd, 
And beauties ſparkling in immortal pride, 
Gallants, you'll own that a rcſiſtlcſs fire 
Did juſtly their enamour'd breaſts inſpire. 

At firſt a numerous avdicnce crown'd this 


play, 

And kind applauſes mark'd its . 

While he, like his own Phocyas, ſnatch'd from 
view, 15 


To fairer realms with ripen'd glory flew. 
Humane, * witty; humble, though ad- 
mir d; 


Wept by the great, the virtuous ſage expir'd ! 
Still may the bard, beneath kind planets born, 

Whom every Grace and every Muſe adorn, 20 

Whole ſpreading fame has reach'd to foreign 


b lands, 
Receive ſome tribute too from Britiſh hands 


THE 
TRIUMPH OF PEACE. 


OCCASIONED BY THE PFACE OF RYSWICE, 
1697. 
EAR Britain, hear a rough unpractis d 
tongue ! l 
Though rough any voice, the Muſe inſpires the 
ſong, 
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The teaven-born Muſe ; ev'n now fle ſprings 


her flight, 

And bears my raptur'd ſoul through untrac'd 
realms of bglit. 

We m- ust aloft, aud, in our airy way, 5 


HNetiring kigdeams fr bencuth ſurvey 

Amid the reſt a ſpacicus tract apprars, 

Obſcvre in view, and en its viſage wears 

Black hovering miſts, which, thickening by de- 
rees, 

Fxtend a io ring ſtorm o'er earth and ſeas. 10 

But, lo! an Faſtiro light, arifing hiph, 

Drives the tempeſtuous wreck along the ſky ! 

"Chen thus the Mulc—! ouk down, my fon! and 


lee 

The bright proceſſicn of a deity ! | I4 

She ſpoke ; the flerm diſpets d, Nd the 
ripht ; 

And \ + "pony Europe ſtands diſclos'd to 
+ lik. 


Of various ſtates, the various bounds appear; 
There wide Hiſpania, f:uicful Gallia here; 
Belgia 's moiſt foil, conſpicuous from afar, 19 
Aud Fland: ia, long the Hell of a deliruciive war 
Germania tuo, with dluſter d vines o'cripread z 
And lovely Albion irom her wate y bed, 
. above che reſt, rears her au picious ö 
0d. 
Feneath her cha!ky cliffs, ſra-nvmphs reſort, 
And awiui Neptune k.eps his tcecy court; 25 
His darling Thumecs, rich pr. ſet ts in his band 
Ot bount: ous Ceres, traverles the land; 
And ſcems a mighty ſnake, whoſe ſhining price 
Vues 8 the acads in ſinuous volumes 
glide. 
Ab, charming iſle ! faireſt of all the main! 30 
Too long thou Cuit my willing eye detain, 
lor fee a hero on the adverſe firand ! 
And Iv! a blooming virgin in his hand! 
All hail, ccleſtial pair !—a goddcls the, 
Ot * buth conſcil, a more than mortal, 
Victorious laurcls on his krows he wears; 
Ih' attending fair a branching olive bears; 
Slender her ſhape, in ſilver bands confin'd ; 
tler mowy garments looſcly flow b. hind, 
Rich with cmbroider'd ſtars, and ruffic iu the 
Wind | 40 
But once ſuch differing beauty met before, 
When warrior Mars did Love's bright queen 
adore ; 
Ev'n Love's bright queen might ſcem leſs win- 
ning fair. 
And Mars ſubmit to his heroic ait. 
Not Jove hi. ſelf, imperial Jove can ſhow 45 
A nobler mien or more undaun'cd | row, 


M hen his ſtrong arm, through heav'n's æthereal 


plains, | 
Cempels the kindled bolt, and awful rule main- 
tains, 
And now embak d they ſeek the Britiſh 
Illes, | 


Plca;'4 with the charge, propitious Occan 
ſmiles, 


| Before, old Neptune ſmooths tle 8 gt 


Obirquious 'Tritons on the ſurface p 
And ſportful dolphins, with a nimble glance, 
To the bright fon their giittering ſcales advance. 
In oy beds profound, the billows f. Ti 
No clamorous winds awake the filent deep; : 
Rebuk d, they whiſper in a gentle breeze, 
And all around is univerſal peace. 
_—_— my Muſe ! The following pomp de- 
clare; 
Say who, and what, the bright TR ONO... 
Firſt Ceres, in her chariot ſcated high, 
By harneſe d dragon drawn along the ſky; 
A cornucopia hill“ her weaker hand 
Chary d with the various offspring of the land, 64 
Fruit, flowers, and corn; her right a fi.klc bore; 
A yellow wreath of twiſted wherzt the wore. 
Next father Bacchus with his tigers grac'd 
The ſhow, and, ſqueezing cluſters as he paſs'd, 
Quaft d flowing goblets of r:ch-flavour'd wine- 
in order, I | ſucceed the tuncſul Nine; 70 
Apollo too was there; behind him hung 
His uſcleſe quiver, and his bow unſt rung; 
He touch d his golden lyre, and thus he ſung. 
Lead on great WILL IAA! in thy happy 


reigu 


Peace and the Muſes are reftor'd again. 75 


War, that fierce lion, long diſdaining law. 

* Rang d uicomroul'd, and kept the werld in | 
awe, 

« While trembling kingdoms crouch'd be- | 
neath his paw. 

At laſt the recling monſter, drunk with gore, 

« Falls at thy fect ſubdued, and quelis bi 
roar ; bo 

+ Tamely to thee he bends his ſhaggy mane, 

« And on his neck admits the long rejecbed 
chain. 

At thy protecting court, for this bleſt day, 

** Atcending rations their glad thanks ſhall pay: 

Not Belgia, and the reſcuedi e alone, 

But Europe ſhall her great deliverer own. 

* Rome's mighty grandeur was not more co 

«* When great Antonius travell d through the 
Eaſt, 

And crov:ds of monarchs did each morzng vait 

Wich carly homage at his palace gate. 9 

++ Haſte then, bright prince! thy Britain's tran 
port meet ; 

« Haſte to her arms, and make her bliſs com- 

lete ! 
oy What glad news has reach d her liſtening 


cur, 
While her long abſent lord provokes ber 
fear, 
Her joys are in ſuſpenſe, her pleaſures m 
cere. N 
« He comes, thy hero comes O beauteous ile! 
Revive thy genius with a chearſul ſmile ' 
Let thy rejoicing ſons freſh palms prepare, 
To grace the trophies of the {11ſh'd war; 9 


« On high be hung the martial iu ord inſheath d. 


The ſhield with ribbons drc% d, and ſpear 
ivy wreath d 
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« Let ſpeaking paint in various tablets ſhow 

% Paſt ſcenes of battle to the crowd below ! 

« Round thistriumphant pile, inruſtic dance, | 

« The ſhouting ſwains ſhall hand in hand ad- 
vance ; 105 

« The — histoi'sſhall ceaſc ; 

« The hman the his ſmoking . 
— ns t 

1% And join to ſolemnize the feſtival ol peace. 

r unlabour d 


yield: 
Calm peace returns ; hehold her ſhining train 
« And ſruitful plenty is reſtor d again. 
Apollo ccas'd.——— The Muſes take the ſound, 
From voice to voice th* harmonious notes re- 


bound, 
around ! 118 


Meanwhile the ſteady bark, with proſperous 


Fills the large ſheets of her expanded ſails, 
a th intended port; thick on the 
tra 


* bees, th' aſſembled Britons 


tand, a 119 
And preſs to ſee their welcome ſovereign land. 
At his approach, unruly tranſport reigns 
In every breaſt, and rapture fires their veins. 
A general ſhout ſucceeds, as when on high 
Exploded thunder rends the vaulted ſky. 
A ſhort convulſion ſhakes the ſolid ſhore, 123 
And rock, th* adjacent deep, unmov'd before; 
Loud acclamations through the valleys ring, 
— TS wall the crowd attend their 


And — beho d a * finiſh'd temple riſe, 
On lofty pillars climbing to the ſkies! 
Of bulk ſtupendous, its proud pile it rears, 
The gradual product of ſucerſſive years. 
An inner gate, that folds with iron leaves, 
The charm'd ſpectator s entering ſleps re- 

ceives, 


Where curious works in twiſted ſtems are ſeen 


130 


Of branching foliage, vacuous between. 136 
O'er this a vocal organ, mounted high 
On marble columns, ſtrikes the wondering eye; 


And feeds at once two ſenſes with delight, 

Sweet to the car, and ſplendid to the ſight. 140 

Marble the floor, enrich'd with native ſtains 

Of various dye, and ſtreak'd with azure veins, 

Ev'n emulous art with nature ſeems to ſtrive, 

And the cary'd figures almoſt breathe and live; 

The painted altar, glorious to be old, 

Shines with delightful blue, and dazz1'ng gold. 

Here firſt th illuſtrious three, of heavcnly race, 

Religion, Liberty, and Peace, embrace; 

Here joyſul crowds their pious thanks expreſs, 

For Peace reſtor'd, and Heaven's indulgence 
bleſs. 150 


e chair of St. Panl'; wa; foft opencd on the 
1 of thankfyiving ſer che peace, | 
UL, TY, 


| 
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Auſpicious ſtructure! born in happy days, 
Whoſe firſt employment is the nobleſt, praiſe ! 
do, when by juſt th' eternal 

His fix days to perfeQion brought, | 
With laws of motion tirſt endued the whole, 155 
And bade the heavens in deftin'd circles roll, 
The poliſh'd ſpheres commenc'd their Þ 


mony ; 
All nature in a chorus did agree, 
And the world's birth-day was a jubilee. 


Rs 
COURT OF NEPTUNE. 


ON KING WILLIAM'S RETURN FROM HOLLAND, 
1699. 
ADDRESSED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


CHARLES MONTAGUE, Eq. 


EGIN, celeſtial Muſc ! a tuneful ftrain 

Of Albion's prince conducted v'er the 
main; 

Of courts conceal'd in waves, and Neptune: 
watery reign ; 

Sing, from beneath, how the green deity 

Roſe to the ſovereign of the Britiſh ſea ; 

To power conſeſy'd, the triple mace reſign d, 

O'er-rul'd the floods, and charg'd the rebel 


wind ; | 
Secur'd his paſſage homeward, and reſtor'd, 
Safe to the lovelieſt iſle, the befl-lov'd lord. 

The generous name of MonTacvk has long 10 
Been fam'd in verſe, and grac d the poet's ſoug ; 
In verſe, himelf can happy wonders do, 

The beſt of patrons, and of poets too, 

Amid the ſfkilfu! choir that court his car, 

If he vouchſafe theſe ruder lays to hear, 15 

His bright example, while to him 1 fing, 

Shall raiſe my ſecble flight, and mount me on 
the wing. 

On Aibion's Eaſtern coaſt. an F ancient town 
O'erlooks the ſea, to mariners well known; 19 
Where the ſwift + Stourus ends his ſnaky train, 
And pays his watery tribute to the main; 
Stourus, whoſe ſtream, prolific as it giides, 

Two fertile counties iu its courſe divides, __ 
And rolls to ſcaward with a lover's pace : 
There beauteous Orwell meets his fond em- 


brace; 235 
They mix their amorcus ſtreams, the briny 
tide 3 
Receives them join d; their crooked ſhores 
provide job 
A ſpacious bay within, for anchor d ſuips to 
ride. 5 
+ Harwich. 
t The river Stoure, that runs bet tren Suffolk and 
ex. 4 . 
11 h | 


A 


234 ; 


Here, on the margin of the rolling flood, | 
Diviuely fair, | ke ſca-born Venue, 30 
Britannia t ge ius, in a robe array d 

Of broĩder d arms, and heraliiry diſplay'd : 

A crown of cities charg'd her graceful brows; 

In waving cvrls her hair luxuriant flows; 

Ccleſtial glories in her eyes are ſeer; 

Her ſtature tall, majeſtic is her mien. 


35 
With ſech a preſence, through th* Ho 


Shines the great parent of t e deities; 

duch towery honours on her temples riſe, 

When, drawn by lions, ſhe proceeds in ſtate ; 40 

Trains of attendant-gods around her chariot 
wait; 

The mother-goddeſs, with ſuperior grace. 

Surveys, and numbers oer her bright immortal 
race. 

While thus the lovely Genius hovers o'cr 

The water's brink, and from the ſandy ſhore 45 

Feholds tk alternate billows fall and rife 

(Ey turns they fink below, by turrs they mount 
the ſkies): 

2 and drew a figh of anxious 

* 

« Muſt my dear lord this faithleſs ocean prove; 50 

++ Eſcap'd the chance of war, and fraud of foes, 

«« Wilt —_— warring waves thy ſacred {ife cxæ- 


Why am 1 thus divided by the ſea, 

From all the world, and all the world in thee ? 

" "—_— aud tears the rage of tempeſts 
5$ 

6 88 bribe the ſeas, with ſighs the 

wind: 
Solt-ſighung gales thy (anvaſe ſhould inſpire; 
But hence, ye boiſterous ſtorms! far hence 


retire 

«To = woods; there your mad powers ap- 

And sour the duſty plains, or ſtrip the foreſt 
| 60 


trees; 
Or lodg d in hollow rocks proſoundly ſleep, 
And reſt from the loud lubours of the deep ! 
„Why ſhould | fear —— If heroes be the care 
++ Of Heaven above, and Hcaven inclines to 
rayer, : 
« Thou fail'ft ſecu e; my ſons with lifted eyes, 65 
6 2 vows, for thee have gain'd the 
ies. 
« Come then, my much-!lov'd lord! No more 
th' alarms 
Of waſtefal war require thee from my arms. 
** Thy fwerd gives plentcous peace ; bug with - 
dut thee, : 
Peace has no charms, and plcnty's poverty: 70 
At length enj'y, for whom you've fought, the 
queen 
« Of iflands, Lright, majeſſic, and ſerenc! 
* Unveil'd from clouds, which did her form diſ- 


ſe, | 
ec And bid a thouſand beauties from thy eyes. 
A thouſand treaſures unſurvey d invite 75 


Their lord to various ſcenes of new delight. | 
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© Come ſee the dower 1 ' ; 
brought: My ſpaciow 


++ 


| 80 
And plains with lowing herds enrich'd around 
The hills with flocks, the flocks with fleece 
crown'd. 
All theſe with native wealth thy power main. 
tain, 
And bloom with bleſſings of thy eaſy reign. 
« * thy ſails! and through the ſoamy 
ne, 
** Ruſh to my arms! and benee be wholly mine; 
« Atter nine toilſome years, let laughter 
= And A. now ſecure, in the ſoft arts of 
ey” 

She ſaid; th* intreated winds her accents bore, 
And wing'd the meſſage to the Belgic ſhore. 90 
The pious hero heard, nor could de 
To meet the voice, that ſummon'd him 

away; 
The lovely voice, whoſe ſoft ining charmy 
Before hed call'd the ſuccour of his arms, 
Nor call'd in vain; when fir'd with gen'rom 
rage | 95 
T* oppoſe the fury of a barbarous age, 
Like Jove with awſul thunder in his hand, 
Through ſtorms and flects at ſea, and ſoes at land, 
He urg'd his daring way; before his fight, 100 
On ſilver wings, bright Glory took her flight, 


And left, to guide his courſe, long ſhining 
tracks of light ! 


And now once more embark'd, propitious 
Flow freſh from ſhore, and fill his hollow 
As when the go'den god, that rules the day, 
Drives down his flaming chariot to the ſea, 195 
und leaves the nations here involy'd in night, 

Jo diſtant regions he tranſports his light; 
So WII IIAu's rays, by turns, two nations cheer; 
And when he ſets to them, he riſes here. 

t orfaken Belgia, ere the ſhip withdrew, 119 
Shed generous tears, and b d this ſoft adieu 
Since empire calls thee, and a glorious throne, 

- ++ hy people's weighty intereſts, and thy own; 

„ (: hough ſtruggling love would fain perſuade 
thy ſtay) 

« Go br thy better fortune leads the way ! 113 

„ Meanwhile my loſs, allow me to complain, 

«© ind wiſh—ah no! that partial wiſh were van. 

<« 5 hough honour'd Crete had nurs'd the thur 

| dering God, 

<« Crete was not always bleſt with his aboce; 

Nor was it fit that WILLIAM s 5 | 
mind, 

« For nations born, ſhou'd be to one confin'd. 

++ This only grant, ſince I muſt aſk no more, 

Reviſit once again your native ſhore! 


tho 


That hope my ſorrows ſhall beguile; J 


u, 

« My happy rival ' wilt that hope allow; 

« "Tis all th* enjovment fate has left me nom. 
So may'ſt thou, fair Bricanh a ! ever be (her! 
Firm to thy lovercign's love, and his to 


—_  - 


L 


I 
| 
' 
' 


* 
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« While widow'd “There riſing fgb- re- 


preſs'd 
Her fainting voice, and flifled—in the reſt 1 30 
Now, while the bounding veſſel drives betore 
Ihe guſty gales, and leaves the leſſening ſhore, 
Behold the parting clouds to diſtance fly, ) 
nd golden glorics, pouring from on high 
New dreſs the day, and cheer th' culigliten'd 
| 155 
One ſhooting beam, like lightning dovbly bright, 
Darts on the middle main its tirean:iag light. 
Lo! WiLlitian's guardian angel there deſcends; 
To Neptune's court his hcavenly mcſlage tcuds: 
In arms celeſtial, how he ſhines afar, 140 
Like Pallas marching to th awaken'd war! 
His left hand gripes a ſpacious orb of ſnield, 
With thouſand intercepted dangers fill d, 
And deaths of various kind; his right diſplays 
A 'd blade, that ſpreads a furmidablc 
"Whos. | 145 
He ſtrikes the waves; th obſequious wa ves obey, 
And, opening in a gulph, diſcloſe the downward 


way. 

O Muſe ! by thee conducted down, I dare 
The ſecrets of the watery world declare; 149 
our 21 thy view ; to thee 'tis given, 
To range the ſpace of earth, and ſeas, and hea- 

ven, 
Deſcry a thouſand forms, conceal'd from ſight, 


And in immortal verſe to give the viſions light. 


A rock there lies, in depth of ſea profound; 
About its clefts, rich beds of pearl abound, 155 
Where ſportſul nature, covering her retreat 
With flowing waters, holds her ſecret ſcat ; 

In woods of coral, int ticate ſhe ſtrays, | 

And wreathes the ſhells of fiſh a thouſand ways, 

And animares the ſpawn of all har finny 
race. 160 

Th unnumber'd ſpeci s of the fertile tide, 

In ſhoals, around their mighty mother, glide. 

From out the rock's wide cavern's decp below, 

1 he ruſhing ocean r:ſes to its Bow ; 

And, ebbing, here retires ; within its ſides, 165 

In roomy caves the of ſea reſides. 

Pillars unhewn, of living ſtune, b-ar high 

His vaulted courts; in ftorms the billows fly 

O'er th“ echoing roof, like thunder through 
the ſkies, 

And warn the ruler of the floods to riſe, 170 

And check the raving winds, and the ſwok: 

; waves chaſtiſc. 

Rich ſpoils, by plundering tempeſts hither borne, 
An univerſe of wealth, the palace-rooms adorn. 
Before its entrance, broken wrecks are {cen 

In heaps deſorm'd, a melancholy ſcenc. 


3 17 
But far within, upon a moſſy throne, * 


- 


With waſhy ooze and ſamplirc uvergrov-n, 
The ſea-green king his fork; 1 cyire rea:s ; 
Awful his aſpect, mumerous are his vente. 


pearly crown cii cles his brows divine: 185 
His beard and dcwy hair ſlicd trichling drops of 
brine. ; 
The rivcr- 


8. his numerous pr gepy, 


On beds of ruſhes round the'r parent lig. 


ö 


| 


4 


| 


Here Danube and the Rhine; Nile's ſecret 


- ſource 
Dwells here conceal'd ; hence Tiber takes his 
courſe ; 185 


Hence rapid Rhodanus his current pours; 


And, ifluing from his urn, majcilic Padus 
rears; 

And Alpheus ſecks, with ſilent pace, che lov'd 
Sicilian ſhores. 

But, chief in honour, Neptunc's darling ſon, 19 

The beautcous Thames lies nearcit to hi throne, 

Nor thou, fair Boyne! ſhall paſs unmention'd by, 

Already ſung in ſtrains that ne*cr ſha'l die. 

Theſe, and a thouſand more, whoſe winding, 

trains 

Seck various lands, the wealthy fire maintains; 

Each day, the fluid portions he divides, 175 

And fills their craving urns wich f. eſh- recruited 
t idea. 

But not alike; ſor oſt his partial care 

B:ftows on ſome a diſproportion'd ſha e; 

From whence their ſwelling currcuts, o'er-ſup 


The glorious form, and knew his martial mien; 

lu throngs th* admiring Nereids round hin: 
preſ d, 

And Tritons crowd to view the heav'nly gueſt. 

Then thus, advancing, he his will explains, 

« O mighty ſovereign of the liquid plains! 210 

« Haſfic, to the ſut ſace of the deep repair, 

« "This folemn day requires thy preſence chere, 

« To rule the ſtorms, the riſing waves reſtrain, 

« And ſhak- thy ſceptre oer the govern'd main. 

By breathing gales on thy Juminions 


driven, 215 

** To thee three kingdoms hopes in charge are 
given, 

** The glory of the world, and beſt bclov'd of 
heaven. 

** Bchold him figur'd here !''--—He ſaid, aud 
held. 


Refulgent to his view, the guardian ſhicld. 219 
On the rich mould, inwreught with ſcill divine, 
Great — LLIAM'S wars in ſplendid ſculptures 
ine. 
Here, how his ſaving power was firſt diſplay'd, 
And Holland r-ſcucd by his youthſu! md ; 
When, kindling in his foul, the martial flame 
Broke fiercely out, preluding future fame, 123 
Aud round the troutiers dealt avenging fire; 
Swiſt trom the hot purtuit the blaſted tocs retirs. 
"Chen hatt' cs, fieges, camps are grav'd aſar, 
And the long progrets uf the dreadful war. 
Above the rell Scnefic's immortal fight, 239 
In larger figures offer d to the fight, a 4 
Wich martial terror charts, und gives a fierce \ 
: doligl. c. 
rn 
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Here the confederate troops are fore d to yield, 
Driven by numbers through the field ; 


With his bright ſword, young Nassav there 
ſtand 


. his - | 
VUpbraids their fainting forec, and fondly throws 
Himſelf the firit amidſt the wondering ſoes. 
What dare not men, by ſuch a general led ? 239 
Rallying with ſhouts, their Hero at their head, 
Fir'd with new rage, aſham'd they once did 


war. , | 
Brave Offory, attended with the pride 
= or, po valour, by his fide. 
_ they fight ; the foreſts ſhine around 
Wi 


1 
7H 
714 
ot | 
: 
4 
j 


* 


| ſtores of war, the victor toils 
uite. 

mg en; and, in a ſhining train, 
zeal 


415 


5 
111 


iefs aſſemble on the plain 

the Callic general warms 

„ that kindled ſuch alarms; 
iews ; ſecure the ſoldiers preſs 


on the broad circumference is 
The nine year's war for lov'd Britannia fought ; 
cauſe the ſame : fair Li betray'd, 271 
baniſh'd Juſtice, fly to him for aid. 

ſhips are drawn, the crowded 


verger haſtening to the land. 274 
Oppreſſion, Fraud, Confuſion, and Affright, 
Fierce fiends, that ravag'd in the gloomy night 
. Of lawleſs power, defcated, fly before his daz- 
zling light. | 
$0 to th" eclipling moon, by the till ſide 
Of ſome long thicket, revelling hags provide 


265 


7; 
: 


i 
] 


F 
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Andquaff, with magic mix'd, vaſt bowls of hu. 
man ; 


But, when the dawn reveals the purple caſt, 
They vaniſh ſullen from th' unfiniſh d feaſt. 
Here joyful crowds tri arches rear | 
To their deliverer's praiſe ; glad ſenates there, 
In ſplendid pomp, the re gal tate confer. 
Hibernia's ſiclds new triumphs then ſupply; 
The rival king, in arms, the fare of empire 
See where the boyne two warring hoſts divides, 
And rolls - the fight his murmuring 
tidcs , 
In — ſoreſts, ſtreams, muſt all So 
| — . | 
When Willizm leads, and viQory's the chace. 
Thou CW him, Boyne ! when thy charg'd 
waters bore 


The foitaming courſers to th? oppoſing ſhore 
And, round thy banks, thou heard 'ſt the mur- 
_ 


Cannons roar. 295 
What more than mortal bravery inſpir'd 


The daring troope, by his 'd! 
Thou — — 4 — to Neptune: 
Thy d the ſwift 


court 
flying waves report, 
And, red with flaughter to their father ſhow d 
Streams not their own, and a diſcolour d flood. 
Here, on th' æthereal moulc, hurl'd from 


afar 

Th' exploded ball had mark'd a dinted ſcar. 
"I'was deſtin'd thus; for when all glowing-red, 
The angel took it from the forge, he ſaid; 305 
This part he left unfated from the foe ! 
And, ſcarce eſcap d, once let the Hero know, 
How much to my ien he ſhall owe; J)- 
Yet, from the batter'd ſhield the ball ſhall bound, 
And on his arm infli& a ſcarlet wound. 310 

Elſewhere, behold Nanu proud turrets 


dete of the fight, advancing to the ſkies! 
The Meuſe and Sambre here united flow, 
Nature's defence againſt th invading foe : 
Induſtrious ar: her ſtrength of walls ſupplies: 
Before the town the Britiſh army lies. 316 
The works are mann'd; with fury they contend; 
Theſe thunder from the plains, thoſe from the 
1 walls deſend. ' 
Red globes of fire ſrom bellowing engines fly, 
And lead a ſweeping blaze, like comets, through 
; the ſky 
The wy en region glews ; with de aſening 
und 
They burſt; their iron entrail:, hurl d around, 
Strow with thick-ſcatter'd deaths the crimſon 
wy grou.d. ; 
See, where the genius of the war appears, 
Nor ſhuns the labour. nor the danger fears! 32S 
In clouds of ſulphurous ſmoke he ſhines more 
bright, ; 
For Glory round him waits, with beams of living 
light. 
At length the widen'd gates a conqueſt own, 


| And to his arms reſign the yielding town. 


% 
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Bright honours in his glorious entry ſhiny, 
And reſtor'd concludes the great deſign. | 
Long o'er the figur'd work, with valt fur- 


Admiring Ni roll'd his raviſh'd eyes; 335 

1 — fr rom his throne, thus call'd aloud ; 

« Ye lovely daughters of the briny flood ! 

« Haſte, comb your ſilver locks, and ſtraight 
prepare _ . air 

« To fill my train, and gaze in upper air. 

« This day. majeſtic glories you ſhall fee ; 340 

« Come, all ye watery powers, who undcr 


me Pe, 
« Your little tridents wield, and rule the 


boiſterous ſea |! 
« What God, that owe tho „ͤ% hve > | 
lay'd, . 


* r 
He ſaid no more - but bade two Tritons ſound 345 
Their crooked ſhells, to ſpread the ſurmous 
— 4 — — afas ; 
With two more provide his azure car, 
2 two the finn d courſers jon: 
All wait officious ound, and own th accuſtom d 


fien : 
The a; his better hand ſuſtains 
The three-fork'd ſ ear, his left directs the reins. 


He gains the ſurface ; on his either ſide, 355 

The bright attendants, rang'd with comely 

ride, | 

4 in juſt array, and grace the pom- 
pous tide. 

Meanwhile Britannia's king conſpicvous ſtood, 
And, from his deck, furvey'd the boundicfs flood. 
Smooth was the glaſſy ſcene, the ſun bcheld 360 
His face unclouded in the liquid field. | 
The gazing Nereids, in a ſhining train, 
Incloſe the ruler of the Britiſh main, 
And ſweetly ſing ; ſuſpcnded winds forbear 364 
Their loud complaints, the ſcothing lay to hear. 
* Hail, ſacred charge, they cry; the beauties 

e 


* 
FR attend on 


Accept our offcr'd aid! thy potent ſway, 
* Unbounded by the land, theſe watcry 
realms obey; 
And we, thy fubje&-powers, our duteous 
v. 70 
« See Neptune's ſelf, inſerior in command, 
* Preſents his trident to thy honour'd hand !* 
They laid: the fire approach'd with awe 
profuund ; 
The rite perſorm'd, their ſhells the Tritons 
ſound ; 
swell'd with th: ſh Il alarm, the joyſul bil- 
lows bouud. 


237 


Now. from the ſhore, Britanrja firſt deſcries 
White ſails afar ; then bulky veſſels riſe, 


- | Nearer to view; her beating heart ſoretels 


The pleaſing news, and eager tranſport feels. 
S fe to her arms, imperial Neptune bears 390 


THE 


HOUSE or NASSAU, 


A 
PINDARIC ODE. 179. 


«K w_——___ Cle demittitur alto 
„ Chara Deum Kabale. 


Vn. 


U | 
(5,9PDESS of numbers, and of thoughts fub- 


lime ! 
Celeſtial Mule! whoſe tuneful ſong 
Can fix heroic acts. that glide along 
Down the valt ſra of ever-waſting time, 
And all the gilded im can ſtay, | 
Till time's vaſt fea iticlt be roll d away 
O now aſſiſt with conſccrated ftrains! 
Let art and nature join to raiſe 
A hrvin monuzgept of - praiſe 
O'cr Williant $ t remains. 
While Thames, majeſtically ſad, and flow, 
Scems by that reverend dome to flow, + 
Which new-interr'd his facred urn contains. 
If thou, O Muſe, wouldſt cer immortal be, 
This ſong bequeaths thee immortality ; 15 
Far William's praiſe can eier expire, 
Though nature's ſelf at luſt muſt die, 
And all this fair- erected ik . 
n with carth and ſea, and melt away in 
e. 


5 


II. 
Begin— the ſpring of virtue trace, 
That, from afar-deſcending, flow d i 
Through the rich veins of all the god - like race, 
And fair renown on all the godlike race be- 
| ſtow d! ä | 
This ancient ſource of noble blood 
Through thee, Germapia. wandering widc, 
Like thy own Rhine's enriching tide, 
In numerous branches long diſfu d its flood. 
Rhine, ſcarce more ancient, never grac'd thee - 
more, 
Though mantling vines his comely head ſur- 
round, 
And all a ong his ſunny ſhore 
Eternal plenty's found. 


III. 
From h · aven itſelf the illuſtrious line began; 


Ten ages in deſcent it ran. 


3⁰ 


In cach delceut increas d with honours new. 


| 
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VI. 
But timeat laſt brought ſorth th' amazing 
When Charles, reſolv'd to diſen =, 


Of zthereal flame thcir fouls he made, From empire's toils his weary age, 
as bene:th his forming hands they grew, Gave with each hand a crown away, 
He bleſs'd the maſter-work, and ſaid; 40 Philip, his haughty ſon, afraid go 
« Go forth, my honour d champions, go, Of William's virtues, baſely chooſe 
« To vindicate my cauſe below! 


« Awful in power, defend for me 
« Religion, juſtice, liberry, 
« And at aſpiring tyranny, 45 
My delegated thunder throw! 
« For this, the great Naſſovian name I raiſe, 
« And fill this character divine, | 


« Diſtinguiſh'd through the race ſhall | 


ſhine, 
« Zeal for their country's good, and thirſt of 
. — pon 


| IV. 

Now look, Britannia, look, and fee 

Through the clear glaſs of aiſtory, 

From whom thy mighty ſovereign came, 
And take a large revi.w of far extended 


. £5 
Ado us , I imperia ial lendour : 

Brave Philibert, unmatch * kght, * 

Who led the German eagle to kis prey; 
Lombardy he muk'd his con- 
' _ quer'd way, 

And made ' roud Rome and Naples own his un- 
reſiſted might. 60 


His gallant 4 X aaponn, 
And on his brows wreaths of conqueſt 
wears, | 
e ae ain . 


gure : 
For thee, Great } Charles, in battle - lain, 
Stain in all a ſoldier's pride, 65 
He fel! triuwphant by thy fide, 
And falling tought, and fighting dy'd. 
And ley, a manly —__ cxtended on the plain. 


See next, majeſtically 
The ſounder of the Belgic ſtate ! 
The fun of glory, which ſo bright 
Beam'd on all the darling line, 
Did, from its golden urn of light, 
On William's head redoubled ſhine ; 
His youthfyl looks diffus'd an awe. 75 | 
Charles, who had try'd the race before, 
And knew great merits to explore, 
When he his riſing virtue ſaw, 

He put in friendſhip's noble claim ; 
To his imperial court the hero brought, 
And there by early honours ſought 

Alliance with his future fame. 

Q generous ſympathy, that binds 

In chains unſeen the braveſt minds: 
O love 1.4 werthy deeds, in all great ſouls the 


70 


80 


* Adeipbus the Emperer, of the Houſe of N ſſau. 
1 Kine «of Na. i C, e, . | 


His father's favourite to diſpoſe ; 
His tyrant reign requir d far ether aid; 


And Alva's ficry duke, his ſcourge of vengeance, 


roſe ; 
With flames of inquiſition roſe from hell, g; 
Of laughter proud, and i ſolent in blood. 
What hand can paint the ſcencs of tragic woe 
What tongue, fad Belgia! can thy ſtory tell, 
When with her lifted axe proud Murder ſtood, 
nx brave ſons, in crowds unnumber d, 
el _- 
The ſun with horror of the ſight, 
Withdraws his ſickly beams, and ſhroouds 
His muffled face in £: llen clouds, 
And, on the ſcaffolds, faintly ſheds a pale malig- 
nant light. 


VII. 
Thus Belgia s liberty expiring lay, 
And almoſt gaſp'd her gencrous life 3 
Till Orange hears her meving cries; 
He hears, and, marching * from afar, 
Brings to her aid the ſprightly war. 
At his a reviv'd with freſh ſupplies 110 
Of gather'd ſtrength, ſhe on her murderers 
flie-. 
But Heaven, at firſt, reſoly'd totry 
By prooſs adverſe his conſtancy. 
Four armies loſt, f two gallant brothers lain, 
Will he the deſperate war maintain? 115 
Though rolling darken all the ſky; 
And thunder breaks around his head, 
Will he again the faithleſs ſea explore, 
And, oft driven back, ſtill quit the ſhore? 
He will—his ſoul averſe te dread, 120 
Unwearicd, ſtill the ſpite of fortune brave, 
Superior, and | — the ſtormy waves. 
VIII. 
Such was the man, ſo vaſt his mind ! 
The ſteady inſtrument of fate, 

Te fix the baſis of a riſing ſtate ! 125 
My Muſe with horror views the ſcene behind, 
And fain would draw a ſhade, and fain 

Would hide his deſtin'd end, nor tell 
How he—the dreaded foe of Spain, 

More fear'd than thouſands on the plain, 139 

By the vile hand of a bold ruffian fell. ; 

No more—th* ungrateſul proſpect let us leave 
And, in his room, behold ariſe, 

2 as th' immortal twins that grace tht 


tes, 
A noble || pair, his abſence to retrieve! 135 
In theſe the hero's ſoul ſurvives, f 
Aud William doubly in his offspring lives 


* He was then in Germany. 
+ The ( ounts Lodonoick and Heary. . 

* Sevis tranguillus in undir, the Prince - mülli 
Maurice an Henry 


' 
| 
| 
| 
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IX. 
Maurice, for martial greatneſs, ſar 
His father's glorious fame exceeds; 
Henry alone can match hisbrother's deeds ; 140 


Both were, like Scipio's ſons, the thunderbolts of 


war. 
None e'er, than Maurice, better knew, 
Campa, ſieges, battles, to ordain ; 
None e er, than Henry, fiercer did purſue 
The flying foe, or earlier conqueſts gain. 145 
For ſcarce ſixteen revolving years he told, 
When, eager ſor the fight, and bold, 
Inflam'd by glory's ſprightly charms, 
His brother brought him to the fic1d ; 
Taught his young the truncheon well to 


150 
And practis d _ to arms. a 
Let Flandrian Newport tell of wonders 


wrought 

Before her walls, that mcmorable day, 

When the victorious youths in concert fought, 
And matchleſs valour did diſplay ! 155 
How, ere the battle join d, they ſtrove 

With emulous honbur, and with mutual love; 

How Maurice, touch'd with tender care 

Of Henry's ſafety, begg d him to remove; 

Henry refus'd his blooming youth to ſpare, 160 

But with his much-lov'd Maurice vow'd to 

ve 

Th' extremes of war, and equal dangers ſhare. 

O generous ſtrife ! and worthy ſuch a pair 

How dear did Albert this contention pay ! 
Witneſs the floods of ſtreaming gore ; 165 

Witneſs the trampled heaps, that choak'd the 


plain, 
And ſtopp'd the victors in their way; 


Witneſs the neighbouring ſea, and ſandy ſhore, 
Drunk with the purple life of twice three thou- 


ſand flain! 
XI 


Fortune, that on her Wheel cafricious ſtands, 
And waves her painted wings, inconſtant, 


proud, 171 
Hood-wink'd, and ſhaking from her hands 
Promiſcuous gifts among the crowd, 


Reſtleſs of place, and ſtill prepar'd for fl: ght, 
Was conſtant here, and ſeem'd reſtor d to 
175 


ſight; 
Won by their merit, and reſclv'd to bleſs 
The happy brothers with a long ſucceſs — 
Maurice, the firſt reſign d to fate: 
The youngeſt had a longer date, 


And liv'd the ſpace appointed to complete 180 


The great republic, rais'd ſo high before ; 
Finiſh'd by him, the ſtately fabric bore 
Its lofty top aſpiring to the ſky : 
In vain the winds and rains around it beat ; 
In vain, below, the waves tempeſtuous roar, 185 
They daſh themſelves, and break, and 
ward fly, 

Diſper'd and murmuring at his feet. 

Inſulting Spain 


And aims ion there no more. 


back- 


| 


| 


the fruitleſs ſtrife gives o'er, 


| 


POTPM s. 239 
Then Henry, ripe for immortality, 190 
His flight to heaven eternal tpringe, 
And, o'er hi quiet grave, Peace ſpreads her 
downy wings. * 
His ſon, a ſecond William, fills his place, 


And climbs to manhood with ſo wilt a pace, 

As if he knew he had not long to ftay : 195 

Such young Marcellus was, the hopeful grace 

Of ancient Rome, but quickly ſaatch'd away, 
Breda bche!d th' advcnturous boy, 

His tender limbs in ſhining armour dreſs d, 

Where, with his father, the hot ſiege he 


els'd. 200 
His father ſaw, with pleaſing joy, 
His own reflected worth, and youthful charms 
expreſs'd. | 
But, when his country breath'd from war's 
alarms, 


His martial virtues lay obſcure; 

Nor could a warrior, form'd for arms, 203 
1h' inglorious reſt endure ; 

But ficken'd ſoon, and ſudden dy d, 

And left in tears his pregnant bride, 

His bride, the daughter of Britannia's king; 

Nor mw ch' auſpicious pledge of nuptial 


ve, 210 


Was to 
— 
But with his great ſorefathers gain d a bliſsful 
ſcat above. 
XII. 


Here pauſe my Muſe! and wind up higher 
1he ftrings of thy Pindaric lyre ! 
Then _ bold ftrains the lofty ſong pur- 
ue; 
And bid Britannia once again review 
he numerous worthies of the line. 
See, like immortals, how they ſhine ! 
Fach life a hiſtory alone ! 
And laſt, to crown the great deſign, 229 
Look forward, and behold them all in one! 
Look, but ſpare thy fruitleſs tears —— 
Tis thy own William next appears. 
Advance, celcſtial form ! let Britain fee 224 
Th' accompliſh'd glory of thy race in thee | 
XxlV, 
So, when ſome ſplendid triumph was to come. 
In long — through the ſtrects of 
Rome, 
The crowd beheld, with vaſt ſurprife, 
The glittering train in awſul order move, 
To the bright temple of Feretrian Jove; 239 
And trophies borne along employ'd their 
dazzled eyes; 
But when the laurel'd emperor, mounted 
high 
Above the reſt, appear'd to ſight, 
In his proud car of victory, 
Shining with rays exc. ſſi ve bright. 
He put the long preceding pomp to flight 
Their wonder couid no high r rite, | 
With joy they throng his chariot wheels, and rens 
| with ſhouts the ixics, 


| 
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XV. : 
To thee, great prince to thy extenſive mind, 
Not bf” eds nar. ow bounds con- 
n 240 
The Fates an ample ſcene afford, g 
And injur d natiuns claim the ſuccour of thy 
ſword. 
No reſpite to ti y toils is given, 
Till chou aſcend thy native heaven: 244 
One Hydra- head cut of, ſtill more abound, 
And twins ſprout up to fill the wound. 
So endleſs is the taſk that heroes find 
To —_— monſter Vice, and to reform man- 
For his Alcides heretoſo e, 
And mighty Theſecus, travell d o'er 250 
Vaſt tracts of ſea and land, and flew 
Wild beaſts and ſerpents gorg d with hu- 
man prey; 
From — lurking robbers 
ew, ö 
And bid r pong traveller paſs on his peace- 
| ul way. 
Yet, though the toi:ſome work they long 
purſue, 
To rid the world's wild pathleſs field. 
Stall poiſonous weeds and thorns in cluſters 


; grew, 
And large unwholeſome crops did yield, 
To exerciſe their hands with labours ever new. 
XV. 
Ton, like Alcides, early didſt begin, 260 
And ev'n a child didſt laurels win. 
Two inaky plagues about his cradle twin'd, 
Sent by the jealous wife of Jove, 
In ſpeckled wreaths of Death they ſtrove, 


The mighty babe to bind: 265 


And twiſted Faction, in thy infancy, 
Darted her forky tongue ar thee. 
But, as Jove's offspring fl:w his kiſſing ſoes, 
So thou deſcended trom a line | 
Of Patt iots no leſs divine, 270 
Didſt quench the brutal rage of thoſe, 
Who durſt thy dawning worth oppoſe. 
The viper Spite, cruſh'd by thy virtue, 
ſucd 
Its yellow juice. and at thy feet lay dead. 
Thus, like the ſun, did thy great Genius 
riſe, 
With clouds around his ſacred head, 
Yet [on diſpell'd the dropping milts, and gilu:d 
— all the ſkies. EDS 
* XVII. 
Great Jalius, who with generous envy 
view'd 
The ſtatue of brave Philip's braver ſon, 
And uept to think what ſuch a youth ſub- 
dued, 
While, more iu age, himſelf had yet ſo little 
done, 
Hud wept much more, if he had lived to 
ſe 
"The glorious deeds atchicy'd by thee ; 
Lo lee thee at a beardleſs age, 284 
Sd arm'd agarit the invader's rage, 


| 


i 


And —_—y fighting ſor thy country's k. 


* 5 
While he inglorious laurels ſought; 
While he O ſtain upon the greateſt name, 
That e'er before was known to fame ! 
When Rome, his awful mother, did de- 
mand 291 
The ſword from his unruly hand, 
The ſword ſhe gave before, 
Forag d. he ſpurn'd at her command, 
Hurl'd at her breaſt the impious ſtecl, and bath's 
it in her gore. 295 
XVIII. 

Far other battles thou haſt won, 

Thy ſtandard ilill the public good: 
Laviſh of thine, to ſave thy people s blood: 
And when the hardy taſk of war was done, 

With what a mild well-temper'd mind, 
(A _ * to Rome s ambitious 

on 

Thy powerful armies were reſigu'd; 

Thy viQtory o'er thyſelf was more, 

Than all thy conqueſts gain'd before; 

"T was more than Philip's ſon could do, 303 
When for new worlds the madman cry'd; 
Nor in his own wild breaſt had fpy'd 
Tovers of ambition. hills of boundleſs pride, 

Too great for armies to ſubdue. 

| XIX. 
O ſavaye luſt of arbitrary ſway ! 310 
Inſatiate fury which in man, we find. 
in barbarous man, to prey upon his kind, 
And —4 | the world, enſlav d, his vicious will 
obey ! 
How has this fiend Ambition long defac'd 
Heaven's works, aud laid the fair creation 
waſte ! 
Aſk filver Rhine, with ſpringing ruſhes 
crown'd, 

As to the ſea his waters flow, 

Where are the numerous citics now, 
hat once he ſaw, his honour d banks around? 

Scarce are their ſilent ruins found ; 3% 

But, in th* eniuing age, 
Trampled into common ground. 
Will hide the horrid monuments of Gaul's de- 
ſtroy ing rage. 
All Europe too had ſhar'd this wretched fate, 
And mourn'd her heavy woes too late, 335 
Had not Britannia's chief withſtood 
The threaten*d deluge and repcil'd, 
To its forſaken banks, th unwilling flood. 
And in his hand the ſcales of balanc'd kingdoms 
heid. =, 
Well was this mighty truſt repos d in dice. 
Whoſe ſaithſul ſoul, from private int 

(Intereſts which vulgar princes know. 

O er all ifs paſſions ſat exalted high. 
As Teneriff s top enjoys a purer ſky, 
And ſ-es the moving clouds at diſtance fly be. 

low. 333 

XX. 
u hoe'er thy warl:ke annals reads. 


Bcho!d rcviv'd our valiant Edward's 
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* Great Edward and his glorious ſon 
Will own themſelves in thee o::tdone. 
Though Crecy's deſperate fight eternal honours 


won. 
| Though the fiſth Henry too does claim 
A ſuining place among Britannia's kings, 
And Agincourt has rais'd his lefty name; 
Yet the loud voice of ever-living Fame 
Of thee more numerous triumphs ſings, 245 
But, though no chief centends with thee, 
In all the Jong records of hiſtory, 
Thy own great deeds together ſtr ve, 
Which ſhall the faireſt ught derive, 
On thy immortal memory ; 
Whether Sencff's amazing field 
To celebrated Mons ſhall yield; 
Or both give place to more amazing Boyne ; 
Or if Namur's well-cover'd ſiege mult all the 
G reſt outſhine ! 
XXI. ' 
While in Hibernia's fields the labouring ſwain 
Shall paſs the plough o cr ſkulls of werr:ors 
ſlain 


, 356 
And turn up bones, and broken ſpe-rs, 
Amaz'd he'll ſhew his ſcllows of the p ain, 
The relics of victorious years; 
And tell, how ſwift thy arms that kingdom d.d 
regain. = 
Flzndria, a longer witneſs to thy glory, 
With wonder too repeats thy ſtory ; 
How oft the foes thy lifted ſword have ſecn 
In the hot battle, when it bled 
At all its open veias, and oft have fied, 355 
Gif their evil genius thou hadſt been: 
How, when the blooming pring began t' ap- 


pear, 
And with new life reſtor'd the year, 
Confederate princes us'd to cry ; 
Call Britain's king—the ſprightly trumpet 
ſound, 379 


And ſpread the joyful ſummons round ! |” 


Call Britain's king. and vidory!“ 
So when the flower of G:eece, to battle led 
In Beauty's cauſe, juſt vengt ance ſwore 
Upon the foul adulteret's head, 35 
That from her royal lord the raviſh'd Helen bote, 
Ihe Grecian chiefs of mighty fame, 
Impatient for the ſon of Thetis wait; 
At laſt the fon of "Thetis came ; 
Troy ſhook her nodding towers, aud mourn'd th' 
impending fate. 
XXII. 
O ſacred Peace! Goddeſs ſerenc ! 
Adorn d with robes of ſpet!-ſs white, 
Fairer than filver robes of light 
How ſhort has thy mild empire hecn ! 
W hen pregnant lime brough: forth this new- 
born age, 
At firſt we ſaw thee gently Cri'e 
On che young bir, and thy voice awl.ile 
Sung a {oft charm to mattlal ge 
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But ſoon the lion wak'd again, 
And firetch'd his opening claws, and ſhouk his 
griſly mane. 390 
Soon was the year of triunphs paſt ; 


And ianus, uſhering in a new, 
With backward look did pompous ſcenes re- 
view z 
But his fore face with frowns was overcaſt ; 
He ſaw the gathering ſtorms of war, 
And bid his prices aloud, his iron gates unbar. 
XXIII. 
But heaven its hero can no longer ſpare, 
To mix in our tumultuous broils below; 
Yet ſuffer d his foreſceing care, 
Thoſe bolts of vengeance to prepare, 402 
W hich other hands ſhall throw ; 
That glory to a mighty queen remains, 
To triumph o'er the extinguiſh'd foe, 
She ſhall ſupply th* thunderer's place: 
As Pallas, from th' zthereal plains, 495 
Warr'd on the giants ;mpious race, 
And laid their huge demoliſh d works in ſmoky 
ruins low. 
Then Anne's ſhall rival great Eliza's reign: 
And William's genius, with a grateful ſmile, 
Look down, 1nd bleſs this happy iſle ; 410 
And Peace, reitor'd, ſhall wear her ol ve crown 
again, 


W.. 9 © 


ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 


POLLO, god of ſounds and verſe, 
Pathetic airs and moving thoughts in- 
ſpire '! 
Whilſt we thy Damon's praiſe rehearſe : 
Damon himſelf could animate the lyre. 
Apollo. god of ſ..und- and verſ:, 
Pathetic airs and moving thoughts inſpire ! 
Look down! and warm the ſong with thy ccicf- 
tial fire, 
II. 
Ah, lovely yourh ! when thou wert here, 
? hyſclf a young Apollo did apprar; 
Young as that god fo ſweet a graze, ie 
Such blooming fragrance in thy face; 
So (oft thy air, thy v.ſage lo ſerene, 
That harmony ev n in thy look was lern. 
11. 
But when thou did th' cbe dient ſtrings 
command, 
An! join in con ort thy melodious hand 15 
Ev'n Fate it!elf, ſuch wondrous firain> to hear, 
Fat ha been charm d. hid bete 2a car. 
But what does muſic's ſkill ava:l * 
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When Orrheus did his loſs depl: re, © 
trees Vaw'd atter:tive to his tele; 20 
Huſu'd were the winds, wild bealts forgot to 
rew; 
But de:r Eurydice came back no more. 
IV 
Then cenfe, y+ ſons cf harmeny to mourn ; 
Since Namon ever Can return. 
be, ſee! he mounts, and cleaves the liquid 
wav! 
Priaht cheirs cf angels en the wing, 
For the new cveit's arrive Ray, 
And hyuns of triumph firg. 
They bear him 16 the happy ſeats above, 
Seuts of cternal barony and love; 30 
Where artful] Purcel! went bef-re. 
Ce gie then, ye ſens of muſic, ceaſe to mourn : 
Your Damon never will return, 
No, never, never more! 


A NA CRE OA 
CDE THE THIRD. 


T dead of night, wien mortals loſe 
Their various cares in ſoſt repoſe, 


I heard a knocking at my door: 
Who's that, ſaid 1, a: this late hour 
Diſtw bs my reſt ?— t ſobb'd and cry'd, Li 
And thus in mournful tone reply*d. 
« 4A poor unhappy child am 1, 
« That's come to beg your charity; 
Pray let me in!—You need not fear; 5 
„ ] mean no harm, I vow and ſwear ; 15 
« But, wet and cold, crave ſhelter here; 
©: Berray'd by night, and led aftray, 
% ]'ve loſt—alus! I've loft my way. 

Mov d with this little tale of fate, 
I took a lamp, and op'd the gate; 15 
When ſce | a naked hoy before 
The threſho!d ; at hi: back he wore 
A pair of wings, and by his fde 
& crooked bow and quiver ty'd. 
« My pretty angel! come, ſaid “, 
« Gometo the fire, and do not cry! 
It rok d his neck and ſhoulders bare, 
And ſqueez'd the water from his hair; 
Then « haf'd his little hands in mine, 
And cheer'd him with a drought of wine. 25 
Recover'd thus, ſays ke; Id know, 
„Whether the rain has ſhoil'd my bow; 
« Let's try''—then ſhot me with a dart, 
The venom throbb'd. did ake and ſniart, 


As if a bee had ſtung my heart. 30 


« Are theſe your thanks ungrztcful child, 

« Are theſe your thanks? —Th' impoſtcr 
ſmil'd ; 

« Farewell, my loving hoſt ſays he; 

« All's well: my Low's unhurt, 1 fe: ; 5 

« But what a wre:ch l've made of thee 35 
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THE STORY OF 


PYRAMUS axon THIS Rx. 


FROM IHE FOURTH BOOK OF Ov; 
MFTAMORPHOSES. 


wW HERE Babylon's proud walls, erected high 
By foam d Semi amis, aſcend the ky 
Dwelt youtl ful Pyramus, aud Thiſbe far: 

Ad join ng houſes held the lovely par 

Hs Perie form all other youths ſurpaſs'd; 5 

Charms ſuch as her's no eaſtern beauty grac'd; 
Near nc ighbourhood the firſt acquaintance drew, 
An early promiſe of the love t' enſue. 

Time _ the growing flame, had Fate been 

ind, 

The nuptial rites their faithful hands had jmd. 
Put with vain threats, ſorbidding p rents ſtrove 

To check the joy; they could not check the love. 

Each captive heart conſumes in like deſire; 

The more conceal'd, the ficrcer rag'd the ſire. 

Soft looks the filent eloquence of eyes, 15 

And ſecret ſigns, ſecure from houſehold ſpies, 

Exchange their thoughts, the common well, be- 

tween — 
Each parted houſe, retain'd a chink unſeen 
For ages paſt. The lovers ſoon eſpy'd N 
26 


This imall defect, for Love is eagle - ey d, 

And in ſoſt wi-ifpers ſoon the paſſage ty d. 

Saſe went the murmuring ſounds, and every day 
A thouſand amorous blandiſhments convey ; 
And often, as they ſtood on either ſide, 


To catch by turns the flitting voice, they cry d, 23 


Why, envious wall, ah ! why doſt thou deſtroy 
The lovers ho es, and why forbid the joy? 
How ſhould we blcſs thee, would'ſt thou yield te 
charms, 
And, opening, let us ruſh into each other's arms 
t t leaſt, it that's too much, afford a ſpace 3 
To meeting lips, ner ſhall we flight the grace; 
We owe to thee this ſreedom to complain, 
And breathe our vows, but vows, alas! in vain. 
' hus having ſaid, when evening call'd to reſt, 
The faithful pair on either fide impreſt 35 
An intercepted kiſs then bade good nigh: ; 
Lut when th' enſuing dawn had put to flight 
The ſtars ; and Phebus, riſing from his bed, 
Drank up the dews, and dry'd the flowery mead, 
gain they meet, in ſighs again diſcloſe 49 
Their grief, and laſt this bold deſigu propoſe; 
That i the dead of night both would deceive 
Their keepers, and the houſe and city leave ; 
And left, cſcap'd, without the walls they ſtray 
in patileſs fields, and wander ſrom the way, 45 
At Ninus s tomb their mecting they agree, 
Bencath the ſhady covert of the tree; 
1 he tree well-known near a cool fountain gte, 
And bore fair mulberrics of ſnowy hue. 
1he projet pleas d; the ſun's unwelcome 


light 80 
(That ſlowly ſeem d to move, and flack his 
flight 


Sunk in the ſeas; from the ſame feas aroſe the 
ſable night ; . 

When, ftealing through the dark, the crafty ſar 

Uzlock'd the dorr, and gain'd the open air; 


Fi 
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Love gave her courage; unperceiv'd ſhe went. 55 

Wrapp'd in a veil, and reach'd the monument. 

1 hen ſar bencath th' appointed tree alone; 

But, by the glimmering of the ſhining moon, 

She ſat not long, before from far ſhe ſpy d 

A lioneſs approach the ſountain-ſide ; 60 

Fierce was her glare. her foamy paws in blood 

Of laughter d bulls belmear'd, and ſoul with 
od 3 

For recking ſrom the prey, the ſavage came, 

To drown her thirit within the neighbouring 
tre um | 

Aﬀrighted I hiſbe, trembling at the ſight, 65 

Fled to a darkſome den, but in her flight 

Her veil dropp'd off behind. Deep of the flood 

"The monſter drank, and, ſatiate, to the wood 

Returning, ſound the garment as it lay, ; 

And, torn with bloody feet, diſpers d it in her 
way. 70 

Belated Pyramus arriv'd, and ſound 

The mark of ſavage feet along the ſandy ground: 

All pale he turn'd 5 but ſoon as he beheld 

The crimſon'd veſture ſcatter d oer the field, 

Oue night, he cry'd, two lovers ſhall deſtroy! 75 

She worthy to have liv d long years of joy, 

But n:ine's the forfeit life ; unhappy maid ! 

'Twas | that flew thee, | th appointment made ;þ 

70 places full of death thy i:nucence betray 'd, 

And came not ſirit myicli —Q hither haſte, 80 

Ye hons all that roam this rocky waste 

Tear my devoted enrrails, gnaw, divide, 

And gorge your fam.ne in my opcn ide 

But cunards (4:1 lor death — Thus having ſpoke, 

Ihe ſata) parment from th ground he took, 85 

Aud bore it to the tree; udeit he kils's, 

And bath'd in flowing tcurs the well-kuown veſt : 

Now takt a ſecond ſtain the lover ſad, 

While from his fide he ſnatch d his ſharpen'd 
blade, 89 

And druve it in his grain; then from the wound 

Wuhdrow the feel and tipgering fell to ground: 

As when, à conduit broke, the fireaws ſhoot high, 

Starting in ſudden ſouatains through the ſky, 

So ſprouts the living ſtream, and ſprinkled o'er 

The tre.'s fair berries with a crimſon gore, 95 

While, ſapp'd in purple floods, the conlci us rout 

4 ranimits the Hain of murder to the fruit. 

Ihe fan, who ſcar'd to diſ:ppoiut her love, 
Yet trembling with the ſright, forſock the grove, 
And ſougl.t the youth, inpatient to relate 100 
Her www adventure, and th* avoided {ate. 

She ſaw the very'd tret had loſt its white, 

Aud iorbring flood as if that couid be the rich, ; 

Nor do bred long; for now ker cyes behrld 

A Cyipy perſon ſpurn the ſanguinc field. 

Aghalt ine ſtarted back, ard ſhook with pain, 

As riſing breezes curl the trembling maiu. 

She gaz'd awhile entranc d; but whcu ſhe found 

It was her lover weltcring on the ground, 

She beat her lovely breaſt. and tore her hair, 110 

Claſp'd the dear corpſe, and, frantic in deipair, | 

Kiss d his cold face, ſupply'd a briny flood 

To the wide wound, and mingled tare with 
blood 
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Fay, Pyramus, ok ſay, what chance ſevere 
Has ſnatch'd thee trum my arms? 

is thy own Thiſbe calls, look up and hear 
At Tl:fbe s name he lifts his dying + yes, 
And, having ſeen her, clos'd them up, and dies. 
Put when ſhe knew the bloody veil, d fpy'd 
The ivory ſcabbard empty by his fide, * 120 
Ah »retched youth, laid ſhe, by love betray's ! 
Thy hapleis hand guided the fatal blade. 

Weak as lm. I boaſt as ſtrong a love: 

For ſuch a deed, this hand as bold fall prove. 

I'll follow thee to death; the world ſhall call 125 
Thiſbe the cauſe, and partner of thy fall; 

and ev'n in death, wiach cout aloue disjoin 

Our perſons yet in death thou ſhalt be nine. 

Bat hear, in both our u ine, this dying prayer. 
Ye wretched parents of a wretched puir ! 139 
Let in one urn our aſuce e enfin d. 

Whom mutual love and the ſame tute have join d. 
And thou, fair tres, beneath whoſe friendly ſhade, 
One litclefs lover 18 gircady laid, | 
And ſoon ſhal cover two; lor ever wear 135 
D-ath's ſable hue, and purple berries hear 

She laid, and piunges in her breaſt the ſword, 

Yet warm aud recking irtun its Daughter'd lord 
Relentiug Heaven allows her lift requeſt, It 
And pity touch'd their mournful pare. ts breaſt. 
The fruit, when ripe a purple dye revuins 
nd in one urn are plac'd their dear C ain 
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THE | 
TRIUMPH OF LOVE. 


IN 1MITATION OF oui, ANORUM 11. 1. 
bo £9, 3. 


ELI. me, ſome god, whence does this change 
uri; 
Why gentle fl--p torſakes my weary eyes? 
Why. turning olten, all the tedious night 
In pain lie, and watch the tpringiug licht? 
lat cruc! dzmon havuirs ray tortur'd mind: 
Sure, if 'rwere Love, I fhwn'd tht invader fand ; 
Unlcis daguis'd lie lurks, the crafty boy, 
With ſilent arts ingen: us to dettroy. 
Aas ts ſo— tis Hnx'd the fecret dart; 
| feel the tyraut ravaging 1 y heart. 15 
Ihen, ſhail! yield; or th' infant flame oppoſc * 
| yield —-Reſiſtance woul tacreaſe my wos: 
For ſtruggling Raves a ſharper doo: ſuſtain, 
Than ſuch as ſtoop obedient to the chain. 
I own thy power almighty 1.ove | I'm thine 1. 
With pimon'd hands beh-d me here relign ! 
Let this ſub:niſſion then my life obtain; 
Small prat'e till be, if thus unar.u d I'm flain 
Go, join thy mother s du es; with myrtle brass 
thy hai. ; 

he god of war tw [i a cariot (hol Prepare; 2 
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Then thou triumphant through the ſhouting | 
throng 

Shalt ride, and move with art the willing birds 
alon 

Whiie —2 youths and maids, in ſolemn ſtate, 

Adorn the ſcene, and on thy triumph wait. 

There 1, a later conqueſt of thy bow, 25 

In chains wil follow too; and as I go, : 

To pityivg eyes the new-made wound will ſhew, 

Next, all that dare Love's ſovereign power defy, 

In fetters bound, inglorious ſhall paſs by : 

All ſhall ſubmit to thee—th' applauding crowd 30 

Shall lift their hands, and ſing thy praiſe aloud. 

$-ft looks ſhall in thy equipage appear, 

With amorous play, miſcake, and jealous fear. 

Be this thy guard, greet Love! be this thy 


train; 
Since theſe extend o'er men and gods thy 
reigns 35 
But robb d of theſe, thy power is weak and 


Vain. 
From heaven thy mother ſhall thy pomp ſu:vey, 
And, imili- g, ſcatter fragrant ſhowers o: rotcs in 
thy wey ; 
Wlilſe thou. array'd in thy unrivall'd pr ide. 
Cn ge len heel, all gold thrſcH, ſhalt ride. 
1hy ſpreading wings thai! richeſt diamonds 
wear, 
And gems ſhall ſpark e in thy lovely hair. | 
Thus paſſing by, thy arm ſhall huri around 
Ten thouſand fires, (en thouſand hearts ſhall 
wound. 
This is thy practice, Love, and this thy gair.; 45 
Trent this thou canit not, it thou would'ſl, 12- 
frain 4 5 
vince evn thy preſence, with prolific heat, 
Des reach the heart, and active flames cteste. 
From conquer'd India. ſi the “ jovial Ged, 
Drawn v'er the plaius by harnels'd tigers, rode. | 
Then fince, great Lov, 1 take a willing place 
Amid? thy (;.oiis the ſacred ſhow to grace ; | 
O ceaſe 19 wound, and let thy fatal tore 
Of pe ug ſhifts be ſpent on me no more. | 


0 


| 


No mere, tee powertul in my charmer's eyes, 25 


Terment « flave, that for her beauty dies; 
Or look in {iniles from thence, and I ſhall be 
A Lare rc longer, but a God, like thee. 


THE 
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ONE, my Muſe, a Venas draw; 
Not the ſame the Grecians ſaw, | 

By the fam d Apelles wrought. 
Brantecus offspring of his thought. 


Noe fantaſtic goddeis mine, 5 

Fiction far ſne does outſhine. | 
Queen of fancy ! hither brivg 

On the gauly-feathr'd wing | 

All the beauties of the jpring. 
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I ike the bee's induſtcievs pains 
To collect his golden gains, 
So from every flower and plant 
Cather firſt th' immortal paint, 
Fetch me lilies, fetch me roſes, 
Daifics, violets, cowflip-pokes, 
Amaranthus, parrot-pride, 
Woodbines, pinks and what beſide 
Does th* embroider'd meads adorn , 
Where the fe uns and ſatyrs play 
In the merry month of May. 
Steal the bluſh of opening morn : 
Borrow Cynthia « ſilver white. 
When ſhe ſhines at noon of night, 
Free from clouds to veil ger light. 
Juno's bird his tail ſhall ſpread, 
Iris“ bow its colour ſhed, 
Ail to deck this charming piece, 
Far ſurpaſſing ancient Greece. 
Firſt ker graceful ſtature ſhow, 
Not too tal., ner yet too low. 
Fat ſhe muſt not be, nor lean ; 


Gently {wells her riſing breaſt. 
Next, in comely order trace 

All the plories of her ſace. 

Paint her neck of ivory, 

Smiling cheeks and forchead high, 

Ruby lips, and ſparkling eyes, 

Whence refiſtleſs lightning flies. 


Scarce th' outlines arc yet begun, 
Fre thy pencil's thrown afide ! 
is no matter, Love reply'd ; 


| (Love's unlucky god flood by) 


At one ſlroke behold how I 

Will th' unfiniſh'd draught ſupply. 
S-nil:ng then he took his dart, 

And drew her piAure in my heat. 


verſe! 


la 


ing trees. 


| He ſpeeds the riſing day, and ſheds his light 
Redoubled on the grove, to gain à nearcr 

Not with mo e ſpced his Daphne he purſu d. 
Nor fair Leucothoe with ſuch pleaſure view'd» 
Five dazzling nymphs in gracious pomp 


. pear ; 
He cli aks his Daphne and Leucothve here, 


| 
® Bacchus. | 


Let her ſhape be ſtraight and clean: 
ginall her waiſt, and, thence increas d, 


Fooliſh Muſe! what haſt thou done? 
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FT Phœbus his late happineſs rehearſe, 
And grace Baru-Elms with never-dying 


15 


9 


Smooth was the Thames, Lis waters fleeping 


75 
Unwak'd by winds that o'er the ſurſace play; 
When th* early god, ariſing from the eaſt, 
Dicclos'd the golden dawn, with bluſhes dreſt. 
Firſt in the ſircam his own bright form he ſees, 
But brighter forms ſhine through the nei ghbour- 
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Joiu'd with that heavenly three, who on mount 
Ide 15 
D ſcending once the prize of beauty try d. 
Ye verdant Elms, that towering grace this 
ove, | 
Be * ſtill to Beauty and to Love ! 
No thunder break, nor lightning glare between 
Your twilled boughs, but ſuch as then was ſcen. 
The gratcſul ſun will every morning riſe 
Propitious here, ſaluting from the ſkies 
Your lofty tops, indulg'd with ſweeteſt air, 
And every ſpring your loſſes he'll repair; N 
Nor his own lourcls more ſhall be hu carte. 25 


> —————————_— _ — ——. 


ON THE FRIENDSHIP OF 


PHOABE ano ASTERI A; 


— 


AND THE 
SICENESS OF TIIE FORMTR. 


N altar raiſe to Friendſkip': holy fl-pie, 
Inſcrib'd with Pherbe 's and AS-cia's zung! 
Around it mingled en a ſolemn band, 
Let Phebe's lovers, and Aſteria's ſtaud, 
With fervent vows t' attend the ſacrifice; 5 
While rich perfumes ſrom melted gum- ? 
To bribe ſor Phecbe's health the partial ſl is. 5 
Forbid it, Love, thut ſickly biaſts cor. /@:au 
The flower of beauty in its tender bloc: * 
Shall ſhe ſo ſoon to her own heaven tete, 10 
Who gave ſo oft, yet never felt thy fire ? 
Who late at ſplendid feafts ſo graceful houe, 
By pleaſing ſmiles and numerous con qus is 
own ; 
Where, midſt the brighteſt nymplis, ſhe bure 
the prize 
From all—from all but her Afteria's eye“. 
Behold the maid, who then ſecure repell- d 
The ſhafts of Love, by fainting ſickneſs queli'd! 
(As Beauty's goddeſs once a wound ſuſtain*.', 
Not irom her ſor, but from a * mortal's hand) 
Aſteria too forgets her ſprightly charm , 
And droeping lies within her Phabe's arms. 
Thus in romantic hiſtories we read 
Of tovrnaments by ſo e great prince decreed, 


1 5 


28 


two comnpanion-knights their lances 

wield 
With matchleſs force, and win, ſrom all, the 
field ; 25 


Till one, o'erheated in the courſe, retires, 
And ſcels within his voins a fever's res; 
His gie ving frierd his laurcls throws away, 
— the dezr-bought triumphs of the 
ay. 
So ſtrict's the union of the tender pal 
What Heaven decrees for 1* 
: ere. 
ve meeting rivers, in one ſir am th» ew, 
d no divided joys or ſorrows know, 


3 
one, they both muſt 
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Not the bright * twins, preferr'd in heaven to 
ſhine, 

Fair LeCa's ſons in ſuch a league could join. 35 

One ſoul, as fables tell, by turns ſupply'd 

That heaverly pair, by turns they liv'd and 
dvd: 


yd: 
But theſe have ſworn a matchleſs ſympathy, 
They'll live together, or together dic. 

Vhen Heaven did at Aſteria's birth beſtow 40 

Thoſe laviſh charms, with which ſhe wouuds us 
ſo, 

To form her glorious mind, i did infpire 

A double portion of th* æ hereal fire, 

That half might afterward be thence convey'd, 

To animate that other lovely maid. as 

Thus ative inſtinct does their hearts combine, 

In knns too cloſe for Fortune to untwine 

So India boaſts a tree, that ſpreats arcond 

Its anorous boughs, which bending reack the 
ground, 

Whcre taking root again, the branche raiſe 530 

A ſecond tree to meet its ſond embrace; ? 

Then Gdc by üde the friendly neighbour. thrive, 

Fed by one Lip, aud in cach other live. 

Of Phtc's health we nec not fend to know 
toe Natvre firives with her iavadiag for, 55 
What ſymptoms good or ill cach day arilc; 

We read thoſ: changes in Aſteria's cycs. 
Thus in ſowe cryſtal ſoumein you may ſpy 


Ii fare of heaven, aud the reflet-d Ixy. 


Ste wit black clouds arife, when tempeſts 
lower, 

And gathering miſts portend a ſailing ſhower, 

And when the ſun breaks cut, with co: Acring 
ray 

To chaſe the darkneſs, and reſtore the day. 

Such be thy fate, bright maid! (. om this de- 

cline 

Ariſ: renew'd thy charms, an I doaub'y hint! 63 

And as hat dawning planet was 24dreſt 

Wich oicr'd incenſe by th” adoring caſt, 

Sn we'tl with ſangs thy glad recovery greet, 

Ihe Muſe: ſhall lay her preſent; at thy teet; 

V i*h opea res, Alters: ſhall receive 70 

The dazu pledge propitiou; Heaven can give. 

Faun'd by thiſc winde, your friendſhip's gene- 
rous fire 

Shall burn more bright, and to ſuch heights al- 

ire, 
The wondering world ſhall think you from above 
Come down to tca.h how happy angels love. 75 


N 


I. 
1 of Porinda's conqueſt brought 
' The god ef love her charms to view ; 
To wound th' unwary maid he thought, 
But ſouna became her conqueſt tuo. 


S O G. 


* Cofor and Polux. 
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II. 
He dropp'd, half drawn, his f-cble bow, 8 
He look d. he rav'd, and ſig hing pin d; 
Aud wiſh'd in vain he had been now, 
As painters falſcly draw him, blind. 
III. 
Difarm'd, he to his mother flies; 
He p, Venus, help thy wretched ſon ! 10 
Who now will pay us ſacrifice ? 
For Love himiclt's alas! undone. 


IV. 
To Cupid now no lover's prayer 
Shall be addrcfs'd in ſuppliant ſighs; 
My darts arc one, but oh bewarc, 


2 15 
Fond mortals, of Dor.nda's eyes. 


T 0 
OCTAVIA INDISPOSED. 
A ROUND your couch whilſt ſighing lov. rs 


view 
Wit, beauty, goodneſs, ſuffering all in you ; 
So mournful is the ſcene, tis hard to tell 
Which ſace betrays the ſick, or who is well. 
They feel not their own pain, while yours they 
ſhare, 
Worſe tortur'd now, than lately by deſpair. 
For bleeding veins a like relief is found, 
When iron red-hot by burning flops the wound. 
Grant, Heaven, they cry, this moment our de- 


re, 
To ſee her well, though we the next expire. 10 


BEAUTY AD MUSIC. 


I 
E ſwains, whom radiant beauty moves, 
Or muſic's art with ſounds divine, 
Think how the rapturous charm improves, 
Where two fuch giſts cel ſtial join; 


II. | 
Where Cupid's bow, an! Phabus' lyre, 5 
In the ſame powerſul hand arc found; 
Where lovely eyes inflame deſire, 
While trembling notes are taught to wound. 
11. 
Inquire not who's the matchleſo ſair, 
That can this double death beſtow : 10 
young Harmonia's firains yon hear, 
Or view her eyes, too well you'll know. 


CUPID 'sS REVIEW. 


bl 
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The lovely warriors that in brizht array 
Thy power ſupport, and propagate thy ſway. 
Then fay, what beauteous general wilt chou 
chooſe, 
To lead the fair brigade againſt thy rebel les 
Be hol, the god advance in come ly pride, ö 
Arm'd with his bow: his quiver by his ſide: 
Iterior (ups on their maſter wait; 
lle * well-pleas'd, and waves his wings in 
ate, 
His little haads imperial trophies bear. 2 
And laurel-wreaths to grace th' elected far. 
Hyde-Park the ſcene for the Review he nam'd, 
Hyde-Park ſor pleaſure and for beauty fam'd, 
Where, oft from weſtern ſkies the god of light 15 
tee new-ariling ſuns, than his more bright ; 
Then ſets in blvſhts, and conveys his fire 
To diſtant lands, that more his beams require, 
And now the charming candidates appear : 
chol4 Britannia's victor graces there, 20 
Who vindicate their country's ancient claim 
To Love's pre-eminence, and Beauty's fame. 
Some, who, at Anna's court, in honour rais'4, 
| Adorn birth nights. by crowding nations prais d; 
Prefcrv'd in Kucll-r's pictures ever young, 23 
in ſtrains immortal by the Muſes ſung. 
Around the ring th' illuſtrious rivals move, 
And tcach to Love himſelf the power of love. 
Scarce, though a god, he can with ſaſety gaze 
On glory ſo profuſe, ſuch mingled rays; 39 
For Love had eyes on this important day. 
And Venus from his forchead took the blinding 
cloth away. 
Here Mira paſs'd, and fix'd Eis wondering 
view, 
Her perfect ſhape diſtinguiſh'd praiſes drew; 
Tall beauteous, and majeſtic to the fight, 35 
She {ed the train, and ſparkled in the light. 
There Stella claims the vreath, and pleads her 
cyes, 
By which each day ſome new adorcr dies. 
Serena, by good humour doubly fair, 39 
With native ſweetneſs charms, and ſmiling air. 
While Flora's youthful years and looks diſplay 
The bloom of ripening fruits, the innocence of 
; May, 
The ſweets that months of plesſure 
ring, 
The dawn of Love, and Lifc's indulgent ſpring. 
|. *Twere endleſs to deſcribe the various darts, 43 
With which the ſair are arm'd to conquer hearts. 
M hate ver can the raviſh'd ſoul inſpire 
With tender thoughts, and animate deſire, 
All arts and virtues mingled in the train: 
And long the lovely riva s ſtrove in vain, 5 
While Cupid unrefolv'd {till ſearch'd around 
the plain. 
o! could 1 find, ſaid Love, the phœnix ſhe, 


In whom at once the ſeveral charms agree ; 


| That phœnix the the laurel crown ſhould have 54 


p, ſurvey thy ſhining train around 
Of javorrite nymphs, for conqucſt moſt re- 
neur'd; 


He ſcarce had ſpoke, when ſer— Harmon 
came of 
Chance brought her there, and not deſire 
J tan e; 


2 Love himſeli with pride become her ſlave. 


. 


HUGHES'S POEM S. 247 


Unknowing of the choice, till ſhe beheld 
The god approxch to crown her in the field. 
Th unwilling maid, with wong'rous modeſty, Go 
Piſcl.im'd her right, and put the laurel by: 
Warm bluſhes on her tender checks ariſe, 
And doub e ſoftneſs beautify'd her eyes. | 

At this, more charm'd, the rather I beſt-w, 
caid Love, theſe honovrs you in vain forego ; 65 
Take t en the wreath, which you, victorious 

fair, 


Have moſt deſcry'd, yet leaſt affeRt to wear. 


To A 


BSLAUTIFUL: LADYT, 
PLAYING ON THE @RGAN. 


wer ſam d Cecilia on the organ ay d, 
And fill'd with moving ſounas the tuuc- 
ful fr .me, 
Drawn by the charm, to hear the ſacfed maid, 
From heaven, *'tis faid, a liſtening angel came. 
Thus ancient legends would our faith abuſe; 5 
In vain for were the bold tradition true, 
While your harmonious touch that charm re- 
news, 
Again the ſeraph would appear to you. 
O happy fair! in whom with pureſt light, 
Virtue's united beams with beauty ſhine! 16 
Should heavenly gueſts deſcend to bleſs our fight, 
What form more lovely could they wear than 
thine ? 


— ———— ET "2 — — 


. 


J* mourrai de trop de plaifir 
Si je la trouve favourable ; 
Je mourrai de trop de defir 

de je la tiouve incxorable. 


Ainſi je ne ſgaurois guerir 

De la doulcur qui mice poſſcde ; 
Je tuis aſſure de perir 

Par le ma}, ou par le remede. 


IN ENCLISH. 


DIF. with too tranſporting juy, 
It the 1 love rewards my fire; 
ſhe's incxorably coy, 
With too much paſſion 1 expire. 


No way the fates afford to ſhun 
The cruel orment I endure; 
Since I am doom'd to be undone 


By the diſcaPt or by the cure. 


To A 
1 


AINTER, if thou canſt ſafely gaze 

On all the wonders of that ſace ; 
If thou haſt charms to guard a heart 
Secure by ſecrets of thy art ; 
O] teach the mighty charm, that we $ 
ay gaze ſecurely oo, like thee. 
Canſ thou Love's brighteſt lightning draw, 
Which none e'er yet unwounded ſaw ? 
To what then wilt thou next a pire, 
Unleſs to imitate Jove's fire ? 10 
Which is a leſs adventurous pride, 
Though 'twas for that Salmoneus dy'd. 
That bezutcous, that victorious fair, 
Whoſe chains ſo many lovers wear ; 
Who with a look can arts infuſe, 15 
Crrat: a Painter, or a Muſc; 
Whom crowds with awful rapture view; 
She ſits ſer. ne, and ſmiles on you 
Your genius thus inſpir d will ſoar 
lo wondrous heights unknown before, 20 
And to her beauty you will own 
Your ſuture ſkill and fix'd renown. 

So when of old great Ammon's ſon, 
Adorn'd with ſpoils in battle won, 
In graceful picture choſe to ſtand, 25 
The work of fam'd Apelles“ hand; 
Exert thy fire, the monarch ſaid, 
« Now be thy boldeſt ſtrokes diſplay d, 
« To let admiring nations ſee 
Their dreaded victor drawn by thee ; 30 
„s others thou may'ſt life impart. 
« But I'll immortalize thy art“ 


——— vw—__ _l ——b 


ro THE 
a VV FOR QF 


FATAL FRIENDSHIP, 


a TRAGEDY. 


S when Camilla once, a warlike dame, 
in bloody battles won immortal fame, 
Forſogek her female arts, and choſe to bear 
The ponderous ſhicld, and heave the maſly ſpear, 
Superior to her ſcx, ſo ſwift ſhe flew, 
That ſriends and foes, alike ſurpris'd, behold 
The brave Virago deſperately bold, * 
Aad thought her Pallas in a human mould. 
Such is our wonder, matchleſs maid! to ſce 10 
The tragic laurel thus deſerv d by thee. 
Still greater praiſe is yours; Camilla ſhines 
Por cver bright in Virgil's ſacred lines, 
You in your own. 
Nur need you to another's bounty owe, 13 
For what yourſelf can on yourſelf beſtow ; 
So monarchs in full health arc wont to rear, 
At their own charge, their future ſepulchre. 
Who thy perfeRions fully would commend, 
Muit think how others their vain hours miſſpend, 
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In trifling viſits, pride, impertinence, | 
Drels, dancing, and d:ſcourſe devoid of ſenſe ; 
To twirl a fan, to pleaſc ſome fooliſh bean, 
And fing an empty ſong, the moſt they know; 
In body weak, more impotent of mind. 25 
Thus ſome have repreſented woman-kind. 
But you, your ſex s champion, are come forth 
To fight their quarrel, and aſſert their worth; 
Our Salick law of wit you have deſtroy d. 
Eſtabliſh d female claim, and triumph'd o er our 
ride. | 
While — look on, and with repining eyes 
Behold you bearing off ſo rich a prize, 
ite of ill-nature, we are farc'd t' approve 
Such dazzling charms, and, ſpite of envy, love. 
Nor is this all rh' applauſe that is your due, 35 
You ſtand the firit of ſtage · reſormers tos; 
No vicious ſtrains pollute your moral ſcene, 
Chaſte are your thoughts, and your expreſũon 
clean; 
Strains ſuch as yours the ſtricteſt teſt will bear: 
Sing boldly then, nor buſy cenſure fear, 40 
Your virgin voice offends no virgin car. 
Procced in tragic numbers to diicloſe 
Strange turns f fate. and unexpected wocs. 
Rewatd, and puniſh ! awfully diſpenſe 
Heaven's judgments, and declare a Providence ; 
Nor let the comic Muſe your labours ſhare, 
is meanncſs, after this, the ſock to wear: 
Though that too merit praiſe, tis nob er toil 
'T* extort a tear, than to provoke a ſmile. 
What hand, that can deſign a hiſtory, 80 
Would copy low-land boors at Stic-a-Snee ? 
Accept this tribute, madam, and excuſe 
The haſty raptures of a itranger Muſe. 
1598. 


einn PORTRAY. 


N Nature's golden age, when new-born day 
Array'd the ſkies, and earth was green aad 


Cay; 
When God, with pleaſure, all his works ſur- 
vey'd, 
And virgin innocence before him play'd ; 
Ia that illuſtrious morn, that lovely ſpring, 5 
The Muſe, by Heaven inſpir d, began to ſing. 
Deſcending angels, in harmonious lays, 
Taught the firit happy pair their Maker's praiſe. 
Such was the ſacred art—We now deplore 
The Muſc's loſs, fince Eden is no more. 10 
When Vice from hell rcar'd up its hydra-head, 
1h' affrighted maid, with chaſte Aſtræa, fled, 
And fought protection in her native ſky ; 
in vain the heathen Nine her abſt ace would ſup- 


ply. 
Vet to ſome few, whoſe dazzling virtues 
ſhone 15 


In ages pair, her heavenly charms were known. 
Hence learn'd the bard, in lofty ſtrai s to tell 


tow patient Virtus triumph'd over hell; 


nnn 


ö 
Thus at his birth two deities 


Hs = + 4 I 


And hence the chief, who led the choſcn race 
Through parting ſeas, deriv d his ſongs of 
praiſe : 


She gave the rapturous ode. whoſe ardent 
Sings female force, and vanquiſh'd Siſera ; 


Fhe tun'd to pious notes the pſalmiſt's lyre, 


And — with more than Pindar's 
! 


8 O N G. 


WRITTEN ren THE LATE bent OF GLOUCESL 
TER'S BIKTH-DAY. 


* III. E Venus in her ſnowy arms 
The God of battles held, 
And ſooth'd him with her tender charms, 
Victorious from the field ; 
By chance ſhe caſt a lovely ſmile, 5 
P opitious, down to earth, | 
And view d in Britain's happy iſle | 
Great Glouceſter s glorious birth. 
I. 
Look, Mars, ſh: ſaid; look down, and ſee 
A child of royal trace To 
Let's crown the bright nativity 
With every pruicely grace: 
Thy heaven'y image let me bear, 
And ſhine a Mars below; 
Form you his mind to warlike care, I; 
Ill ſotter gifts beſtow. 


III. 


Their bleſſings did impart; 
And love was breath'd into his eyes, 

And glory form d his heart. 20 
His childhood makes of war a game; 

Betimes his beanty charms 
The fair ; who burn d with equal flame 

For him, as ke fur arms. 


1679. 
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FINFLY CUT IN VELLUM, 
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HEN Faney did Molinda's hand invite, 
Without the help of colour, ſhade, 0 
light, 

To form in vellum, ſpotleſs as her mind, 
Te faireſt image of the ſeather d kind, 


Nature herſelf a ſtrict attendance paid, 7 
Charm'd with th' attainments of th i!luſtr ons 


| mail, 
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Ioſpic'd ber thought, and, ſmiling, ſaid, I'll ſee 
How well this fair one's art can copy me. 

go to her favourite Titian once ſhe came, 

To guide his pencil, and atteſt his fame, 10 
With tranſport grantin2 all that ſhe could give, 
And bid his works to wondering ages live. 

Nor with leſs tranſport here the goddeſs ſecs 
The curious piece advance by flow degrees ; 
At laſt ſuch {kill in every part wasJhown, 

It ſeem'd a new creation of her own ; 

She ſtarts, to view the finiſh'd figure riſe, 

And ſpreads his ample train enrich'd with eyes ; 

To ſec, with lively grace, his form expreſs d, 

The ſtately honours of his riſing creſt, 20 

His comely wings, and his ſoſt ſilky breaſt ! 

The leaves of creeping vines around him play, 

And Nature's leaves leis perfect ſeem than they. 
O matchleſs bird! whoſe race, with niceſt 


15 


care, 

Heaven ſeems in pleaſure to have form'd fo 
fair ' 25 

From whoſc gay plumes ev'n Phœbus with de- 
light 


Sees his own rays reflected dou ly bright 
Though numerous rivals of the wing there be 
That ſhare our rraite, when not compar'd to thee, 
Soon a thy riſing glories ſtrike our eyes, 
"Their beauty ſhines no more, their luſtre dics, 
So wnen Melinda, with ſuperior charms, 
Iazzles the nig. and other nymphs diſarms, 
To her the rallying Loves aud Graces fly, 
And, fixing there, proclaim ihe victory. 35 
No wonder, then, fince ſhe was born t“ excel, 
This b rd's fair image ſhe deſcribes ſo well: 
Happy, as in ſome temple thus to ſtand, 
luunortaliz'd by her ſucceſsful hand. 


— ————0̃ — 


O N 
LUCINDA's TEA- TABLE. 
2 invoke, when they rehearſe 
In happy ſtrains their pleaſing dreams, 


Some Muſe unſcen to crown their veric, 
Aud boaſt of Hcliconian ſtreams : 


But here, a real Muſe inſpires 


5 
(Nuo more reviving fireams imparts) 
Our fancies with the Poets fircs, 
Ard with a nobler fl me our hearts. 
While from her hand each honour'd gueſt 
Receives his cup with liquor crown d, 10 


Ile thinks tis Jove's immortal feat, 
Aud Veaus deals the nectar round. 
As o'er each ſuuntain, Poets ſing, 


Some lovely guardian-nymph has foray, 
Vho from the contecrated ſpring, 


Þ © 15 
Wild beaſts aud fatyrs delves away; 
vo hither dares ny favape preſe, 
* ho Buauty's o,, power defics; 
All, drinking here, her charms conſcſe, 
Proud to bz on zuer'd by her exes. 20 


Voi. V. 


| 


ow. 


— 
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When Phœbus try'd his herbs in vain 
On H;acinth, had ſhe been there, 
With tea ſhe would have cur'd the ſwain, 
Who only then had dy'd for her, 
January i, 1701. 


—ͤ ˙ͤ——— — 


THE 
M A R C H. 
V -TORIA comes! ſhe leaves the forag'd 
es 


grov 

Her flying camp of Graces and of Loves 

Strike all their tents, and for the march prepare, 

And to new ſcenes of trinmph wait the fair 
Unlike the Nlaves which other warriors gain, 5 

That tath ſubjection, and would break their 

chain, 

Her rural ſlaves their abſent victor mourn, 

And wiſh ot liberty, but her return. 

The conquer*d countries droop, while ſhe s away, 

And flowly to the ſpring their contriburiou pay. 

While cooing turtles, doubly now alone, 

With their loft loves another loſs bem an. 
Mean time in peopled c tic crowds preis on, 

Aud jealous icem who ſhall be firſt undone. 

ViRtorics, like Fame, before th* invader iy, 

And lovers yet uniceing haſte to die. 

While ſhe with careleſs unclated mind, 

Hears daily conqueſts which he cer deſign'd: 

In her a ſoft, yet crucl hear: is found, 

Averle to cure, and vaialy griev'd to wound. 29 


15 


— —— — 
WRITTEN IN A LADY'S PRAYER-B9OK 


O fair a ſorm, with ſuch devotion join d 
A virgin body and a ſpotleſs mind ! 
Flcas d with her prayers, while Heaven propitious 
ſees 


The lovely votarcſs on her bended kne s, 


Sure it muſt think ſome angel Joſt its way, 

And happening on our wretched carth to ſtray; 

Tir'd with our ſollies, ſain would take its flight. 

Ang begs to be reſtor'd to thole bleſt realzs gf 
. 


R 
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FOR THE MONTH OF MAY. 
YA Zep yr, come away ! 
| On this tweet, this Ulcent piuve, 
Sacred to the Muſe and Love, 
In ;:-ntle wiiſper') murmiye play 
N k 
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Come let thy ſoit, thy balmy breeze 
Diffuſe thy vernal ſweets around 
From ſproutinz flowers, and llofſom's trees; 
While hills and echoing vales reſound 
With notes, which wing d muſicians ſing 
In honour to the bloom of ſpring. 
i 

Lovely ſeaſon of defire ! 

Nature ſmilcs with joy to ſee 
The amorous montl:; led on by thee, 

That kindly wake her genial fire. 
The brighteſt object in the ſkics, 
"The faircſt lights that ſhine below, 
The fun, avd Mira's charming eyes, 
At thy return more charming grow: 
With double pl: ry they appear, 
To wum and grace the infant year, 


5 


HOR ACE, 


ODE 11. BOOK II. 


Tle egen of this Ode as de infenuate to Augrſins the 
dn ger of tra ei ring the feat of the empire from 
Rome is Trey, which wwe ave informed be once cn= 
tertained though /. 

I. 


HF man to right inflexibly inclin'd, 
Poifing on virtue's baſe his mind, 
Reſts in himſcli ſecure, 

Indi ſlolubly firm in good; 

Let tempeſls riſe, and billows rage, 
All rock within he can urmov'd endure 

The foaming fury cf the flood, 

When bellowing winds their jarring troops en- 
age, 
Or waſteful civil tumults roll along 

With ficrcer trength, and louder roar, 

Driving the torrent of he throng, 

And gathering into power. 

Let a proud tyrant caſt a killing frown ; 
Or Jove in angry thunder en the world look 
down ; 

N.y, let the frame of nature crack, 

And all the ſpacious globe on high, 

Shattcer'd with univerſal rack, | 

Come tumbling from the ſky : 

Yet he ll turvey the horrid ſcene 

Vith ſteady courage and undaunted micr., 20 

Ihe only thing Jcrene ! 
II. 

Thus Pollux and great Hercules. 

Roam'd through the world, and bleſt the nations 
round, 

Till, rais d at length to heavenly palaces, 
Mankind, as their benefaQions crown'd; 25 
With theſe, Auguſtus ſhall for ever ſhine, 

And ſtain his roſy lips in cups divine. 
Thus his fierce tigers dauntleſs Bacchus be; 
The glaring ſavages reſiſt in vain, 


10 
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impatient of the bir, and ſretting on the rein - 
Through yielding clouds he drives th' — 


car. 
Great Romulus purſu'd the ſhining trace 
/ nd leapt the lake, — 
The reſt of mortals fall, 
And with his * father's horſes ſcour'd the ſame 
bright airy race. 
III. 
Then in full ſenate of the deities. 
ing the ſeats of er. and future fate, 
uno began the high debate, 
And with this righteous ſentence pleas'd the 


ſkies : 

O Troy! ſhe ſaid, O hated Troy! 4 

Af forcign woman, an a f boy, 

« Lewd, 3 and unjuſt, 

Shook all thy proudeſt towers to duſt ; 

„ Inchn'd to ruin from the time, 

« Thy king did mock two powers divine, 45 

And ras'd thy fated walls in perjury, 
« Eut doubly damn'd by that th. 
© Which did Minerva's rage incenſe» 
And offcr'd wrong to me. 

No more the treacherous raviſher 60 

cShines in full pomp and youthful charms; 
Nor Priam's impious houſe with He- or's ſpear 
« Repels the violence of Grecian arms. 

IV. 


Our feuds did long embroil the mortal rout, 
At laſt the ſtorm is ſpent, 55 
My fury with it cbbing out, 

** Theſe terms of peace content; 

To Mars I grant among the ſtars a place 

For his ſon Romulus, of Trojan race; 

Here ſhall he dwell in theſe divine abodes, 60 
Driuk of the hcavenly bowl, 

And in this ſhi..ing court his name enrol, 
With the ſerene and cver-vacant gods; 

& While ſeas ſhall rage between his Rome and 

Troy, 

* The horrid diſtance breaking wide, 6; 
« The baniſh'd Trojans ſhall the globe enjoy, 

« And reign in every place beſide ; 
on ang * beaſts inſult my 5 judge's duſt, and 

ide 

Their litter in his curſed tomb, 

The {Lining capitol of Rome 70 
© Shall overlook the world with awſul pride, 
„And Parthians take their laws from that cter- 

nal dome. 
V. 

« Let Rome extend her ſame to every ſhore; 

« And let no banks or mounds reſtrain 
Th impetuous ti rrent of her wide command; 7; 
« The ſcas from Europe, Africk part in vain; 
« Swelling above thoſe floods, her power x 
„Shall, like its Nile, o'crflow the Lybian lind. 


* Romulus was ſuppoſed to be the ſou of Wars Hl. 


priefteſs Ilia. | 


+ Helen. 4 Pari; 


5 Paris. 
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er Shining in poliſh'd Cee!, ſhe Cares 
« The glittering beams of gold deſpiſe do 
« Gold, the great ſource of human cares, 
« Hid wiſely deep from mortal eyes. 
Till, ſought in evil hour by hands unbleſt, 
« Opening the dark abodes 
There iſſued ſorth a direful train of woes, 
That give mankind no reſt ; 
For gold, devoted to the infernal gods, 
No native human ules knows. 


8; 


vi. | 

« Where*er great Jove did place 

« The bounds of nature get unſcen, 
« He meant a goal of glory to the race 

« The Roman arms ſhall ſkine : 
<« Rejoicing, onward they approach 
« To view the outworks of the world, | 
« The maddening fires, in wild debauch, 95 
« The ſnow- and ra:us unborg, in endleſs eddics 

whirl d 
VII. 


* Tis l, O Rome, pronounce theſe fſatcs hchind, 
But will thy reign with this condiuon bind, 
That no falſe filial piety, 
Ia idle ſhap:s dcluding thee, 
„Or confidence of power 
© Tempt thee again to railc a Irojan tower; 
* Troy, plac'd bencath maligrant ſtars, 
* Haunted with omens {till the ſame, 
* Re! uilt ſhall but renew the former flame, 105 
« Jove's Wife and ſiſter }:ading on the wars. 
Thrice let her ſhine with brazen walls, 
* Rear d up by heavenly bands ; 
« And thrice in fatal Cuſt ſhe falls, 
By faithful Gre: ian hands; 110 
« Thrice the dire ſcene ſhall on the world re- 
turn, 
And captive wives again their ſons and luſ- 
bands mcurn.” 
But ſtop preſumptuous Muſe, thy daring flight, 
Nor hope in thy weak lyric lay, 
The heavenly language to diſplay, 
Ir bring the counſels of the gods to light. 


yo 
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115 
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GREENWICH-PARK. - 


HE Paphian ifle was cnce the bleſt abode 
Of Beauty s goddeſs and her archer got. 
There bliſsful bowers and amoroug ſhades wer” 
ſcen. 
Fair cypreſs walks, and myrtles ever green, 
Tas there, ſurrounded by a lallew'd wood, © 
vacred to love, a ſplendid tempie ſtood; | 
Where altars were with coſtly gums porfum'd, 


And lovers ſighs atoſe, aud ſmuke irom hearts © 


485 conium d. 

ill. thence xemov'd, the qucen of beauty flics 

I's Britain, ſam'd for bright victorious cy cs. 
Here fix'd, ſhe choſe a ſweeter ſcat for love, 

ud Grect,wich-park is now lier Cyprian grove. 
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Nor fair Parnaſſus with this hill can vie, 


Which gentiy ſwells into the wondering cy, 


Commanding all that can tranſport our fight, rg 

And varying with each view the freſh deliglit. 

From hence my Mule prepares to wi g her way, 

And wanton. like the Thames, through ſnuling 
mcads would ſtray ; 

Deſcribe the groves beneath, the ſylvan bowers, 

The river's winding train, and great Auguſta's 
towers. 

But ſec !—a living profpet drawing near 


At once tranſports, and raiſes awful fear ! 


' Love $ favourite band. ſeleQed to maintain 


His choiceſt triumphs, and {ſupport his reign. 
Muſe, pay thy homage here—yet oh beware! 25 
And draw the glorious ſcene with artful care, 
For fooliſh pr. ic is ſatire on tae fair. 

Behold where bright Urania doe: advance, 
And lightens through the ttess with every 

rlan c 

A careleſ> pleaſure in her air isn; 
Diana ſhines with ſuch a cracctul min, 
When in her darling woos ſac s feign'd to rovg, 
The chace f urſuing. and avoitirg love, 
At flying deer the goddeſe bras bor aim, 
But Cupid ſhews the nymph a roher game, 
Th' uncrring ſhafts fo var ou. rung 


3 5 


25 

7 

Tis hard to ſee which pes the deczell wound. 

Or if with ęrcater glory we ſubinit, 

Vicrc'd by her cy-s, her humor, cr her wit. 
See next her charming ſ her, ) ung and gay, 40 

In beauty « bloom l. ke the ſweet month of May ! 


The fportſul : ymith, once in the neighbouring 
g 


E ove 


Surpriz d by chance the Necping god cf love; 


His head reclin'd upona tuſt of green, 

And by him ſcatter'd lay his arrows bright and 
keen 3 

She ty'4 hi wings, 2nd ſtole his wanton darts, 

hen, lau, Lin, wak d the tyrant lord of hearts. 

He ſmil'd,— and faid Tis well, i-fulring fair ! 

Yet how you ſport vih flecping Love beware: 

My loſs of darts 1 quickly can tuppiy, 50 

Your Jooks 1:4] triumph tor Love s deity : 

And though youu now my feebie power diſdain, 

You once perhaps may ec a lover s pain. 

Though [iclkn s form, and Clicopatra's charms, 

The bauit of fare, once Lindled dire alarms : «5 

Thoſe dazzliug lights the world no more mult 
vw, 

And ſcarce would tin! 
true, 

Did not thut ray „ beauty, more divine, 

In Mira's ches by tranlkeugration Hire. 

Her ſhape. lor 540 proportion lovely face, 

And match Fein, contend with rival proce; 

And Veuus ict, proud of th* officin- aid, 

With all ler chuims adorns th iltuſtriot s 1 nid, 

But hack — uw hat more tin murtal fourrd;s 

are the? 

De till, ye whiſper ing winds, and moving trees! 

A ſccond Nina dene all hearts ſurpriſe, : 

At une viterious with her voice ard yr. 

Her eyes alone can tendereſt jove an Gare, 

Hur heavenly voice in.pro gy» © © 3 ourg delire, 
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* * = * . 
the Urgiut deſcription 


( 


25 


do weſtern pales in fragrant gardens pl © 

On buds produc'd by the ſun s — * 

And ſpread them into life, and gently chide 
their ſtay. 

We court that fkill, by which we're ſure to die; 

"The modeſt fair would fain our ſuit deny. 

And fings unwillingly with trembliug fcar, 

A if concern'd our ruin is ſo near; 

So generous victers ſoſteſt pity know. 

Ind with reluctance ftrike the fatal bow. 


Engaging (ynthia s arm'd with every grac 0 


75 


Her lovely mud ſhines cheerful through her 
face 80 


* 

A facred lamp in a fair cryſtal caſe. 
Net Venus ſtar, the brighteſt of the ſphere, 
miles ſo ſerene, or caſts a light ſo clear. 
O happy brother of this wondrous fair 
The beſt of ſiſters well deſerves thy care; 85 
Her fighing lovers, who in crowds adore, 
Would with thy place, did they not wiſh for 

more. 
What angels are, when we deſire to know, 
We form a thought by ſuch as ſhe below, 
And thence conclude they're bright beyond com- 


— 

Compos d of all that's good, and all that's ſair. 

There yet remains unnam d a dazzling throng 
Of nymphs, who to theſe harpy ſhades belong. 
O Venus! lovely queen of ſoft defires ! 
For ever dwell where ſuch ſupply thy fires ! 
May Vertue ſlill with Beauty ſhare the ſway, 
And the glad world with willing zeal obey | 


95 


T 0 


MO T0170 DB A. 
T* inſp1ing Muſes and the God of Love, 
Which molt ſhou'd grace the fair Molinda 
trove : 
Ie arm'd her with Lis bew and keen ſi darts, 
Ihe Muſe; nar? enrich'd her mind with arts. 
Tlovgh Greece in ſhining temples heretofore 5x 
Lid Venus end Minerva's powers adore, 
e ancients thonght no fingle goddeis pt, 
To reign at onte o'er Beauty and o'er Wit; 
Fach was a ſeparate claim; till mow we find 
The diſſerent titles in Molinda join'd. 10 
From hence, when at the court, the park, the 
lay, 
She gi the evening, or improves the day, 
Ail eyes regard her with tranſporting fire, 
One ſex with env burns, and one with fierce de- 
fire : 


Dut when withdrawn frem public ſhew and noiſe, 


In ſilent works her fancy ſhe employs, 
A ſmiling train of Arts around — ſtand, 

And court improvement from her curious hand. 
She, their bright patrone ſs, o'cr all preſides, 
Ad with like ſkill her pen and needle guides; 20 
by thu we ſce gay ſilken landjicapes wrought, 

Þy that ie landſcapè of a beautcous thought: 
Whether her vrice in tuncful airs ſhe moves, 


Ot cuts diſſembled Bowers and paper grovce, 
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| Her voice tranſports the ear with ſoft delight, ax 


Her flowers and groves ſurpriſe the raviſh'd Geht; 
Which ev n to Nature's wonders we ; N 
All but that wonder Nature form d in her, 


A LETTER 


10 A 
FRIEND IN THE COUNTRY, 


HII. ST thou art happy in a bleſt retreat, 
And free from care Coſt rural ſongs re- 


peat, 

Whilſt fragrant a'r ſans thy poetic fire, 
And pleaſant groves with ſprightly notcs inſpire. 
Groves, whoſe receſſes and refreſhing ſhade g 
Indulge th' invention, and the judgment aid) 
„, midſt the ſmoke and clamours of the town, 
That choke my Muſe, and weigh my fancy down, 
Paſs my unactive hours; 
in ſuch an a r, how can ſoft numbers flow, 
Or in ſuch ſoil the ſacred laurel grow? 
All we can boaſt of the poetic fire, 
Are but ſome ſparks that ſoon as born expire. 

Hail happy woods! harbours of peace and joy ! 
Where no black cares the mind's repoſe deſtroy ! 
Where grateful Silence unmoleſted reigns, 
Aſſiſts the Muſe, and quickens all her ſtrains. 
Such were the ſcencs of our firſt parents love, 
in Eden's groves with equal flames they ſtrove, - 
While warbling birds, loft whiſpering breaths of 

20 


wind, 


And murmuring ſtreams, to grace their nuptiab 


join'd. 

All — ſmil'd; the plains were freſh and green, 
Unſtain'd the ſountains, and the heavens ſerene. 
Ye bleſt remains of that illuſtrious age 

Delightful ſprings and woods 
Might I with you my peaceſul days live o'er, 
You, and my ſriend, whoſe abſence 1 den lore, 
Calm as a gentle bro k's unruffled tide 
Should the delicious flowing minutes glide ; 
Diſcharg'd of care, vn unfrequented plains, £2 
We'd ſing of rural joys in rural ſtrains. 
No falſe corrupt delight our thoughts ſhould move, 
But joys of friendſhip, poetry, and Jove. 
While others fondly teed 2mbition's fire, 
And to the top of human ſlate aſpire, 
That from their airy eminence they may 
With pride and ſcorn th* inferior world furvey, 
Here we ſhould dwell obſcure, yet happier far 
than they. 


25 
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PRESENTED 10 A LADY, 
WITH A DRAWING (BY THE AUTHOR) or 

CUP1D, 
HEN generous Dido in diſguiſe careſs K 
'1his god, and f<.d'y claip'd him +9 
breaſt, 
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goon the y urchin Norm'd her tender heart, 

And amorous flames diſpers d through every part. 

In vain ſhe ſtrove to check the new-born fire, 8 

It ſcorn'd her weak eſſays, and roſe the higher: 

In vain from feaſts and balls relief ſhe ought, 

The "Trojan youth alone employ'd her thought: 

Yet Fate oppos'd her unrewarded care ; 

Forſaken, ſcoin'd, ſhe periſh'd in deſpair. to 
No ſuch event, fairnymph, you need to ſear, 

Smiles, without darts, alone attend him here; 

Weak and unarm'd, not able to ſurpriſe, 

He waits for influence from your conquering eyes. 

Heaven change the omen, then; aud may this 


prove 17 
A happy prelude to ſucceſsful love ! 


F 
BOOK 1. ODE Xxn. 


Integer vitæ, ſceleriſqur purus, 
* Non eget Maur, jaculis, n-que eren.“ Vc. 


IMITATED IN PARAPHRASE, 


1. 
ENCE ſlaviſh fear ! thy Stygian wings diſ- 
play ! 

Thou ugly fiend of hell, away ! 
Wrapp d in thick clouds, and ſhales of night, 
io conſcious fouls direct thy fight! 
There trood en guilt, fix there a loath'd em- 

brace 


And propagate vain terrors, fr ght, 
Dreams, gobiins, and imagin d iprights, 
Thy viſionary tibe, thy black and moullr us 


race. 
Go, haunt the flave that ſlains his hands in 
gore! 
PoTeſs the perjur'd mind, and rack the uſurtr 
more, Io 
Than his oppreſſion did the poor before. 


II. 


Vainly, y u ſceble wretch· , you prepare 
The glitte. ing forgery of war; 
The poiſon d ſhaft, the Parthian bow, and 
ſpear 
Like that the warlike Moor is wont to wield, 
M hich pois d and guided from his ear 16 
He hurls impetuous throu h the fic 1d ; 
In vain you lace the helm, and heave in vain the 
ſhicld; 
He's only ſafe, whoſe armour of deſence 
Is adamantine innocence. 20 


In. 
If o'er the Recpy Alps he go, 


Vaſt mountains of eternal inow, 
Or where fam'd Ganges and Hydaſpes Low ; 
If ver parch'd Liby«'s deſert land, 
Where threatening tom afar 25 
Th” affrigktcd traveller 
Encounters moving hills of ſand; 


No ſenſe of danger can diſturb his reſt: 
He fears no human force, nor ſavage beaſt; 


Impenetrable courage ſtecls his manly brealt. 30 
IV. 


Thus, late within the Sabine g ove, 

While free from care, and full of love, 

1 raiſe my tuneful voice, and ſtray 

Regardleſs of myſelf and way, 

A grizly wolf, with glaring eye, 35 
View'd me unarm'd, yet pais' d uuhnrtful by. 
A fiercer monſter nc'er, in queſt of foud, 

Apulian foreſts did moleſt; 

Numidia never ſaw a more prodigious beaſt; 
Numidia, mother of the yellow brood, 40 
M here the ſtern ion ſhakes his knotted mane, 

And roars aloud for prey, and ſcours the ſpacious 


plain. 
V. 


Did e'er the ſtiffen'd ſoil unbiud, 
Where no refreſhing warmth cer durſt in ade, 
But Winter holds his u: moleſte: {rats 
In all his Hoary robes ar rav d. 
And rattling ſtorms of ha, and noiſy tempeas 
beat. 
Place me beneath the ſcorching biaz: 
Of the fierce ſun's immediate rays, r 
Where houſe or cottage ne'er were ſecu. 
Nor rooted plant or tree, nor ſpringins green ; 
Yer, lovely Lalage, my gener 1.4 Ua: 
Shall ne'er expire; I li boldly ting „i thge, 
Charm d with the muſic «of thy nam 55 


And guarded by the gods of Love ad Fer. 
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BOUK Il, ODE XVI. 
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„ Otium Dives rogat in patenti 
«+ Prenſuas gr, Ec. 


IMITATED IN PARAPHRASE, 


NDUI GF NT Quict ! power ſerene, 
Mother of Peace, and Joy, aud Love! 
O ſay, thou calm propitious queen, 
Say, in what f litury grove, 
Wirhin what hollow rock, or winding cell, 5 
By human eyes unſcen, 
Like ſome retreated Druid doſt thou dwell ? 
And why,.iliufive goddeſe! wiv, 
When we thy mantion would urs ound, 
Why doſt tluu J. ad us tilruugt. inchanted 
ground, 


To mock our vain rifearch and fem cur wiſhes 
fly ? 


Place me where ne {oft breeze of ſummer wind | 


w-—- 


; 
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11. | 
The wandering ſailors, pale with ſcar, | 
For thee thr gods implore 
When the tempeſtuous ſea runs high, 14 
And when, thraugh ail the dark benighted ſky, 
No friendty moon or ſtars apy- »r 
To guide their ſleerage to the ſ1-re: 
For thee the weary ſoldier pray«; 
Furious in fight the ſons of Thrace, 
And Medes, that wear majeſtic by their fide 
A ſull-charg'd quiver's deccut pride, 
Gladly with thee would paſs inglorious days, | 
enounce the warrior s tempting praiſe, 
And buy thee, if thou might'ſt be ſold, 


III. 
But nc ither boundleſs wealth, nor guards that 


Wait 
Around the conſul's honour d gate, 
Nor anti- chambers with attendants fill 
The mind's unhappy tumults can abate, 
Or baniſh ſullen cares, that fly =: 
Acraſe the gilded rooms of ſtate, 
And their ſoul neſts, like ſwallows, build 
Choſe * 8 and towers that pierce 
the ſky. 

Much leſs will nature's modeſt wants ſupply ; 
And happier lives the homely ſwain, 35 
Who, in ſome cottage, far ſrom noiſe, 
His few paternal goods enjoys, 

Nor knows the ſordid luſt of gain, 
Nor with Fear's tormenting pain 
H:s hovering ſteps deſtroys. 

IV. 


Vain man! that in a narrow ſj 

at endleſs game projects the daring ſpear ? 

For ſhort is life's uncertain race; 
Then why, capricious mortal! why 
Doſt thou for happineſs repair 
To diſtant climates, and a foreign air? 

j- Foot! from thyſelf thou canſt not fly, 

Thyſelſ, the ſource of all thy care. 


45 


So flies the wounded ſtag, provok'd with pain, | 


Bounds o'er the ſpacious downs in vain z 50 
he ſ-2ther'd torment ſticks within his fide, 
And from the ſmerting wound a purple tide 

Marks all his way with blood, and dyes thc aſſy 
— Plaia. 


, V. 
But ſwiſtcr far is execrabic Caro 54 
han ſtage, or winds that through the ſkies 
Thich-driving ſnows end gather'd tempeſts 
bear; 
Purſuing Care the ſailing ſhip out- ſiies, 
C.imos the tall veſſebs painted fidex ; 
Nor legs arm'd ſquadrons in the tivid, 
Bur with the zarchng horſemen rides, Co 
ad dw. Is alike ia courts «pd camps, and makes 
2 Naccs yield. 
VI. 
Then, ſince na ſtate's completely LN, 
Ter's 2042 Me bitte: to allay 
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With gentle mirth, and wiſcly gay 

Enjoy at leaſt the preſent day, 
And leave to ſate the reſt. 

Nor with vain fear of ills to com: 

4 nticipate th' appointed doom. 

Soon did Achilles quit the ſtage, 

The hero fell by ſudden death; 

While Tithon to a tedious waſting age 

Drew his protracted breath. 

And thus old partial Time, my friznd, 

Perhaps unaſk d to worthleſs me 

"1 hoſe hours of lengthen'd life may lend, 73 
Which he'll refuſe to thee. 


Vil. 
Thee ſhining wealth and plentcous joys ſur- 


be 


* run d, 


And, all thy ſruitſul fields around, 
Unnumber d herds of c ttle ſtray. 
Ihy harneſs'd ſteeds with ſprightly voice fe 
Make neighbouring vales and hills rejuice, 
While ſmoothly thy gay chariot flies oer the I iſt 
meaſur'd way. 
To me the ſtars, with leſs profuſion kind, 
An humble fortune have aſſign'd, 
And no untuneful lyric vein, 
But a ſincere contented mind, 


£5 . 
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THE 


BIRTH OF THE ROSE. 
FROM THE FRENCH. 


02 on a ſolemn ſeſtal day 
Held by th' immortals in the ſkies, 
Flora had ſummon d all the deities 
That rule o er gardens, or ſurvey 
The birth of greens and ſpringing flowers, 5 
And thus addreſs d the genial powers. 


{ Ye thining graces of my courtly train, 
The cauſe of this aſſembly know 
In ſovereign Majeity I reign 

O*er the gay flowery univerſe below; 

Yet, my encreaſing glory to maintain, 

A queen I'll choote with ſpotleſs honour fair, 
Ihe delegated crown to wear. 

Let, me your counſel and aſſiſtance aft, 

| L accompliſh this momentous taſk. 


10 


| The deities that ſtood round, 
At fir return d amurmuring ſound; 
Then ſaid, Fair goddeſs, du you know 


The factious feuds this muſt create, 


*S 
— — 


What jealous rage and mutral hate 
Among the rival flowers will grow? 
Ihe viſeſt thiſ le that ir ſeſts the plain 
Will think kis tawdry painted pride 
| Deſerves the crown; and, if deny d- 
Perhaps with traitor-plots moleſt your reig2+ 23. 
Vain are your fears, Flora reply d. 1 
'Tis fix d— and bear how 11 the caule dec 
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in à venerable wood 

— 4 oaks, with vocal ſkill endued, 
Did wondrous oracles of old impart, 
Beneath a little hill's inclining fide, 

A grotto's ſeen where nature's art 
Is exercis'd in all her ſmiling pride. 

A lovely wood-nymph once did dwe l. 35 
She always pleas'd ; for more than mortal fire 
Shone in her eycs, and did her charms inſpire ; 


30 


A Dryad bore the beauteous nymph, a Sylvan 
was her fire. a 
Chaſte wiſe, devout, ſhe ſtill obey d 39 
With humble zeal Heaven s dread 


To every action aſk'd our aid, 
And oft before our altars pray d; 

Pure was her hcart, and undefil'd her hands. 
She's dead—and from her ſweet remains 
The wond'rous mixture I would take, 45 

This much defir'd this perſect flower to make. 

Aſſiſt, and thus with our transforming pains, 

We'll digniſy the garden-beds, and grace our fa- 
vourite plains. 

Th' applauding deities with pleaſure heard, 
And for the grateful work prepar'd. 

A buſy face the god of gardens wore ; 
Vertumnus of the party too, 

From various ſweets th* exhaling ſpirits drew, 

While, in full caniſters, Pomona bore 
Of richeſt ſweets a plenteous ſtore ; 

Aud Veſta promis'd wondrous things to 
Gay Veuus led a lively train 

Of Smiles and Graces : the plump god of 

wine 

From cluſters did the flowing ne car ſtrain, 

And ill d large goblets with his juice divine. 60 
Thus charg d, they ſeck the honour'd ſhade 
Where liv d and died the ſpotleſs maid. 

On a ſoſt couch of turf the body lay; 

1h* approaching dcities preſs'd ail around, 
Preparꝰ d the ſacred rites to pay 
In ſilence, and with awe profound. 


5© 


5 
do. 


8 


| 


Flora thrice bow d. ane thus was heard to pray. 


Jove | mighty Jove ! whom all adore; 
Exert thy great creative power! 
Let this fair corpſe be mortal clay no more; 
Transform it to a tree, to bear a bountcous 
flower 
Scarce had the goddeſs ſpoke ; when ſce ! 
The nymph's extended limbs the form of branches 


wear: . 
Behold the wondrous change, the fragrant tree! 
To leaves was turn'd her flo». ing hair; 75 
Aud rich diffus'd perſumes regal'd the wanton air. 
Heavens! what new charm, what ſudden 
light, 
Improves the grot, and entertains the Gght ! 
A ſprouting bud begins the tree t' adorn ; 
The large, the ſweet vermillion flower is boru! 
The goddeſs thrice on the fair inſant breath d, 
To ſpread it into life, and to couvey 


The fragrant ſoul, and every charm bequeath'd | 


To make the vegetable princeſs gay; 


7% 


| 


| 


255 
Then — thrice: the general filence 
And thus in loud rejoicing accents ſpoke. > 
Ye flowers at my command attendant here, 
Pay homage, and your ſovercign Roſe revere! 
No ſorrow on your drooping leaves be ſeen ; 
Let all be proud of ſuch a queen, 90 
80 fit the floral crown to wear, ; 
To glorify the day, and grace the youthſul 
year, 


Thus ſpeaking, ſhe the new-born favourite 
crown d : 


The transformation was complete ; 
The deities with ſongs the queen of flowers did 
rect: 
Soſt — and tuncful harps were heard to 
W. ile — to heaven the well pleas d goddeſs 


ies 
Wich her bright train, and reaſcends the ſkies. 


SIA CAN TATAS 
- 


POEMS FOR MUSIC 


AFTER THE MANNER OF THE ITA- 
LIANS. 


SET TO MUSIC BY MR, rroscn. 


« Non ante vulgatas per artes, 
Verla loguor ſaciundu chor dis. 


Hor» 
— ; 
CAaWu T4AaAT AL 
ON 
ENGLISH BEAUTY. 
RECITATIVE. 
HEN Beauty's goddeſs from the ocean 
ſprung, 


Aſcending, o'er the waves ſhe caſt a ſmil-; 
On fair Britannia's happy iſle, ; 
| And rais'd her tuncful voice, and thus ſhe ſung. 


AIR. 


Hail Britannia ! hail to thee, 

Faireſt iſland of the ſea ! 

Thou my ſavourite land ſhalt be. 

Cyprus too ſhall own th ſway, 

And dedicate to me its groves ; 

Yet Venus and ker train of Loves 18 

Will with happier Britain ſtay. 

Hail Britannia! Hail to thee, 

Faireſt iſland of the ſea! 

Ecu my favourite land ſhalt be. 
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HUG H u 


RECITATIVE. 


Ard in a rapture loudly cry'd, 
U welcome! welcome to my ſhore ! 
AIR. 

Jovely ifle ! fo richly bleſt ! 
Beauty's palm is thine cone ſc'd. 
Thy daughters all the world outſhine, 
Nor Venus ſelf is fo divine. 
Lovely iſle ! fo richly bleſt ! 
Beauty s palm is thine conſeſso d. 25 


ö 
ALEXIS. 


RECITATIVE. 
EFV. from tl e filent grove Alexis flies, 
And ſecks with every pleaſing art 
'To caſe the pain. Which lovely eyes 
Created i» his heart. 
To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 5 

To learu Camilla's moving airs, 

Where thus to Muſic s power the ſwain addreſs'd 


1 AIR 


Charming ſounds that ſwectly languiſh, 
Muſic, O compoſe my anguith ! 

Every paſhon yields to thee ; 
Phœbus, quickly then relieve me; 


Cupid ſhall no more deceive me ; | 


* 111 to {prighthicr joys be free. 
RECITATIVE. 
A pollo heard the fooliſh ſwain ; 
He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 15 
How weak, t afſuage an amorous pain, 
His own harm nious art had prov'd, 
And all his healing herbs how vain. 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking ftrir:gs, 
Preluding to his voice, _ ſings. 20 
AIR, | 
Sounds, though charming, can t relieve thee ; 
Do not, ſhepherd, then deceive thee, 
Muſic is the voice of love, 
If the tender maid belicve thee, 


Soft relenting, 25 
Kind con enting, 

Will alone thy pain remove, 
CSM T- AT A MW. 1} 
ON THE 

. 


[WIT A VIOLINS. ] 


AIR 
RAGRANT Flora | haſte, appear, 
F Goddeſs of the youthful year ! 
Zephyr gent y courts thee now; 
On thy buds of roſes playing, 


All thy breathing ſweets diiplap it g, 8 | | 


6 6 P O M 6. 


Hark, his amorous breezcs blow ! 
Fragrant Flora hafte, appear 
Goddeis ot the youthful year ' 
Zephyr gently courts thee now. 
KECITATIVE. 
Thus on a fruitful hiil, in the fair bloom of Car; 
The tunetul Colinet his voice did raiſe, 
Ihe vales remurmur'd with his lays, 
nd liſtening birds hang hovering on the wing, 
In whiſpering ſighs ſoft Zephyr by him flew, 
While thu, the ſhepherd did his ſong renew, .; 
AIR. 
Lov- and pleaſure» gaily flowirg, 
Come this charming ſeaſon grace 
Smile, ye fair! your jo;s beſtowing, 
Spring and youth will ſoon be goiug, 
Scize the bicihngs er they paſs: 20 
Love and p'caſures gaily flowing 
Come this charming ſcaſon grace! 


. 
AI AAN 4 


RECITATIVE. 


IR \ NDA's tuncful voce and fame 
Had reach'd the wondering ſkies; 
From heaven the god of muſic came, 
And own'd a pleas'd ſurprilc ; 
Then in a ſoft melodious lay, 5 
Apollo did theſe grateful praiſes pay, 
AIR. 
Matchleſs charmer ! thine ſhall be 
The higheſt prize of harmony. 
Fhebus ever will inſpire thee, 
And th applauding world admire thee; 19 
All ſhall in thy praiſe agree. 
Matchleſs charmer ! thine ſhall be 
i he higheſt prize of harmony. 
FR” A · IVE. FANS 
The god then ſummon'd every Muſe t' appear, 
And hail their ſiſter of the * 15 
—_— they ſtood aroun:, har ſoothing ſtrains to 
ear, 
And fill'd her happy ſoul with all their fire. 
AIR. 
O harmony! how wondrous ſweet, 
Doſt thou our cares allay 
When all thy movipg graces meet, 20 
How ſoftly doſt thou ſteal our ea y hours away 
O harmony how wondrous ſweet, 
Dolt thou our cares allay ! 


CANT 4 T4a-V 
COR Y D O X. 
| RECITATIVE. 


| V HILF. Corydon the lonely ſhepherd try d 


His tunctul flute, aud charm d the grove, 
1 he jealous nightingales, that ſtrove 


| To trace his notes, contendin;; dy'd ; 


At laſt hev s within a myrtle ſhade 5 
An echo anlwer all his ſtrain; 
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nUuGnEts?s POEM 5% 


| 


Love ſtole the pipe «f Neeping Pan, and play'd; 
1 hen w.th lis voice decoys the liſtening ſwain. 


AlR. {with a flute 


Gay ſhepherd, to bcfriend thee, 
Here vleaſing ſcenes attend thee, 10 
Q this way fpced thy pace! 
If muſic can dulighit thee, 
Or viſions ſair invite thee, 
„his bower's the happy place. 
Gar ſhepherd, to befriend thee, 17 
Mere pleaſing (-encs attend thee, 
O this way {pucd thy pace |! 
RECLIATIVE. op 
The ſhwphent roſe he ga'd aronnd, 
And vainly tought the magic found ; 
J he God of Love his re ton ſpies, 20 
Lays by the pipe. and hoots a dart 
' brongh Corvdoa's wnwiary heart, 
7 hen, ſmiling. from ls amabuſl Mis ; 
Waile in his room, divinciy bricht, 
Ihe reigning beauty of the groves ſurztis'd the 
ſhephera's fight. 25 
AIR. 


Who from love his heart ſe uring, 
Con avoid th' inchauting pain? 

Pleaſure calls with voice allvrin'g, 
Beauty Foftiy kinds the cl. ain. 

Win from love his heart ſecuring, 30 
Can avoid th' inchanting pain! 


b 
u N 
E Q-U-ET. 
RECITATIVE. 


IR.Y Cloe. proud und young. 
The fatreſt tyrant of the plain, | 
Laugh'd at her adoring ſwain, 

Tk fauly itgh d—$he gayly lung. 
And, wanton, thus reproach'd kis Pain. 5 
AIR. 
Leave me, filly ſhepherd, go; | 
Yeu only tell me what 1 know, 

Yon view a thouſand charms in me; 

Tun ceaſe thy pray rs, Il kinder grow, 

Wen 1 can vizw ſach charms in thee. 10 

L.cave me, ſilly ſhepherd, go; 
You oaly tell me what I know, 
You view a thouſand charms in me. 


RECITATIYVE. 

Amyntor, fir'd by this diſdain, 
Cuts d the proud fair, and broke his chain; 15 

He rav'd, and at the ſcorner ſwore, 

And vow'd he'd be Love's ſool no more — 

But Cloe imil'd, and vow'd ſhe call'd him back 
again. 
AIR. 


Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 
Now thou att a man, 1 love thee ; $0 
Aud without a bluſh reſi u. 
You IV. 3 b 


25 
«1 


But ungratcful is the paſſion, 
And deſtroys our inclination, 

When, like flaves, our levers whine. 
Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 45 
Now thou art a man, llove thec, 

And without a bluſh reſign. 


THE PRAISES OF 
HEROIC VIRTUE. 


FROM THE FRACMENTS OF TYRTAUS, 


TRANSLATED IN TUE YEAR 1701, 


ON OCCASION or 


THE KING OF FRANCE'S BRTAEING 
THE PEACE OF RYSWICK. 


Spartan youths! whoſc ſuſcinating charms 
Have froze your blood? wiy rult your idie 
arms ? 
When with awaken'd courage will you go, 
And minds refolv'd, to meet the threatening ſoe? 
What! ſhali our vile lethargic Noth betray 5 
lo greedy neighhours an unguarded prey ? 
Or can vou fee their armies ruſh from ſar, 
And fit ſecure amid? the rage of war? 
Ye gods! how great, how glorious tis to ſec 
The wwrrior-hers fight for liberty, 10 
For his dear children, for his tender wiſe, 
For all the valu'd jo s, and ſoft ſupports of life ! 
Then let him driw his ſword, and take the ficll, 
And fertify his Lreaſt kchind the ſpacious ſhicld. 
Nor fear to die; in vain you ſhun yout fate, 15 
Ner can you ſhorten, nor prolong its date ; 
For life's a meaſur 4 race, ard he that flies 
From darts and ſigkting foes, at home inglorious 
dies; 
No grieving crews his obſequies attend; 
Bvt all applaud and weep the ſoldier's end, ag 
Who, defperate!y brave, in fight ſuſtains 
luflicted w unds, and honovrable ſtains, 


And falls a ſacrifice to glory's charms : a 
But if a juſt ſucces ſhalt. crown bis arms, - 
For his returu the er ſcued people wait, 25 


To fre the guardian genius Af the ſtate; 

With rapture viewing his majcſtic face, 

His dauntleſs mien and every martial grace, 
They I bleſs the tolls he for their ſaſety bore, 
Admire them living, and when dead adore, 30 


UNDER THE PRINT OS 
r % bir „een 
TUE MUSICA! SNALL=COAL MAN, 
ert mean thy rank, yet in thy humble 
0 
Did gentle peace and arts yypvwrchas'd dwell, 
d. 4 
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Well pleas'd AprNo thither led his train, 

And muſic warbled in her ſweeteſt firain : 
Cylicnius fo, as fables tell, and Jove, $5 
Came willing gueſts to Philemon's grove. 
Let uſeleſs pomip behold, and bluſh to ſind 

So lvw « ſtation, ſuch a liberal mind. 


8 O N G. 
THE 
P AIR ST RA V SE Hb » & © 
1 


N young Aſtrea's ſparkling eye, 
Refiftleſs Love has fix d bis throne ; 
A theuſand lovers bleeding lie 
Fo ber, with wounds they fear to own. 


II. 
* While the coy beauty ſpeeds her flight 5 
To diſtant groves from whence ſhe came; 
So lightning vaniihes from ſight, 
But leave the foreſt in a flame 


K QUAN - TATA 


SET BY MR D. PURCELL-, 


AIR. 
* I defy thee! 
Venus, 1 fly thee ! 
I'm of chaſte Diana's train. 
Away, thou winged boy! 
Thou bear'ſt thy darts in vain, 5 
T hate the languid joy, | 
I mock the trifling pain. 
Love, I defy thee ! . 
Venus, I fly thee ? 
I'm of chaſte Diana's train. 


RECITATIVE. 


Pright Venus and ker fon food by, 

Aud heard a proud diſdoinful fair 

Thus boaſt her wretched liberty ; 

They ſcorn'd ſhe ſhould the raptures ſhare, 
Which their happier captives kuow, Is 
Nor would Cupid draw his bow 

To wound the nymph, but laugh'd out this reply. 
AIR. 


Proud and fooliſh ! hear your fate ! 
Waſte your youth, and ſigh too late 
For joys which now you lay you hate. 
When your decaying eyes 
Cau dart their fires no more, 
"The wrinkles of threeſcore 
Sha!l make you vainly wiſe. 
Proud and fooliſh ! hear your fate! 
* Waſte your youth, and ſigh too late 
For joys which new you lay you bate. 


10 
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HU Gn ES s 


| 


| 


| . 


* 


ro Mus. 


| 8 O N C. 


V 70D you gain the tender creature, 
Soſtly—gently—kindly—treat her! 
Suffering is the lover's part: 


| Beauty by conſtra'vt poſſeſſing, 
| Von enjoy but half the bleſſing. [ 


L. iſcleſs charms without the heart. 


CUPID aw SCARLATI 
2 K 
r 


SET BY MR. PEPUSCH., 


REUITATIVE, 


N ſilver Tyber's vocal ſhore, 
The fam' d Sc -rlati ſtrook his lyre, 
And ſtrove, with charms unknown cfore, 
Ihe ſprings of tuucſul found t explore, 
Beyond what art alone could cer inſpire; 5 
When ſee—the ſweet eſſay to hear, 
Venus with her ſon drew near, 
And pleas'd to aſk the maſter's aid, 
The mother goddeſs ſmiling ſaid. 
AIR. 
Harmonious ſon of Phaoabus, ſee, 
'Tis Love, tis little Love I bring. 
The queen of beauty ſues to thee, 
To teach her wanton bey to ſing. 
RECITATIVE. 
The pleas d muſician heard with joy, 
And, proud to teach th immortal boy, 
Did all his ſongs and heavenly Kill impart; 
The boy, to recompenſe his art, 
Repeating did each ſong improve, 
And breath'd into his ears the charms of love. 
And taught the maſter thus to touch the heart. 20 
AIR. 
Love inſpiring, 
Sounds perſuading, 
| Makes his darts reſiſtleſs fly; 
Beauty aiding, 


13 


| Arts aſpiring, 2t 
Gives them wings to riſe more high. 

| 

"A CANT 4A T4 

| SET W1TH SYMPHONIES 

| BY 

S$1IGNIOR NICOLINI HAYM 

AIR. 


E tender rowers! how ſhall I move 
A carelels maid that laughs at love s 
| Cupid to my ſuccour : 


— — 


wUuGoHes's PCEM S$. 


| 


Come with all thy thrilling darts, 
"Thy melting flames to ſoften hearts; 5 
Conquer ſor me, or I die! 
Ye tender powers! how ſhall I move 
A care lets maid that laughs at love ? 
Cupid, to my auccour fly! 
RECITAT.VE. 
Thus, in a melancholy ſhade, 
A penfive lover to his aid 
Invok'd the god of warm de fire , 
Love heard him, and, to gain the maid, 
Dia this ſucceſ:tul thought inſpire. 
AR. 
Take her humour, ſmile, be gay, 15 
In her favourite follies join, 
"That's the charm will make her thine, 
Caft thy ſcrions airs away, 
Freeiy courting, 
Toying, ſporting, 
dooth her hours with amorons play. 
Jake her humour, ſmile, be gay, 
In hcr favourite follics join, 


That's the charm will make her thine. 


— 


PAST OR 4 
A 


BR 9 : el. ak JED © 


SET BY MR. PEPUSCH, 


RECITATIVE. 
N ſam'd Arcadia's flowery plains, 
The gay Paſtora once was heard to ſing ; 
Cloſe by a fountain's cryſtal ſpring, - 
She wartled out her merry firains, 
AIR. 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleaſe us, 5 
You muſt every humour try ; 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimcs teaze us, 
Often laugh, and ſometimes cry. 
Shepherds, would you hope to plcaſe us, 
You muſt every humour try, 


10 
volt denials 
Are but trials, 
You mult follow when we fly. 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt every humour try. 15 


| RECITATIVE. 
Damon, who long a4or'd the ſprightly maid, 
Yet never durſt his love relate, 
Reſolv'd at laſt to try his fate ; 
He ſigh'd !—She iſmil'd !—He kncel'd and 
pray d! 
| She frown'd ;--FHc roſe, and walk'd away, 20 
but ſoon returning look d more gay, 
And ſung and danc'd, and on his pipe a cheerſul 
echo play d. 
AIR. [with an £39 of Pete: ] 


Paltors fled to @ ſhady prove; 
Damon view"! hen N 
Su Putiy d, 


22 


E 


| 


£59 


Cupid laugh d. erd creui J his 10. 
The dymph look d back, weil piras d to fre 
1 hat Damon ran ap ſwift as the. 

Paſtora fled to a ſhady grove; 

Damon viewed her, 
. And puriu'd her; 
Capid laugh'd, and crown'd his love. 


i. 


_— 


A 


PASTORAL MASQUE. 
SCENE, X Proſpect of a Wood. 


Enter a Sher herd, and (ings. 


F ryrehs and ſhepherds of the grove, 
That know the pleaſir g pans of lobe, 
Eo ger for th' expected beth g. 
Sighing, panting for pofleſnug! 
Leave your Locks, and haſte away, 5 
With ſolemn ſtate, 
To c lebrate 
Cupid ard Hymen's Loliday. 


* 
on the other fide, ſprpberd ſos with camnfiers of 
finer. 


Laber a band of f*rplord, on one fie wh garland ; 


"CHORUS. 


From the echoing hills, and the jovial plains, 


Where pleaiurc, and plenty, and happineſs reign 
We lcave our flocks, and haſte away, | 
With ſolemn ſtate 
To celebrate 
Cupid and Hymen's holiday. 
[A dance here. 


Scene oSering diſcovers a lei, au, boaver with the Cod 
of Love aflcep, atiended by Cufpids, ſome playing 
with bis bozo, ethers ſharpening bis arrows, Sc. 
On each {ie the bower, walks of cypreſs trees, and 

fountains playing ; a diſtant landſcape terminates the 
proper. 
Verſe for a ſhepherdeſs, with flutes. 


See the mighty Power of Love, 
Slreping in a Cyprian grove ! 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, gently ſhcd 
Spices round his ſacred head; 
On his lovely body ſhower 
J.eaves of roſes, virgin lilies, 
Cowſlips, viol-«ts, d:Nodilics, 
And with garlands drets th e bower. 


=> 


15 


Rittornel of flutes. Aftry v Cupid 1,0, aud 
ſings ui bis bete dranor. 


Yie!d to the god of ſoft deſires! 
" Whoſe gentle influence uifpucs, 
L very creature 
Throughout nature 
Wil ſpr:ght!y 1037's u T2122. Wes. 
1. 12 Jy. 


-M 
U *# 
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HUGHE 8s 


Chorns of the fer, and nymjbs. 
Hail, thou potent deity ! 


Every creatue 


Throughout nature 30 


Owns thy power as well as we. 


Enter Hymen in 4 ſaſſron- colour d robr, a chaple! of 
ert on bis hin, and in bis band the nil torch ; 


attended by pr. . 
HYMENT., 
Behold a greater power than he, 
Bellold the marri ge city : 
Chorus, by There oltendunti, 
Bchold the mairiage deity ! . 


c uri, ſmiling. 


Beho'd the god of kouſchold ſlriſa, 35 


That ſpoils the happy lover's lite, 
And turus a milircls to a wiic ! 


HYME Ye. 


Fooliſh and inconſtaut Loy 
Thine's a tranſitory joy; 


Sudden fits in Pleature*'s ſever ; AC 


Hymcn's bleſſings laſt ſor cvcr. 


CTPID. 


Hymen's bordage laſts for ever; 
Love's frce pleaſures failing ucvcr. 


HYMEN. 


Love's ſtolen pleaſures, inſincere, 
Purckas'd at a rate tuo dear, As 
Shame and forrow will deftroy, 

II Hymeu liceuſc not the joy. 


[Re- togcilor.) 
Then let us join hands and unite. 


Lafe Cherus of the frpherds and 2 ke. 


How happy, how happy, how hippy are we, 
Whcre Cupid and Hymcn in conſort agree! 50 
We'll revel a!! day with ſports and & light, 

Aud Hyracn and Cupid thall goveru the night. 


A 
wy 3 36 16-3 od 
SET BY MR. CALLIAKD. 


RECITATIVE, 


ENTS ! thy throne of Beauty now reſign ! 
Beho d on carth a conquering fair, 

Who more dofcrves Love's crown to wear 
Not thy own ſtar ſo br glit in Heaveu does ſhine. 
Aſk of thy ſon her name, who with his dart g 

Has deeply grav d it in my heart; | 


| 


"$ b n 


Or aſk the god of tune ſuſ ſonnd, 

Who finy* it to his lyre, 

And does this maid in{pire 
Wich his own att, to give @ ſurer wound. 15 

A 1 R. 

Hark! the grov's het ſongs repeat ; 
Echo lucks in hollow ſprings, 
Aug, trauſporied While ſhe finps, + 
J.carns her voice, and grows morc ſweet ; 
Couid Narciſſus ſr or har her, 15 
From his ſo ntain he won fx,. 
And, with awe approaching ncar her, 
For a real beauty dic 
Hark ! the groves her ſongs repeat ; 
Echo lurks in holiow ſprinss, | 23 
Ard, tranſported white the tings, 
Learns her voice, and grows more ſweet, 


REC!tTATIVE, 


Yet Venus once again my ſuit attend 

| And when from Heaven vou ſhall deſcer1, 
This ſuing empreſ- to array, 25 

When you preſent her ail your train of 1.oves, 
Your chariot, and your murmur dove, 

j Tell her ſhe wants one charm to wake the 1k 

more Cay, 
Then unitug to the harmonions beauty fav; 


AIX. 


| To a lovely face and air, 33 
| Let a tender heart bc join'd, 

J.ove can make you doubly iir; 

Muſic's ſweeter when you'r- kind. 

Toa lovely face and air, 


Let a tender heart be joiu'A. 55 


— — — ————c—_— — — 


A 


Fe 


N every age, to kriphtcr hongurs born, 
1 Which lovelicſt nlaplls and le ecteſt Lards 
| - adorn, 
Beauty and Wit cach otlier's ald r2quire, 
And poets ſing what once the fair inſpir* ; 
The ſair for ever thus her charms proloug, 8 
And live rewarded in the tuneful ſong. 
Thus Sachariſſa ſhinc's in Waller's lays, 
And ſhe, who rais d his genius, ſhares his prai.e. 
| Each does in cach a mutual life inſuſ-, | 
TH wfpuiag Beauty, the recording Niule. 10 


& LL. 4&4 T0 D-04:-A NH V.$% 
IN E7MTHALAMIO oN ET MARIE. 


UNCTATUR ſtupeſacta Venus. Nunc ers 
pucl:z, 

Nunc flavam niveo miratur vertice matrem. 

Hæc modo creſcenti, pienx par altera lunæ: 

Aſſurgit ceu forts minor ſub matre virenti 

Laurus : & ingentes ra208, olimque futuras $ 


| Prumittit jaw parva comas; vel ilore ſub uno, 


11 


KN» & @ ke. 
Cou mine Paſtana roſw per jugera regnant. 
F:rc largo matura die, ſicurat agic verns 
Rorthus, indulget fpatio ; latet altcro node, 
Nec teucris audet ſolus adiniciere ioles. 10 


TRANSLATED. 


Peri coming t a 11 ceremony, and entering the 
roum, foes the rife ond runner fitting togetorrys 
ttc. O- eb col fun Ci Bights the follows 

/ 


TT. Th 141) 
on 2 419 64, 


HE Goddeſ fraud; and, held in deep 
amaze, 
Now view: the mother's, now the dangliter's 
ſace; 
Different in ech. vet equal beauty grows, 
That, the ſull morn, aud tlus, the creſcent 
ſaws : 
Thus, rab d bcrcath its parent tree is ſern 
The lanrel het, while, in irs eurly green, 
Thick-{proviar loaves, and branches arc eſſay d, 
And ai! the promile of a future ſhade. 
Or, bicoming thn, ia happy l'un fic J. Js, 
On: common ſteck two love ofs 3ick is; 
NMuture by vernal dews, this dares dilplay 
I leaves tall Vlown. and bully mots the day; 
hat. fold-d in its tender nonage lies, 
A dcautcou; hud, nor yet admits the ſkies 


5 


10 


* 


3 


A 
t. 7 I a * 
SET BY UR. PJ.PUSCH. 
AIR. 


OOL1STHT T.ove ! | ſcorn thy darts, 
And al! thy little wanten arts, 
To captivate unman!y hearts. 
ditall a woman, proud and coy, 
Make me lang uith for a toy? 
Fool: Love! t ſcorn thy Garts, 
Ave aH thy luitle wan on arts, 
46 captivate unmauly hearts. 


PELCITATIVE. 
Thus S$*rephen mock'd the power of Love, and 
iwore 
His freedom he world ſtill maintain, 
Nor ever wear th" inglorious chain, 
Ur Naviſhiy adore. 
Tu- when Lamira croſed the pizin, 
The Hophers gez d, and thus revers d ll Hain. 


AIR. 
P 
lere. gel thy power divine, 
, = 
And | aug 10W mme heart reſign! 
Ye ene, ny 17 don't de ſpiſc; 
But !ouk 2 


10 


15 


. fair Lamira's eyes, 

* 4 22 . 

Tot eli me if you can be wiſe. 

2 puwer divine, 
hi wow my heart rcſigu! 


1 . 
*Od = U : 2 * 
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Tux 
SOLDIER IN 


A 
. 


SET WITH SYMPFRONIES BY MR. PEFUSCYH. 


AIR. (1 


HY, too amorous hero! why 
Doſt thuu the war fore, 
At Ccli it's Het to lie, 
And ſic hing tell thy woe ? 


Can you riti.t: thet Incaking air 

Vit te were tu' utpitying fair ? 

She tuo hs to fee thee trifle fo. 

Vhy, tos ainorous hero! why 
Dott thou the war forcg9, 

At Celia's fret to Nis, 
Aud gli. tell thy woe? 

RFCITATIVE. 

Cleandecr heard not this advice, 
Nor would his languiſhing refrain. 

But whiile to Celia onde he pray'd in vain, 

By chance his imuge in a gluſs he ſpirs, T5 

And, bluſlirg at the fight, be grew @ man agam. 
KIR. |wniis x truapct.) 

Hark! the trumpet ſounds to arms! 
I ceme, 1 come, the warrior cries, 
And from ſcarnful Celia flies, 
To court Viddoria's chars. 
Celia Debus his alter'd brow, 
And would ro aim her lover nov. 
Hark ! the trumpet ſounds to oar.ns! 
come, 1 cnmne, the wart or Cricss 
And fron ſcaruſul C:la flies, 
10 court Victoria's charms. 


LOVE. 


vw 
va. 


— 


AN 
D 


IN PRAISE OV 


M VU 8 I C. 
PERFORMED AT *TATION=ZR'S NAL!, 1703. 
D:ſcend: Cal, 7 dic ane ti 
RK oma len Calls v n. tos ! 
S. vace nuns mat acuta, 
Seu fadicui, Cyibarave Pi. 
Hogace. 


O E 


—— 
| Bezin with @ Chorres.] 


1. 
WAK, cœleſtial Harmony ! 

A Avake, cleftial Harmony | 

Turn thy vocal fphere a round. 

Godd-fs of melodiaus ound, 

Let the 5: ap pt's ſuriii i,. 

nd e. qi uin's tnundering noiſe, 
Rouze every dul! m.rtai from ſorruws profound. 

8ce, ſee! 
he mighty power of ILrmony! 


$ 


wo 


262 HUGHES 
Behold hew ſocn its charms can chace 
Grief and gloom from every face ! 

How {witt its raptures fly, 

And thrill through every ſoul, and brighten every | 

eye !. 


T0 


11. 
Proceed. ſweet charmer of the ear“ 
Proucecd ; and through the mellow flute, 1; 
The moving lyre, 
And ſolitary lute, 
| Malting airs, ſoft joys inſpire : 

Airs for drooping Hope to hear, 
Melting as a lover's prayer; 
Joys to flatter dull Deſpair, 

And ſottly ſoorh the amorous fire. 


CHORUS. 


Nelting airs ſoſt jovs inſpire : 
Airs for dreoping Hope to hear, 
M-lting as a lover's prayer ; 
Joys to flatter dull Deſpair, 
And fottly ſooth the amorous fire. 
111. 
Now let the ſpri. htly violin 
A louder ſt rain begin; 
And now 
Let the decp-mouth'd organ blow, | 
Swell it high, and fink it low. 
Hark '—how the treble and baſe 
In wanton ſugue each other chace, 
And ſwift divilions run their airy race! 
Through all the travers'd ſcale they fly, 
In winding labyrinths of harmony: 
By e riſe and ſall, by turns we live and 


20 


25 


35 


CITOR US, 


In winding laby: inths of harmony, | 

Throngh all the travere'd ſcale they fly: 49 

By turns they riſe and fall, by turns we live and 
die. 


IV. | 


Ye ſons of art, once more renew your firains; 
In loſtier verſc, and loſtier lays, | 
Yorr voices raiſe, 
To muſic's praiſe ! 
A nchler ſons remains. 
Sing how the orcat Creator-God, 
On wings of flaming cherubs rode, 
To make a world; and round the dark abyſs 
Turn'd the * gulden compaſſes, 50 
I he compaſſes in Fare's high ſtorehouſe found; 
Thus far extend, he ſaid; be this | 
O Worid, thy meaſur'd bound. | 


45 


Ncanwhile 2 thouſand harps were play d on | 


high ; 
Be this thy meaſur'd hound, 
Was echv'd all around; 

And now ariſe, ye Earth, and Seas, and Sky 
A thouſand voices made reply, 
Ariſ*, ys Earth, and Scas, and Sky. 


85 | 
! 


＋ M.. 


— 


'S POT M. 


V. 
What can Muſic's power control ? 
When Nature's fleeping ſoul 
Perceiv'd th' enchanting ſound. 
It wak'd, and ſhook off foul deſormiry ; 
The mighty melody 
Nature's ſecrct chains unbound ; 
And Earth aroſe, and Seas, and Sky, 
Aloft expanded ſpheres were ſiung, 
With ſhining luminaries hung; 
A vaſt Creation ſtood diſplay d, 
By Heaven's inſpiring Mutic made. 


CHOR US. 


O wond'rous force of Harmony ! 


VI. ä 
Divineſt art whoſe fame ſhall never caſe ! 
Thy 1 by voice proclaim'd the Saviour' 
irth ; 

When Heaven vouchſa['d to treat with Earth, 
Muſic was herald of the peace: 7% 
Thy voice could beſt the joyful tidings tell; 
Immortal mercy ! boundleſs love 
A God deſcending from above, 

To conquer Death and Hell. 


VII. 
There yet remains an hour of fate, ?q 
When muſic muſt again its charms employ ; 
The trumpet's ſound | | 
Shall call the numerous nations under ground. | 
The numerous nations ſtraight 
Appear ; and ſome with grief, and ſome 
oV, 
, I heic final ſentence wait. 
GRAND CHORUS» 
; Then other arts ſha I paſs away: 
Proud Architecture ſhall in ruins lic, 
And Painting fade and die, 
Nay Earth, and Heaven itſelf, in waſteful fv 
decay. 90 
Muſic alone, and Poc ſy, 
Triumphant o'er he flame, ſhall ſee 
The world's laſt blaze. 
The tuneful ſiſters ſhall embrace, 
And praiſe and ſing, and ſing and praiſe, of 
la never- ccaſing choirs to all eternity. 


by 


with 
bs; 


—— 
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APOLLO axv DAPHNE 


A 


CANT A T As. 
SET BY MR. GALLIARD. 


RECITATIVE. 
APHYE, the beautiful, the coy, 
D Along the win:ling frore of Peneus flew, 
To ſhun Love's tender, offer'd joy; 
Though *twas a god that did her charms pur 
ſue. : 
While thus Apollo, in a moving ſtrain, *_ $ 


| Awak'd his lyre, aud loſtly breath'd his amoi dus 
f run, 


= Wa 


nuGcnurs's ?OLMS 


AIR. 


Faireſt mortal! ſtay and hear; 
Cannot Love, with Muſic join'd, 
Touch thy unrelenting mind ? 

7 urn thee, leave thy trembling fear; 
Faireſt mortal! ſtay and hear ; 
Cannot Love. with Muſic join'd, 
Touch thy unrelenting mind ? 


RECITATIVE. | 
The river's echoing banks witn p eaſure did ro- 


lon 
The ſweet — ſounds, and murmur d with 

the long. 15 
D. hne fled ſwiſter, in deſpair, 

To ſcape the god s embrace : 
And to the genius of the place, 

She ſigh'd this wondrous praycr: 

AIR. | 
Father Pencus, hear me, aid me ! 
Let ſome ſudden change invade me; 

Frx me rooted on thy ſhore. 
Ceaſe, Apollo, to perſuade me; 

I am Daphne now no more. 
Father Peneus, hear me, aid me ! 
Let ſome ſudden change invade me; 

F me rcoted on thy ſhore. 


RECITATIVE. 


Apollo wondering ſtood to ſee 
The nymph transſorm d into a tree. 
Vain were his lyre, his voice, his tuncſul art, 
His paſſion, and his race divine; 
Nor could th' eternal be ms that round his tem- 
pics ſhine, 
Melt the cold virgin's frozen heart: 


AIR. 
Nature alone can love inſpire ; 
Art is vain to move deſire. 
If Nature once the fair incline, 
To their own paſſion they reſign, 
Nature alone can love infpire ; 
Art is vain to move dclirc. 


10 


25 


35 


— — 


A 


THOUGHT ii a GARDEN. 


WAITTEN IN Tut YEAR 1704. 


ELIGHTFUL manſion ! bleſt retreat! 
Where all is filent, all is ſweet ! 
Here Contemplation pruncs her wings, 
The raptur'd Muſe more tuneful ſings, 
While May leads on the cheerful hours, 3 
opens a new world of flowers. 
Gay Plcaſure here all dreſſes wears, * 
And in a thouſand ſhapes appears. 
Purlu'd by Fancy, how ſhe roves 
1 hrough airy walks, and muſeful groves: 
Springs in each plant and bloſſom d tree, 
vnd, charms in all I hear and ſee! 


10 


— @___ 


— 


— 
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| TO THE 
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In this ely ãum while 1 ſtray. 

And Niture's faireſt face ſurvey, 

Earth ſeems new-born, and liſe more bright, x5 
lime Reals away, and ſmooths his light ; : 
And theupht's bewilder'd in defght. 

Where are the crowds | ſaw of late ? 

What are thoſe tales of Furope's fate ? 

Of Anjou, and the Spaniſh crown; 

And leagues to pull uſurpers down? 

Of marching armies, diitant wars; 

Of lions, and domettic jars? 

Swe theſe are laſt night s dreams, no more: 
Or ſome romance, read lightly oer; 

Like Homer's antique tale of '1 roy, 

nd powers confederate to deitroy 

Priam's proud houſe, the Derdan name, 
With him that ſtole the raviſh'd dame, 

And, to poſſeſs another s right, 

Durſt the whole world to arms excite. 
Come, gentle Sleep, my eye-lids cloſe, 
Theſe dull impreſſions help me loſe. 

Let Fancy take her wing, and find 

Some better dream to ſooth my mind; 

Or waking let me learn to live; 

The proſpect will inſtruction give. 

For ſee, where beauteous Thames does glide 
Serene, but with a ſruitful tide ; 

Free from extremes of cbb and flow, 

Not ſwell d too high, nor ſunk too low: 
Such let my lifc's ſmooth current be, ? 


20 


35 


Till from Time's narrow ſhore ſet free, 
It mingle with th' eternal ſea; 
And, there enlarg'd, ſhall be no more 


45 
That triſling thing it was beſote. 


. 


lee 
| I 


ANUS! great leader of the rolling vear, 
Since all that's paſt no vows can cer reſtore, 

But joys and griefs alike, once hurry 'd oer, 
No longer now deſerve a ſmile, or tear; 

Cloſe the fantaſtic ſcenes—but grace 

With brighteſt aſpeR thy ſoreface, 
While Time's new offspring haſtens to appear. 
With lucky omens guide the coming hours, 


170g. 


3 


Command the circling ſeaſons to advance, 


And form their renovated dance, 


15 
With flowing pleaſures fraught, and bicſs'd by 
friendly powers. 
II. 
Thy month, O Janus! gave me firſt to know 
A mortal's trifling cares below ; 
My race of life began with thee. 
Thus ſar, from great misfortunes ſrer, 
Contented, 1 my lot endure, 
Nor Nature's rigid laws arraign, 
Nor ſpurn at common ills in vain; 


15 


| Wh Lolly cauues ſuun, nor Wii reſle&ion cure. 


264 


III. 
Ent oh — more aιxði u fr the year to come, 
| would forcknow my ſuture doom. 
Thau rel! me, Janus, canft thou ſpy 
I. veuts that yet in erabryo Le 
For me, in time s myſterious won, ? | 
Tell we—nor Taal} 4 dread to hear, 
A thoutand gecidents ſcvert;, | 
In fortily my foul the load co bear, 4 | 
I love rej. Red add not to its weight, | 
To finiſh me in woes, and cruſh me down with 
fate. 
, | 
But if the goddefs, in whoſe charming eyes, 
Mors clcarly written than in fate's dark book, 
My joy, my gtief, my all of future fortune lies; 
Ji the muſt with a leſe propitious look 
Forbid my humble ſacriſice, 
Or blaſt me with a killing frown ; 35 
Ir, Janus, this thou ſceſt in lore; 
Cut text my mortal thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou did beſtow ! 
Here let me lay my burden down, 
And ccaſc to love iu vain, aud be a wretch no 
mer. 40 


OI I. RR... 


SET BY MR, GALLIARD,. 


V * III E on your blooming charms I gaze, 
Veur tender lips, your ſoſt enchanting 
cyes, 
And all the Venus in your face, 
I'm filld with plcaſure and ſurptiſe: 
But, cruel goddeſs! when | find 8 
Diana's culdneſs in” your mind, 
How cau | bcar that fix'd diſdain ? 
My pleaſure dies, and I but live in pain, . 


AIP.» 
Tyrant Cupid ! when, rclenting, 
Will you touch the charmer's heart? 10 
Sooth her breaſt to ſoft conſcuting, 
Or remove from mine the dart ! 
Tyrant Cupid ! when, rejeutivg, 
Will you touch the charmer's heart ? 


RECITATIVE. 


But ſee ! hile to my paſſion voice 1 give, 
Ih applauded beauty, doubly bright, 
Seems in the moving tale to take dehght, 
And looks as ſhe would let me live; 
And yet ſhe chides, but with ſo ſw ect an air, 
That while ſhe love denies, yct ſhe forbids de- 


ſpair. 20 
AIR. 


Fear not, doubting fair ! t' approve me; 
Can you love me 7 
Frown not, if you anſwer no; 
If you anſwer, frown not, no, 
When again Iaſk, purſuing, 25 
If you'll 82 and ſee my ruin 


HUGHES'S POEMS. 


Fly but let me with you pol 
— not, douhtirg fair t' approve me; 
Cor yen love me ? 


Smile, and every fear forego ! * 
AN 
0 D E 
he rToR 


VOCAL ax» INSTRUMFNTAL TU*IC, 
To THE MEMORY OF THE MOST NORLE 


WILLIAM, DUKE OF DE 
VONSHIRE. 
ANNO MDCCVII, 
SLT TO NiUSEIC BY MR. PEPUSCH, 


6 [ovenTTRE or sort MUSIC ] 
11 0 a MM {© -:As 
RFECTIT AT IVF. 
E generous Arts and Miſes, join; 
While down your checks the l Arcaming for- 


rows flow, 
Let murmuring iriogs with the ſoft voice come 
bine 
T expreſs the melndy of woc. 
And then, Auzula! ri e aud walk” $ 


With decent konours en the guat; 
Condole ny low, and wecp Ito ſate. 
ATR. [with flat, .] 
een of citics! leave awhile | 
"Thy beautcons ſmile, ; 

Turn to tender griet the joy. 10 
From thy ſhore of Thames rep ing, 
Gentleſt echoes, ſaintisg, dying, 

Shall their ſorrew too employ. 

Queen of cities! Icave awhile 

Thy beautecu ſmilc, 13 

Turn to tender grief thy joy. 


r 


FOCITATIVE. 
"Tis fame's chieſ immortaliey. 
Britannia, to be moutn'd by lice. 
I know the loſs; from midnight £05 
Hl omens late did ſtrike my cyc5, 23 
Near the radiant northern car 
I look d, and ſaw a falling car. 
ATK. 
Lands remote the loſs will hear; 
From rocks reporting, 
Seas tran{portiny, . 25 
Will che wafted ſlorrow bear. 
Vin«s that fly 
Will ſoftly 6, 3 
A ſtar has leſt the 7 ritich fp here. 
Lancs remote, &. 


I A. 


SK 1-T.- ANN 
RECITATE . 
Great George! whoſc azure molems of 16+ 


nown 


Ars the [air gilts of Britain's cr], 


- * 
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Patron of my illuſtrious iſle! | Laſt DveTTo, wil ie inflrenments. 
Thou ſaw'I thy order late cx pre Barr. Gently ſmooth thy et O Tims! 


Wich added brighin on Devoria's lrcalt ; 35 | Ave. Smoothly wing thy; fight, O Tame ! 
Meet the companion knight, and own him with | Bozu. And as thou lng old, 
a ſmile, | Still this happy race behold 
In Zritamma's court ſul,tme. 85 


DUETTO ryox BRITANNIA | Parr. Lead alone their ſrriling hours; 


and AUGUSY A. Aua. Long protuce heir funf hours; 
Betr. To ſhade his peacciul grave, | P01H. Bleſt by al! aufpicisis powers. 
Let growing palms extend! B ir. Greatly tncoth thy Night, O Time! 
Ard. 10 grace his peaceful grave, Aus. Smodtlily wing tay Night, O Time! 
Let hovering Loves attend! 5:4 | Borg. And as thou fl yang growek wi, 
Born. To ſhade, &c. ; Still 1hts hay PY race LOST 14 
lo grace, &c. | Jy Brizanma's court luglkmc. 


Burr. And waketii Fame defend. | 
Ava. And grateful”; ruth cormud, - 
Pura. The generous and the brave 1 "i EE 

15 
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| ci re TIVE, 
Now ſhall \ uguſta s fons their ſci] impart, 

And ſummon. the Curb fitter art, 

In marble liſe to ſhow, 
What the patriot*v-as below. 

Here, let a weeping Cupid ſtand, ce; 

Ard wound {imicit with kis own dart: ten;: 
There place the ducal crowa, the tor, the | Put bia, with noble, conſcious pride, well Gay, 


ta ſtreugtu of wit, wel not preſum to 


* 


ö W Hi. rin onr dee ail others docs excel 


E . ˙ ͤ—— oo Dm Go GG mort oe . ac ws re oc... 


wand, . : No 't heatre ſuch wIor ics cn dirfplay ; 
The narf of Anna s traſt and tis command, Such worth cant, vous, be . fo divine, 5 
Ard 3 Minin 5 Ain one Befriimn an Hence m no ed ſhine. 
Ame Jonas 4 Muh con, without amazem=1it, turn his he 
Erin; a light _ mn und. | Ant muk the awful circle here tw-n git ? 
Every courtly grace comunings Warriors, With everouving leur e, hronglit 2 
Lvery generous act zun Pung. yi om empires fuy'd, from but tits bravery founnt, 
1 - 15 laurel bincs, . Horm beg whoſe matchlet; ry ſhall adorn 5 
"Bring a lei 8 FF: | Scenes yet unwrit, and charm cn ages yet une 
_ : 4 born. 
„ BS 5 A. Vet v. no would not expel ſuch martial ſire, 
BECITATIVE. Phot % what cyes thoſe vitlart lece, letpire? 
Buhold ſair Liberty attend, Val, ur and beauty Rill were Aritain's claim, Ig 
And ir. Devonia's lofs bewail a friend. | | Both are her gre vt prerogutives 6! fame; 
ec oer his tomb perpetual laps ſhe lis. ! By both the rufe live, irom both they catch 
Then, on tis urn the Goddels ue! theic ame; : 
«% Preizrve, O urn ] his ſilent Quit, 3; | Then, a3 by you in ſelid glory bright, 
Who faithful did obey © | Our envy'd ile tkrough Europe preads her 
Princes like Anna, good and juſt, | et, | 
vet ſcorn'd his freedom to betray ; Andi rifing howours every year ſuſtain, - 2 
Aud, hated by all tyrants, choſe Aug mark the golden weck of Anne's diäin- 7 
« The glory to have ſuch his ſocs. 70 guiſh' d rergn ; 


| So, by your preſence here we'll ſtrive to raiſe 
To nobler heiphts our actiem and our plays; 


* 
- 


&  @ UB T- & 


RFECITATIVE. | And poets hom your favour fall derive 
Genius of Britain! give thy furrows oer: It immortality they boaſt to give. 
A grateſul tribute thou haſt paid | 
To thy Devonia's noble ſhade; _ ſ 


_ Now vainly weep the dead no more ! 
Lor ſee— the duke ar à patriot fi [urvivcs, 
And in his great tucceſſor lives, 


H % af © i oa | 


WRITTEN „ a WINDOW 
AZ 


GREENUHITHE. 


RECLTATIVE, CARAT prefilent of light and eye of day, 
Il own the new-arifing light, JS As through ths glals you da your vital 
| fee paternal grandeur thine, 2 | | r. | | 
Detcending throvgh th' illuſtrions line, And view with ruptial jay two bretivts beſts 
Ia the ſame royal favours bris*:, g Aud dee us celle the genial ical, 
Vor. IV. | ; ! NM wu 
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HUGHE 


Confeſs that in yeur round the ſphere. 
You've found the happieſt youths and brighteſt 
Leauties here. 


THE TOASTERS. 


HIL.E circling healths inſpire your ſprigh: - 
ly wit, 

And on 2 glaſs ſome beauty 's 
You aſk, wy friends how can my 
To Montague's ſoft name a verſe refuſe ? 
Bright though ſhe be, of race viRorious ſprung, 5 

y wits ador'd, and by court-poects ſung 3 
Unmov'd I hear her perſon call'd divine, 
I ſee her features uninſpiring ſhine ; 
A ſofter fair my ſoul to tranſport warms, 9 
And, ſhe once nam'd, no other nymph has charms. 


iſe is writ, 
Muſe . 


TOFTS and MARGARETTA. 
USIC has learn'd the diſcords of rhe ſtate, 


Andconcerts jar with whig and tory hate, 
cre Somerſet and Devonſhire attend 

The Britiſh Tofts, and every note commend ; 
To native merit juſt, and plcas d to ſce 8 
We've Roman arts, from Roman bondage free : 
1] here fam'd I. Fpine does equal ſkill employ, 
While liſtening peers crowd to th* ecſtatic joy : 
Bedford, to hear her ſong, his dice forſakes, 


And Nottingham is raptur'd when ſhe ſhakes: 10 | 


Lull d ſtateſmen melt away their drowſy cares 
Of England's ſafety, in Italian airs, 

Who would not ſend each ycar blank paſſes o'er, 
Rather than keep tuch ſtrangers from our ſhore ? 


. * 
WANDERING BEAUTY. 


I | 
1 Graces and the wandering Loves 
Are fled to diſtant plains, 
To chace the fawns, or deep in groves 
'To wound admiring ſwains. 
With their bright miſtreſs there they ſtray, 5 
Who turns her careleſs eyes 
From daily triumphs; yet, cach day, 
Bcholds new triumphs in her way, 
And conquers while ſhe flies. 
11. 
But ſce ! implor'd by moving prayers, 10 
To change the lover's pain, 
Venus her harneſs d doves prepares, 
And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortals, who thi- maid purſue, | 
Think you ſhe'll &er reſign ? 
Ceaſe, ſools, your wiſhes te renew, 
Till ſhe grows fleſh and blood like you, 
Or you, like her, divine ! 


$* ÞO0rM s. 
DIALOGUE 


DE 
L'AMOUR =T dv POETRE 


Lx P. 5 — ; 
T*abjure a jamais ton en pite: 
Mon Cea&ur, laſſe de ſon martire, 
A reſolu de fe calmer. 
L' Au. Contre moi, qui peut t'animer ? 1 
Iris dans ſes bras te rapelle. 
Le P. Non, Iris eſt une infidelle ; 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 
L'An. Pour toi, j'ai pris ſoin d'enflamer 
Le cœur d' une beavte nouvelle; 10 
bs P. Non, Daphne n'eſt que 
Amour, je ne veur plus aimer. 
L'An. D'un ſoupir, tu dẽ ſarmer 
Direc, juſqu'ici ſi ſau 
Li P. Elle n'| plus dans le age; 1 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 
L'Am. Mais fi je t'aidois i charmer 
La jeune, la brillante Flore 
Tu rougis—vas-tu dire encore, 
Amour, je ne veus plus aimer. 20 
Le P. Non, Dieu charmant, daigne former 
Four nous une chaine eternelle; 
Mais pour tout ce qui n'eſt point elle, 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 


DIALOGUE 


FAOM THE FRENCH or 


MONSIEUR DE LA MOTTE 
Porr. O, Love— I ne'er will love again; 
Thy tyrant empire 1 abjure; 
My weary heart reſolves to cure 
Its wounds, and eaſe the raging pain. 


Lovr. Fool canſt thou fly my happ reign ? 
Iris recalls thee to has evan 
Por r. She's falſe—1 hate her perjur'd charms; 
No, Love—1 ne'er will love again. 
Love. But know, for thee Ive toil'd to gain 
Daphne, the bright, the reigning toaſt, 10 
Porr. Daphne but common eyes can boaſt 
No, Love—lne'er will love again. 
Lovs. She who before corn'd every ſwain, 
Dirce, ſhall for one ſigh — 
Por. Age makes her rays too faintly ſhine; 7; 
No, Love I ne er will love again. 
Love. But ſhould 1 give thee charms t obtain 
Flora, the yuung, the bright, the gay 
I ſee thee bluſh—now, rebel, ſay, 
No, Love—I neter will love again. 10 
Pot r. No, charming God, prepare a chain 
Eteinal for that fair and me ! 
Yet ſtall know every fair but ſhe, 


| t ve vow'd 1 ne'cr will love again. 


* 


eee e 


2 


HUGHES'S POEMS. 


VENUS any 
A CANTAT A. 
SET BY MR. HANDEL. 


RECITATIVE. 
|| — where weeping Venus ſtands ! 
What more than mortal grieſ can move 
The bright, th* immortal Queen of Love? 
She bears her breaſt, ſhe wrings her hands ; 
And hark, ſhe mourns, but mourns in vain, 5 
Her beauteous, Jov'd Adonis, flain. 
7 he hills and woods her loſs deplore ; 
The Naiads hear, and fleck around ; 
And Echo ſighs, with mimick ſound, 
Adonis i no mor: 
Again the goddels raves, and tears her hair; 
"Then vents her grief, her love, and her deſpair. 
AIR. 
Dear Adonis, beauty's treaſure, 
Now mv ſorrow, once my pleaſure; 
O retur1 to Venus' arms! 15 
Venus never will forſake thee; 
Let the voice of Love o'ertake thee, 
And revive thy drooping charms. 
RECITATIVE. 
Thus Queen of Beauty, asthe poets feign, 
While thou didſt call the loveiy ſwain; 20 
Transſorm'd by heavenly power, 
The lovely ſwain aroſe a flower, 
And, {miling, grac'd the plain. 
And now he blooms, and now he fades ; 
Venus and gloomy Proſerpine 25 
Alternate clarm his charns divine; 
Ny turns reſtor d to light, by turns he ſecks the 
ſhades. 


AIR. 


Tranſporting joy, 
Tormenting fears, 
Reviving ſmiles, 30 
Succceeding tears, 
Are Cupid's various train. 
The tyrant boy 
Prepares his darts, 
With ſoothing wiles, 35 
With cruel arts, 
And pleaſure blends with pain. 


CANT AT A 


PASTORAL. 
NET BY DR. PEPUSCH. 


RECITATIVE, 


9 Strephon, by his falded ſheep, 
Sat wakeſyl on the plains: 


Love held hisweary eycs from , 
* ſilent in the vale, "OP 
iſtening nightingale, 
Forgot her Bag to — ſtrains. : 
And now the beautcous Queen of Ntht, 
UngJouded and ſerene, 


ADONIS, 


| 


l 


| 


| 


| 


| 


8 


| 


| 


| 
4 


theſe an Ge neighbouring ſea her filver 
ight 


; 9 
The neigh»ouring ſea was calm and bright; 
The ſhepherd ſung inſpir d, and bleſs'd the lovely 


AIR. 

While the ſky and ſeas are ſhining, 

Sce. my Flora's charms they wear; 
Secret Night, my joys divining, 

Pleas d my amoreus tale ts ne, 

Smiles, and ſoftly turns her ſphere, 
While the ſky and ſeas are ſhining, 

See, my Flora's charms they wear. 

RECITATIVE. 

Ah, fooliſh Strephon ! change thy train ; 
The lovely ſcene falſe joy inſpires : 20 
For look, thou fond, deluded ſwan, 
A riſing ſtorm invades the main! 

The of the 

Inconſtant. from thy ſight 

Behind a cloud retires. 
Flora is fled ; thou lov it in vain : 
Ah, fooliſh —— change thy ftrain. 


Hope iling, 
Does thy eaſy faith betray. 30 
Flora ranging. 
Li' © the moon and ocean changing, 
More inconſtant proves than they. 


15 


e 
AN ODE. 


I 
AIR rival to the god of day, 
Beauty, to thy celeſtial ray 
A thouſand ſprightly fruits we owe; 
Gay wit, and moving cloquence, 
And every art t' improve the ſenſe, 5 
And every grace that ſhines below. 


11. 
Not Phabus does our ſongs inſpire, 
Nor did Cyllenius form the lyre, 
Tis thou art muſic's living ſpring ; 
To thee the poet tunes his lays, 10 
And. ſweet y warbling Beauty's praiſe, 
Detcribes the power that makes him ſing. 
111. 
Painters from thee their ſkill derive, 
By thee their works to ages live, 
For ev'n thy ſhadows give ſurpriſe, 15 
As when we view in cryſtal ſtrean:s 
The morning ſun, and riſing beams, 
That ſeem to ſhoot from other ſkics. 


IV. 

Enchanting viſion ! who can be 
Unmov'd that turns his eycs on thee ? 20 
Vet brighter {kill thy g'ons ſhine, 
And double charms thy power improve, 
Wh. n Beauty, dreſe'd in ſmiles of love, 
Grows, like its parent Heaven, divine! 
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Ihe prudent cranes uo longer Huy. 


268 HUCHES'S PORFM $ 


AM 0 A, | A dragon's fiery form bely'd the god 
| : Sublime cn radiant ſpires he roc 
1 3 * 4 When he to fair Olympia preſe'd, 
SET BY DR. PEPUSCH. And while he fought her ſnowy breaſt ; 
AIR. Then round ber ſiender waiſt he curld, 


; 4 ii - of 1 g 
OVE frown: in bheauteous ®Tyra's ever; And * 1 of lamſc 


20 


| 


Ah, eymph | thoſe cruel lowks give © C7, The liftening crowd adore the lofty ſound, 2; 
Mile Love ts ry Wt... Bc outy dics, A preſent deay they ſhout arrwnd ; 
An you can charm no more, r a 
RECITATIVE. A pref City, tie ai roots rebound ! 
Alark, kow when füllen clouds apperr, $ Wit e cnn 
And wiutry ſtorms dcface the vear, | 


The mona: ch haare, 
Aſſumes the god. 
Aſſedts the 1 od, 

And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 


Put take the wing, and crouch the air, 
From the cold region fir away, 
And far er laud 41. d ſeas to warmer climes re- 


| I. 
pa r. : — . —- RECITATIVE. 
Juſt to, ny heart-—DPrt ſec— 4h no! The praiſe of Bacchus then the ſrect muficiay 
She ſmiles —I will not. caimot go. luny, 
b A R. 1 Of Bacchus ever fair. and ever young: 
Lare ar.d tue Graces ſmiling, Bebold he comes, the victor god! 
In Myra > CFCs begvi ing, | Fluſh'd with a purple grace, 
Ar ain their charms recover. 15 He ſucws his noneſt ace; 
Would von ſecure your duty, { As when, by tigers drawn, o'er India's plains he 
Le kindue is aid your beauty, ; | rode, 
Ye lair, to footh the lover. While, loud with conqueſt end with wine, 40 
His jelly troop around him rcel'd along, 
—— — —— | Aud tought the vocal ſkies to join 
F In this applouding ſoug. 
ALEXANDER FEAST: DUETTO. 
OR TUE | — 2 and young. 
, 1 17 * Tirſt did drinking joys ordain : 45 
POWER OF MUSTC: | 1. Bacchus' bleſſings are a treaſure, 
ED AN } 2. Drinking is the ſoldicr's pleaſure. 
0 D E, | I. Rich the treaſure ! 
1 
IN HONOUR OF sr. CECILLA's DAY. ' . 90 
| BY MX DRYBDEN. | 


iv 
* . 4 
AlL1EKED rok MUSIC BY MR, HUGHES. „ RECITATIVE. i 
Tr'd with the ſound, the king grew vain 3 
— Fought all his battles o'er again 
RIECITATIVE. | TT 0 JH 1 
bl WAS at the royal feaft, for Perſia won And 8 all his ſocs, and thrice he 
„ i i ba 2 . 
N As ** _ * | The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe, 
The ge aur "Sung ** His glowing civ cks. his aident eyes; 
On bis imperied 1 5 | And while ke __ — defy'd, 
His valiant pours were prac'd arourdg }| | 8 — g 
Tl.eir brows w.th zes ud with my rtles bound. Ae + 


AIR. Then thus he chung d his ſong, and check'd hi 
Lovely Thais by his fide pride. AIR 
Blooming lat in beauty's pride, | a 


Lapp, happy, happy palit 


g Sce Darius great aud good, . @ 
None but the b. ave Celerves the ſair! By too ſeverc a fate, 
1 Faii'n from his high eſtate ; 
RECITATIVE. Bchold his flowing blood 


Timotheus plac'd on high, On carth th' expiring monarch lies, 


ud the tuncſul quire, With not a friend to cloic his ey te- 
With flying fingers touch'd the lyre; V. 
1rembliug t s 2otes aſcend the ſæy, 13 RECITATIVE. 
And heavenly joys inſpire. With downcaſt looks the joylcſs victor fate, 
Ihe ſony began from Jove, | Revolving im his alter'd ſoul 
Who }-7 his bliſsful ſcats above; 'The various turns of chance below; 


(Ouch :» the por:cr of mighty Love!) | Aud, row and then, a ſigh he ſtole, * 
Aud tears begau to flow. 


1 ſo rere ien | 


N UMATES Ss POEM $. 69 


Tice wi. % waſter ſmil'd to fee | AIR. 
Tun love was in the next degree, The prince applaud with a furious joy: 
[was but a kindred ſound to move: Lind the king feiz'd a flamlrau with zZ cal to de- 
For pity me!ts the mind to love. ſtroy ; 
goftly 1wee! in Lydian meaſures, 75 hais led the way, 
Soon he ſouth'd bis foul to pleaſurcs. To light kim to 145 prey. 
Alk. [ain flutes.] And, like another Helen, fir d another Trop. 
War is toil and trouble, IX. : 
Honour is an airy bubble, RECITATIVE, 


Never ending, ſtill beginning, 

| Fighting ſlill, and Ri!l deſtroying, 8 
Hf the world be worth thy winniny, 
Think, O think it, worth enjoying; Timotheus to his breathing flute, 
Lovely Thais fits beſide thee, and ſounding lyre, 


Take the good the gods provide thee. Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſoſt dere, 
V.. At la? divine Cecilia came, 135 
REC TA TIVE. 


Inventrel of the vocal frame ; 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, The ſweet enthuſiaſt. from her ſacre.l ore, 
Gaz'd on the fair, Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
Who cau-'d lis care, 


And a ded ſtrength to ſolemn ſounds, 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, With naturc's mother-wit, and arts unknown | 


Thus, long agn, 
Ere hcaving bellows learn'd to blow, 


13% 
While organs yet were mute: 


Sigh'd aud lovik'd, and ſigh'd ayain : Lsſ{orc. 
At length, with love and wine at once op- AIR. 
preſo'd, go Let old T'motheus yield the prize, 
The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her Lrcalt. Or both divide the crown ; 1 
DET TO He rais'd a mortal to the Kiss. 4 
T. Phebus, patron of the lyre, She drew au angel down. 6 
2. Cupid, god of ſoſt deſire, . 
I. Cupid, god oſ ſoſt deſire, 
2. Phabus, patron of the lyre, 95 
t and 2. How vidorious are your charms! 1 
I. Crown'd with conqueſt, J N 
2 Full of glory, n 
T end 2 See a monarch foll'n beſore ye, w_ — —_ a — 1 | 
hain'd i * „ine | mortal race ou ca ne 23 1 
Chain d in nk / . cl.ſpiag arms! 100 Ty lip a ruby luftre ſhows; | 
RECITAT'iVE. Thy purple check outſhines the roſe, 
Now ftrike the golden Iyre again ; And thy bright Eye 15 brighter far 
A louder yet, aud yet a louder ſtrain ; Than any planct, any . : 
Break his bands of fleep aſunder, Thy ſordid way of life de fpife. 
Rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder. | Above thy flavery, Silvia, rice ; n 
Hark, hark, the horrid ſound Diſplay thy beauteous form and micn, | 
Has rais'd up his head, 115 | 280 grow a goddeſs, 8 K qusen. 
As awak'd f he x 
. eee ap wn 1 ONSTANTLA, fee, thy f-i:1.7! ove 
AlR. [with ſymphonies. ] Dies of the wound thy |. ut wane 
Revenge, revenge, Alecto crics, Ah gentle nymph, no lover ir 7 
See the furies ariſe ! 110 From fond purſuing love to fly. 
Sce the ſnakes that they rear, Thy pity to my love impart, 
How they hiſs in their hair, Pity my bleeding aching hcart, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their cycs! | Regard my ſighs and flowing teur, 
vin. Aud with a {nile remove my fears. 
RECITATIVE. A wedded wife if thou wouldſt be, 
Behold a ghaſtly band { By ſacred Hymen join'd to me, 
Each a torch in his hand! eee 
® 0 2 ghoſts, that in battle were | I Aan _— _ s ching. 
ain, : 
And unbury'd remain, HRICE luv'd Couſtantia, beaver! f.;- 
Inglorious on the plain. Fur the a ſcrvant's form 1 wear ; 
Givc the vengeatice due | Though bleſt with wealth. an. nubly born, 
To the valiant crew, 129 | Fur thee, both wealth and birth I ſcorn : 
BRchold how they toſs their torches on high, 


Truſt me, fe'r maid, my conſtant flan: : 
How they point to the Perſian abodes, Fur cver will remain the ſame ; 


Zud glittering temples of their hoſtile g ! My love, chat ne'cr will ccale, mv lov? 
| Sball qual to thy besutz prove. 


270 nucnrs's POEM 8. 


TR ANS LAT D 
FROM 
PERSIAN VERSE 8, 


Alluding to the C of Women being buried with 
2 
TERNAL are the chains which here, 
, The generous ſouls of lovers bind, 
When Hymen joins our hands, we ſwear 
To be for ever true and kind ; i 
And when by death, the fair are ſnatch'd away, 
Leſt we our folemn vows ſhould break, 
In the ſame grave our living corple we lay, 
AN OT H EX. 
Y deareſt ſpouſe. that thou and I 
NI ebene ed ft 
Alike conſum d in love s ſoft fire, 
But gently both at once expire. 
Dj j j —ç———— 


And willing the ſame fate partake. 
May ſhun the fear which firſt ſhall die, 
I hat neither may at laſt ſurvive, 


oN 
ARQUEANASSA 
: or 
COL OPH OS. 


RQUEANASSA's charms inſpire 
Within my breaſt a lover's fire ; 
Age, its feeble ſpite diſplaying, 
Vainly wrinkles all her face, 
Cupid's, in each wrinkleplaying, 
Charm my eyes with laſting grace : 
But, beſore old Time purſued her, 
Ere he ſunk theſe little caves, 
How I pity thoſe who view'd her, 
And in youth were made her flaves! 


ox 
F 
THE 
WIFE OF ANTHONY. 
FROM THE LATIN OF AUGUSTUS CESAR. 
HILE from his conſort falſe Antenius flies, 
And doats on Glaphyra's far brighter 


Fulvia, provok'd, her ſemale arts prepares, 
iſ; ſcek-, and ſpreads for me her ſnares. 
4% The huſband's falſe.” But why muſt I endure 
This nauſeous e, and her revenge procure ? 
What though ſhe aſk ?—How happy were my 
doom | 


Should all the diſcontented wives of Rome 
Repait ig crowds to me, whey ſcor d at home 


bY 


. 


« *Tis war,” the ſays © if I refuſe her 3 
Let's 1 ugly.— I rumpets, — * 
arms 


—— 


HU DIBRASIMITATE p, oh 
WRITTEN IN 1710. 
O Bleſſed time of reformation, 
That's now beginning through the nation 
oe Jacks bawl loud for church _= | 
ud ſwear all Whigs ſhall kiſs the rump 

See how they draw the beaſtly rabble Do 
With zeal and noiſes formidable, a | 
And make all cries about the town | 
Join notes to roar fanatics down 
As bigots give the fign about, 
They ſtretch their throats with hideous ſhout, 
Black tinkers bawl aloud ** to ſettle | 
Church privilege” —for + mending kettle.” 


Each fow-gelder that blow- his horn, 


Crics out ** to have diſſenters ſworn,” 

lhe oyſter-wenches lock their fiſh up, 
And cry © no preſbyterian biſhop !” 

The mouſe-trap men lay ſave-alls by, 

And gainſt . low-church men” loudly cry; 
A creature of amphibious nature, 

1 hat trims betwixt the land and water, 
And leaves his motherin the lurch, a 
To fide with rcbels *gainſt thc church ! | 

Some cry for penal laws,” inſtead 

Of “pudding pies, and gingerbread :* 

And ſome for, * brooms, old boots, and ſhoes,” 
Roar out, God bleſs our commons houſe !” 
Some bawl « the votes” about the town, 
And wiſh they'd “ vote diſſenters down.“ 
Inſtead of © kitchen-ſtuff,*”” ſome cry, | 
« Confound the late whig-miniſtry '” 

And ſome, for “ any chairs to mend, 

Ihe commons late addreſs commend. 

Some for “old gowns for china ware,” 

Exclaim againſt © extempore prayer: | 
And ſeme for old ſuits, cloaks, or coat,” 

Cry, ** D—n your preachers without notes!“ 

He that cries © coney-ſkins, or onions,” 

Blames © toleration of opii ious,“ 

Blue-apron whores, that fit with ſormety, 

Rail at * occaſional conformity.“ | 

Inſtead of « cucumbers to pickle,” 

Some cry aloud, © no conventicle !”* 

Maſons, inſtcad of building houſes,” 

To“ build the church,” would — their ſpouſes, 
And gladly leave their trades for ſtorming 
The meeting-houſes, or informing. 

Bawds, trumpets, and religion-haters, 

Pimps, panders, atheiſts, fornicators, 
Rogues, that, like Falſtaff, ſcarce know W 

A church's infide's tone er leather, 

Yet join the parſons and the people, S 
To cry ** the church, but mean © the ſteeple. 


2 „% Ate ei 


— 


If, holy mother, ſuch you'll own 
For your truc ſons, and ſuch alone, 
Then Heaven have mercy upon you, 


i 


| But the de I take your bean crew * 


woe „% 


HiUuGHEgS?s 


AN 


oO D KL 
TO THE 
CREATOR or Tuz WORLD: 
OCCASIONED BY THE 
FRAGMENTS OF ORPHEUS. 
« Quid prius dicam ſolitis Parentis 

„ Laudibus ? 
« Qui mare & terras, variiſque mundum 

« Temperat horis ? 


« Unde nil majus genera: ur ipſo, 
Nec viget quicquam ſimile aut ſecundum.” 
Hon ar. 
1. 


MUSE unſcign'd ! O true celeſtial fire, 


Deſcend a mortal tongue inſpire / 
To fing ſome great immortal lay 
Begin, and ibrike aloud the couſecrated lyre : 
Hence, ye proſaue be far away: 
Hence all ye impious flaves that bow 
To idol luſts, or altars raiſe, 
And to ſalſe heroes give fantaſtic praiſe! 
And hence ye gods, who to a crime your ſpu- 
rious beings owe e 
But hear, O Heaven, and Earth, and Scas pro- 
found ! 
Hear, ye fathom'd deeps below, 
And let your echoing vaults repeat the ſound ; 
Let nature, trembling all around, 
Attend her maſter's awful name, 
From whom heaven, earth, and ſeas, and all the 


wide creation came. 
II. 
He ſpoke the great command; and Light, 


Heaven's eldeſi- born and faire! child 
Flaſh'd in the lowering face of ancient Night, 
And plcas'd with its own birth, ſerenely {mil'd. 

The Sons of Morning, on the wing, 

Hovering in choirs, his praiſes ſung, 

When ſrom th' unbounded vacuous ſpace 

A beauteous riſing world they ſaw, | 
When Nature ſhew'd her yet unfiniſh'd face, 

And motion took th' eſtabliſh d law 

To roll the various globes on high; 

When Time was tavght his infant wings to try. 


And fromthe barrier ſprung to his appointed race. 
III. 


Supreme A mighty, ſtill the ſame ! 
Tis he, the great inſpiring mind, 

That avimatcs and moves this univerſal frame, 
Preſent at o ce in all, and by no place confin d. 
Nut Haven itſell can bound his \-. ay; 

Beyond th' untravell d limits of the iky, 
In viſible to mortal cye 
He dwells in uucreated day. 
Without beginning, without end; tis he 
That fills th' unmcaſur'd growing orb of vaſt 
immenſity. 
i IV. 
What pour but his can rule the changeful 
ma 


And wake = "ceping turm, or its loud rage re- 


Brighter than that which rules the day, 


N 
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When winds their gather d forces try, 
And the chaſ'd ocean proudly ſwells in vain, 
His voice reclaims th' impetuous roar; 
In murmuring tides th' abated billows fly, 
And the ſpent tempeſt dies upon the ſhore. 
The meteor world is his, heaven's wintry ſtore, 
1he moulded hail, the feather'd ſnow ; 
The ſummer breeze, the ſoft ref eſhing ſhower, 
The looſe divided cloud, and many-colour'd bow ; 
The crooked lightning darts atound, 
His orders to fulfil ; 
Ihe ſhooting flame obeys th' eternal will, 
Launch'd from his haad, inſtruded where ts 


kill, 
Or rive the mountain oak, or blaſt th unſheltcr's 
ground. 
V. 


Yet, pleas'd to bleſs, indulgent to ſupply, 
He with a fath-r s tender care, 

Supports the numerous family 

That peoples carth, and ſea, aad air. 

From Nature's giant race, th' enormous elephant, 
Down to the inſect worm and creeping aut; 
From th eagle, ſovereign of the ky, 

10 cach inferior feather d brood ; 

From crowns and purple majeſty 

10 humble rds on the plain, 
His hand unſeen divides to all their ſood, 

And the whole world of liſc ſuſtains. 


VI. 
At one wide view his eye ſurveys 
His works, in every diſtant clime , 
He ſhifts the ſea ons, months, and days, 
Ihe ſhort-liv'd offspring of revolving time; 
By turns they die, by turns are born ; 
Now cheerful Spring the circle leads, 
And ſtrows with flowers the ſmiling meacs ; 
Gay Summer next, whom ruſſet robes adorn, 
And waving fields of yellow corn; 
Then Autumn, who with laviſh ſtores be lap of 
Nature | z 
3 W inter, laggard in the dance, 
(Like feeble age oppreſs'd with pain) 
A heavy ſeaſon docs maintain 
With driving ſnows. and winds and rain; 
Jill Spring. recruited to advance, 
Ihe various year rolls round again. 


VII. 
But who, thou great Ador' d, who can u ich- f 
ſtand 


The terrors of thy liſted hand. 

When, long provok'd, thy wrath awakes, 
And couſcious Nature to her center ſhakes ? 

k ais'd by thy voice, the thunder flics, 
Hurling pale fcar and wild confuſion 10und, 
How dreadful is th* inimitable ſound, 

1 he ſhock of carth and ſeas, and labour of the 
fcics ! 

1 hen where's * mbition's haughty creſt ? 

V here the gay head of wauton Pride? 

Sce ! tyrants fall, and wiſh the oponing greund 

M ould take them quick to ſhades of reſt, 

And in their common parent's breaft 


From thee their buried ſurms for evcr hide; 
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In vain — for all the elements conſpire, 
The ſhattci*&earth, the ruſhing ſea, | 
Tempcſtnous air, and raging hire, 

Jo puniſh vile mankind, and fight for thee ; 

Nor death itjeif can intercept the blow, 

T ternal is the guilt, aud without end the woe. 
V. II. 

O Crus! rander! Jalius! alt 

Te mighty lords that ever ru d t. is ball! 

Once gods of earth, the living deſtinies 

7 hat made a hundred natwns bow 

Where's your extent of empire now ! 

t ay here preſczv d your phantom glory lies 

Can brals the fleeting thing ſecure ? 

Enſhrin d in temples dos it ſtay ? 

Or in hupe amphicheat zes endure 

he rage of rolling 'timc, and ſcora decay ? 
Ah no! tac moulderiag monuments of Fame 

ur vain dcluded hopes betray, 
Nor ſhew th* ambitious ſounder's name, | 
Mix'd with yourſcives in the ſame maſs of clay, 
IX. 
Proceed, my Muſe! Iimc's waſting thread 
pu ſue, 

And ſce at laſt th unravel'd clue, 

When cities fink, and kingdoms are no more, 
vnd weary Nature ſhall her work give oer. 

Behold th Almighty Judge on high! 

See in his hand the book of ſate! 

My:1ads of ſpirits fill the ſky 

1 attend, with dread ſolemnity, 

"i he world's laſt ſcene, and time's concluding 
date. | 
q he feeble race of ſhort-liv'd Vanity 

And ſickly Pomp at once ſhall dic; 

Foul Guilt to miduight caves will ſhriuk away, 

Leok back, and tremble in her flight, 

And curſe at Heaven's purſuing hyht, 
Surrounded with the vengeance of that day. 
law will you then, ye ampious, ſcape your 

doom. 

Seitaude d, alanden'd, overcome? 

Your cimus of peirice Yi! fall mel: barre our 
Kg lit, 
Vet ſhall you not the giddy chan reftgin, 

Nor hope more ſolid bis © obtain, 

Nor nc it pcai the joys vor knew before; 
Unt lich, „ Jon cternity of pain, 
odd in an vccan of dciire, vet ug ver find a ſhore, 


. 


Nut fe where the wild ſovereign fits prepat'd 
I fiz better ſuljects to rev ard! 
Were gta now | what power divine 
"ror ſports me | wha un mortal ſplendours ſhine ! 
7 orrents of glory t!;at appteſs the ſight ' 
las jovs, celeſtial King! thy throne ſurronnd 1 


| 


ke ſun, wie, with thy borrew'd beams fe 


bright, | 
Sers nor his peer in 11 the Narry round, | 
Would here dimiriifh'd fade awar, 
] .ikc his pale te: of the niglit, 
When ihe vehgus her delegated Lgiill, 
].oft in the blaze of day. 
Nr wonder on'y can take place; 


EVO Wuns's P0213 


— 


Alen, Nlulr, u adweziu: cus fight fciber:: 


* | 


7 heſe wyſlic ſcenes thou cavſt ne father trace, 

Hop? may ſome boundleſs future bliſs en btasg 
Bu what, or when, or how, or where, 

Are mazes ali, which Fancy runs in vain; 

Nor can the narrow cells of human brain 

the vet immeaſurable thought contain, 


— ——- 


10 


MR. A D DIS ON. 


ON 1119 

TAS GED. OF--CATA 

HOUGH Cato ſhines in Virgil's epic ſong, 
Prelcribing laws among th* Liyſtan thong 

Though Lucau s verſe, cxalte by his name, 
O'er gods themielves has rais'd the hero's lame ; 
The Renan ſtage did nc'er his image foe, 
Drawn at full length; a tafk reſerv'd for thee, 
By thee we view the finiſh'd figure riſe, 

Aud awful march before our raviſh'd ey.s; 
Ve hear his voice, afferting virtue s cauſe; 
His fate renew'd our deep attention dravws, 
Exc ite: by turns our various hopes and fears, 
And all ths patriet in thy ſcene appears. 

On Tyber's bank thy thought was firſt infpir'd 
"Twas there, to ſome indulgent grove reti d. 
Rome's ancient fortunes rolling in thy mind, 
Thy happy Muſe this manly work deſign d: 
Or in a dream thou ſaw'it Rome's genius ſtand, | 
And, leading Cato in his ſacred hand, 

Point out th immortal ſubject of thy lays, 
And alk this labour to record his praiſe. 


J is done—the hero lives and charms our age! 
While nobler morals grace the Britiſh ſtage. 
Great Shakeſpeare's f hoſt, the ſolemn ſtraw to 

hear, 
(Methins 1 fee the lavrel'd ſhade appear !) 
Will hover <'er the ſcene, and wondering view 
His favouite Brutus riva.'d thus by you. 
Such Roman greatn*ls in each action ſhines, 
guch Roman cloquence ariorns your lines, 
That ſure the Sihyls books this year foretold, 
and infome myſſic leaſ was ſound enrell' dl,. 
© Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from Air: 
ſhore, 
Nor in her ſands thy Cato's tomb explore 
« When thrice 6x hundred times the circling fun 
« His annual race ſhall through the zodiac run, 
« An iſle remote his menument ſaall rear, 
« And every gencious Briton pay a eat. 


ADVICE 10 NMa. POPE, 
ON ue INTENDED TRANLA17ON OF 
HOMER's I LI AD, 1714. 


THOU, who, with a happy genius born, 
Canſt tuncfui verſe in tlowing num 


turn, i | 
Crown'd on thy Windſor's plains with exif | 
bays, 
Be early wilt, nor tun to barter praiſe, 


me nun ww 


wy wy ws % 


Oy 


HUGHES? 


Blind was the bard thatſung Achilles rage, 5 
He ſung, and begg d, and curs d th ungiving 
— tranſlated ſong would hear, 1 
Firſt take the gold then charm the liſtening 


car; 
80 ſhall thy father Homer ſmile to ſee 


ro THE 
MEMORY o MILTON. 
Homer's Deſcription of bimſclf, under the Character 
of Denno ius bus the Mufician, at the Feat of 
King Alciaous. 
FROM THE EIGHTH BOOK OF THE OBYS3iY-. 
HE Muſe with tranſport lov'd him ; yet, to 
fill 
His various lot, ſhe blended good with ill ; 
iv'd him of his eyes, but did impart 
The heavenly gift ef ſong, and all the tuncful art. 


10 


A L . 


wiTH THE 
TRAGEDY o CAT O. 
TX ſhining maids this happy work diſ- 
lays ; 
Each , our rapture, both divide our praiſe ; 
In Marcia, we her godlike father trace ; 
While Lucia triumphs with each ſofter grace. 
One ſtrikes with awe, and one gives chaſte de- 
light ; 
That bright as lightning, this ſerene as light. 
Yet by the Muſe the ſhadow'd forms were 
wrought, 
And both are creatures of the poet's thought. 


In her that animates theſe lines, we view 
The wonder greater, the deſcription true ; 
Each living virtue, every grace combin d, 
Aud Marcia's worth with Lucia's ſweetneſs 

jolu d. 

Had ſhe been born ally'd to Cato's name, 
Numidia's prince had felt a real flame; 
And, pouring his reſiſtleſs troops from ſar, 
With bolder deeds had turn d the doubrful war ; 
Cæſar had fled before his conquering arms, 
and Roman Muſes ſung her beauty's charms. 
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A 
FR AOM-2 . 
Pr crowds to worthleſs riches 
Thy pencil paints, *tis true, yet paints with 


ſcorn. 
Vor. Iv. 


S TO EMS. 273 


— 


| Sometimes the fool, by nature left half-made, 
Mov'd by ſome happy inſtinct aſks thy aid, 

To give his face to reaſon ſome . 

And raiſe his looks with ſupplemental ſenſe. 


SERENA T A 


| FOR TWO VOI1eES, 


on THE 
_— 4A M3 AWE 
| or rur 
RIGHT HON. Tux: LORD COBITAM, 
To 
MRS. ANNE HALSEY. 
DULTTO. 


2 th' harmonions voice and firing, 


Love and lymen's triumph ſir g. 
Sounds with ſecret charms conibining, 
In melodious union joining, 
| Beſt the wondrous joys can tell, 
That iu hearts united dwell. 


PRECITATIVE. 


| FIR*T VOICE. 

To young Victoria's happy fame, 
Well may the Arts a trophy raiſe, 
| Muſic grows ſweeter in her praiſe, 
And, own'd by ker, with rapture ſpezks her name. 
To touch the brave Cleander's hcart, 
| The Graces all in her conſpire ; 
Love arms her with his ſureſt dart, 

Apollo with his lyre. 
AIR. 

The liſtening Muſes, all around'ker, 

1 hink tis Phoebus? trains they hear: 
Ard Cupid, drawing near to wound her, 
| Drops his bow. and ſtands to hezr, 
|  RECITATIVE. 
| SECOND VOICE, 

While crowds of rivals, with deſpair, 
Silent admire, or vainly court the fair ; 
Behold the happy conqueſt of her eyes, 

A hero is the glorious prize 
In courts, in camps, through diſtant realms re- 

nown'd, 

Cleander comes Victoria, ſce, 

He comes with Bruſh honour crewn'sd ; 

Love leads his cager ſleps to ther. 

-_ AIR. 
In tender ſighs he ſilence breaks, 

Ihe fair his flame approves. 
Conſenting bluſhes warm her cheeks, 

Ske miles, —ſhe yiclds —ſhe loves. 


RECITAT.VE. 


FIRST VOICE. 
Now Hymen at the altar ſtands, 
And while he joins their faithful hands, 
Bchold ! by ardent vows drawn down, 
| Immortal Concord, heavenly bright, 
Array'd iu robcs of pureſt light. 
Nun 
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Decſcends, thꝰ auſpicious rites to crown. 
Her golden harp the goddels brings ; 
Its ic ſound 
Commands a iudden ſilence all around, 


And ſtrains prophetic thus attune the itrings. 


HUGHES 


DUETTO. 
1 V 1cx. The ſwain his nymph poſſeſſing, 
2 Voics, The nymph her ſu ain careſſing. 
Shall ſtill prove the bleſſing. 
x and 2. 1 Fot ever kind and true. 
While rolling ycars are flying. 
Dern Love, Hymen's lamp ſupplying, 


With fuel never dying, 
Sh. Il ſtill the flame renew. 


2— — —— 


nnen 
IN LIBRO PRIMO EPISTOLARUM. 
Dimidium facti, qui cepit, habet. Sapere aude: 
Incipe. Vivendi qui rectè prorogat horam, 
Ruſticus at dum defluat amnis: at ille 
Labitur & in omne volubilis zvum. 


TRANSLATED. 


1 cheats us all. Why doſt thou 
ſta 

1 ſhould be done to-day ? 

Begin—the preſcnt minute's in thy power ; 

But fti!l t' adjourn, and wait a fitter hour, 

Is like the clown, who at ſome river's ſide 

ExpeRing ſtands, in hopes the running t:de 

Will all ere long be paſt Fool! not to know 

It till has flow d the ſame, and will for e er flow. 


— . — 


on A 
J 
PRESENTED FOR 
WA P-P-Y 09.0 &. bbs 


HOU little favourite of the fair ! 
When thou th-ſc golden bands ſhalt wear, 
The hand that binds them ſoftly kiſs, 
Proud of his chain, who would not be 
A ſlave, to gain her ſmiles, like thee ? 


I712. 


THE 
C H AR ACT E R 
or THE | 
I. ADT HENRIETTA CAVENDISH 
HOLLES*.—r712-13. 
UCH early wiſdom, ſuch a lovely face 
Such modeſt greatneſs, ſuch attractive grace, 
Wit, beauty, goodneſs, charity and truth, 
The riper ſenſe of age, the bloom of youth 


* This Lay, alſs celebrated by Mr. Prior in a beau- 
%% Ode, called Crilin's Mie. was afterward; 
married to Er Earl of Oxford, and was mother 
of te preſent Duct Dort ager of Portiand. 


'S POEM S. 
| Whence is it, that in one fait piece we find 

| heſe various beauties of the female kind 
Sure but in one ſuch different charms agree, 
And Henrietta is that Phenix-ſhe., 


TRUTH, HONOUR, HONESTY: 
| THE MOTTO CHOSEN BY THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 


LADY HENRIETTA CAVENDISH 
HOLLES. 
1 N thee, bright maid, though all the virtuesſhine, 
With rival beams, and every 1, thine, 
Yet three, diſtinguiſh'd by thy early võ 
Excite our praiſe, and well deſcrve thy c. ge. 


| Immortal Truth in heaven itſelf diſplays 


Her charms celeſtial born, and pureſt rays, 
es ua ſtre:ms, like golden ſuoſh.c 
And ſhed their light on minds like yours bclow 


Fair Honour, next in beauty and in grace, 
Shines in her turn, and claims the ſccond place; 
She fills the wcll-born foul with noble fires, 
Then, Honeſty, with native air. ſucceeds, 
Plain is her look, unartful are her deeds ; 

And, juſt alike to friends and foes, ſhe draws 


1 he bounds of right and wrong, nor errs from 
cqual laws. 


From Heaven this ſcale of virtue thus deſcends 
By juſt degrees, and thy full choice defends. 
So when, in viſionary trains, by night 
Attending angels bleſs d good Jacob's fight, 
The myſtic ladder thus appear'd to riſc, 

Its foot on earth, its ſummit in the ſkies, 


K 7. MK 
SUNG BY THR 
CHILDREN or CHRIS: 's HOSPITAL, 
AT THE ENTRY OF KING GEORGE 
INTO LONDON, 1714. 


3 
E \R us, O God, this joyful day ! 
Whole nations join their voice, 
10 thee united thanks to pay, 
And in thy ſtrength rejoice. 


II. 

For led by thee, O King of Kings! 
Our Sovereign George we ſee; 
Thy hand the Royal bleſſing brings, 
He comes, he reigns, by thee | 

I 


Plenteous of grace, pour from above 
Ihy favours on his head; 

Truth, Mercy, Righteouſneſs, and Love, 
As guards around him ſpread, 


YUGHES?S 


IV. 
With length of days, and glory crown d, 
ith wealth and fair increaſe, 
Let him abroad be far renown'd, 
Still bleſt a: home with peace. 


— — — 


A. 
MONUMENTAL OBE, 


170 THE MEMORY OF 
MRS. ELIZABETH HUGHES, 
LATE WIFE or 
EDW.'RD HUGHES, ESQ. 
Of Herting fordbury in the County of Hertford, and 
Daughter of Richard Harriſon, F 4 
of Balls, in the ſame County. 
our 15 NOV. MDCCXIV. 
I. 


5 
EE! how thoſe drooping monuments decay! 
Frail zanhons of the ſilent dead 
Whoſe ſouls to uncorrupting regions fled, 
With a wiſe ſcorn their mouldering duſt 
ſurvey. 
Their tombs are rais'd from 
they; 
For ſee ' to duſt they both return, 
And Time comſumcs alike the aſhes and the urn. 
II. 
We alk the ſcuiptor's art in vain 
To make us for a ſpace ourſelves ſurvive ; 
IA Parian ſtone we proudly breathe again, 
Or ſeem in figur d braſs to live. f 
Vet ſtone and braſs our hopes betray, 
Age ſteals the mimic forms and characters away. 
In vain, O Egypt, to the wondering ſkies 
With giant pride thy pyramids ariie; 
Whate er their vaſt and gloomy vaults con-, 


tain, 
No names diſtinct of their great dead re- 
main. 
nen 


Unknown, and blended in mortality. 
III. 
To death ourſelves and all our works we owe. 
But is there nought, O Muſe can ſave 
Our memories from darkneſs and the grave, 
And ſome ſhort after-life beſtow ? 
That taſk is mine, the Muſc replies, 
And hark ! ſhe tunes the ſacred lyre ! 
Verſe is the laſt of human works that dies, 
When virtue does the ſong inſpire. 
IV 
Then laok, Fliza. happy ſaint, look down ! 
Fauſe ſrom immortal joys awhile 
To hear, and pgracions with a im:i'c 
1 he dedicated numbers own ; 
Say how in thy liſe's ſcanty ſpace, 
So ſhort a ſpace, ſo wondrous bright, 
bright as a ſun ust Cav, ſhurt 28 6 lummer's 


| 
i 


duſt as well as 


POEM 8s. 275 


Could ſt thou find room for every crowded 
grace ? 
As if thy thrifty ſoul ſorcknew, 
Like a wiſe envoy, Heaven's intent, 
Soon to recal whom it had ſent, 
And all its taſk reſolv'd at once to do. 
Or wert thou but a traveller below, 
That kither did a while repair, 
Curious our cuſloms and our laws to know? 
And, fickening is our groſſer air, 
And tir'd of vain repeated fights, 
Our fooliſh cares, our falſe delights, 
Back to thy native ſcats would'ſt go? 


1 Gh ! fince to us thou wilt no more return, 


Permit thy friends, the faithful few 
Who beſt thy numerous virtues knew, 
1 hemſelves not thee to mourn. 
V. 
New, penſive Muſe, enlarge thy flight 1 
(By turns the penſive Muſes love 
The hilly heights and ſhady grove) 
P.chuld where, ſwelling to the ſight, 
Balls, a fair ſtru ure, graceful ſtands ! 
And from yon verdant riſing brow 
Sees Hertford s ancient town, and lands 
Where Nature's hand in flow mcanders leads 
The Lee's clear ſlream ita courſe to flow 
Ihrough flowery valcs, and moiſten d meads, 
And far around in beauteous pruſpects ſpreads 
Her map of plenty all below. 
"Twas hcre—and ſacred be the ſpot of earth ! 
Eliza's ſoul, born firſt above, 
De ſcended to an humbler birth, 
And with a mortal's frailtics ſtrove. 
So on ſome towering peak that meets the fy - 
When miſſi ve ſcraphs downward fly, 
They ftop. and for awhile alight, 
Fut off their rays celeſtial bright, 
Then take ſome nulder form familiar to our eye. 
VI. 
Swiſtly her ipſant virtues grew: 
Water d by Heaven's peculiar care, 
Her morning boom was doubly fair, 
Like ſummer s Cay-break, when we fee 
The freſh-dropp'd ſtores of roſy dew 
(Tranſparent beauties of the daun 
Sprzad o'er the g aſe their cobweb-lawn, 
Or hang moiſt pearls on every tree. 
Plcas d with the lovely fight awhile 
Her friends behold, and joyful ſmile, 
Nor think the ſun's exhaling ray 
Will ci.ange the ſcene «re noon of day, 
Dry up. the g iſtcru:y drops, and draw thoſe dews 
away. vn 


Yet firſt, to fill her orb of life, 
B.uhold, in cach relation dear. 
The prous ſaint, the duteous child appear, 
"The tender ſiſter and the faithful wife. 
Alas! but muſt one circlet of the year 
Unite 1@ blife, iu grief divide 
The deſim'd bride gromun ard the bride ? 
dtop, generon rourh the gath- ring tear, 


night, 


het as vou ria | (I.. 1. les or h. 4 
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Perhaps may ſtart,” and ſeem to ſay, 
hat ſhort liv'd year was but a day! 
Forbear—-ngr 
"1 hipk the was lent awhile. not given. 
(Such Wust: “ appointed will of Heas: n) 
Ther gr. call that year an age of virtuous 
JOY» 


AN 


ALLUSION 10 HORACE, 
BOOK I. ODE XXII. 
PRINTED AT THE BREAKING OUT OF THE 
REZELLION IN THE YEAR 1775. 


Tn man that loves his king and nation, 
l T And ſhuns each vile . 
That truſts his honeſt deeds i' th' light, 
Nor meets in dark cabals, by night, 
With ſools, who, after much debate, 
Get themſelves hang d, and ſave the ſtate, 
Needs not his hall with weapons ſtore ; 
Nor dreads each rapping at his door; 
Nor ſculks, in fear of being kuown, 

Or hides his guilt in parſon's gown ; 
Nor wants, to guard his generous heart, 
"The poniard or the poiſon'd dart; 

And but for ornament and pride. 

A {word of lath might croſs his fide. 


If o'er St. James's park he ſtray, 
He ſtops not. pauſing in his way ; 
Nor pulls his hat down o'er his face, 
Nor ſtarts, looks back and mcnds his pace; 
Or if he ramble to the Tower, 
+ He knows no crime, and dreads no power, 
But thence returning, free as wind, 
Smiles at the bors he left behind. 
11 bus, 23 U loitcr'd t' ether day. 
Humming—0O every month was May 
Ind, thoughticis how wy time I ſquander'd, 
From Whitchall, throagh the Cockpit wander'd. 
A mcſſengcr with ſurly eye 
View'd me quite round. and yet paſs'd by. 
No ſharper look or roughcr mien 
In Scottith highlands cer was ſeen ; 
Nor ale and brandy ever bred 
More pimpled cheeks, or noſe more red; 
Ind yet, wit both hands in my breaft. 
Carcicts 1 walk'd, nor ſnunn'd the beaſt. 


Place me among a hundred ſpies, 
Let all the room be ears and eyes ; 
Or ſcarch my pocket-books and papers, 
No word or line ſhall give me vapours. 
Send me to Whigs as true and hearty, 
As ever pity'd puor Macca:ty ; 

Let Townſhcud, Sunderland, be there, 
Or Robin Walpole in the chair : 
Or ſend me to a club of ! orics, 


That damn and curſe at Marlborough's glorics, 


Funleſs forrowir gs vor} cmpley, 


| 


| 


HUGCHES'S POEM $ 


And drink—but ſure none ſuch there are 
Ihe Devil, the Pope, and rebel Mar; 

Yet ſtill my loyulty I'll boaſt, 

King George ſhall ever be my toaſt ; 
Unbrib'd his glorious cauſe 1'l] own, 

And fearleſs ſcorn each traitor's frown. 


A 


F AG ME NI. 
(JI: ſaints, who ſhine in realms above, 
And tune your harps to ſing eternal 
ſhall my voice attain your — 


R 
ye 


When 
When ſhall my ſoul, from clouds of ſorrbw 
Hear your celeſtial ſong, and aid the harmony 


APOLLO ax» DAPHNE, 
A 
M AS Q U E. 
rr TO MUSIC BY DR, PEPUSCE. 
AND PERFORMED AT TUE 
THEATRE-RO YAL IN DRURY-LANE. 


* Protinus alter amat, fugit altera nomen amantic.” 
Ovid. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


APOLLO, Mas. MazGanTTaA. 
DAPHNE, Mas. Baan. 
PENEUS, Mz. Tuax EA. 
DORIS, Mas. W11.11s. 


SCENE, Tue VALLEY or TEMPE, 15 
THESSALY. 


The Firſt Scar is a River. 


Pros, @ River-Gol, appears on d bed of ruſoe, 
leaning en bis urn. He riſes and comes for wurd, bis 
head crowned with ruſbes and flowers, a reed in ti; 

PENEUS. 
OW long muſt Peneus chide in vain 
His daughter's coyneſs and diſdain ? 
Through Tempe's pleaſant vales and buwers 
As my full urp its current pours, 
In every plain, from every grove, 
I hear the ſighs of ſlighted love; 
And on my ruſhy banks the Sylvans cry 
Why ever crucl, Daphne, Why? 
But ſce ſhe comes, the beauteous caulc ; 
Daphne, my juſt commands attend, 
Hear me, thy father and thy friend, 
And yield at lak to Love and H 's laws. 
DAPHNE. 
O Peneus, urge this cruel ſuit no mere ; 
Have 1 not to Diana ſwore ? 
Bchold again to her I bow, 
Devoted ever to remain 
A virgin of her ſpotleſs train; 
Hear, Cynthia, and confirm my vow. 
How happy are we, 
How airy, how ſree, 
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That rove through the woods and the plains ! 
In vain the blind boy 
Out hearts would decoy, 
Ve ſcorn all his joys and his pains. 
PENEUS. 


Raſh maid, return 

What haſt thou ſworn ? 
With thee ſhall Peneus' race expire? 
Then hear once more thy flighted fire, 
And know, thy fatal vow draws down 
The curſe of Heaven, a father's frown, 
And ſure deſtruction waits thy ſcorn. 

Feeble Cupid ' vain deceiver ! 

What avails thy boaſted quiver ? 


| Where are all thy conquering arts? 


They that fly thee 
May defy thee ; 
They who {:ur thee, 
And revere thee, 
F'ver meet thy keeneſt darts. | 
{ Exit Peneus. 
SCENE change to a Foreſt. 
AroLLio entets with his bow and arrows, as hav- 
ing newly ſlain the PyTuoOx, 
APOLI ©. 
Tis done—the monſter Python, fain 
By Phocbus' ſhafts, lies breathleſs en the plain. 
Yet why wi h conqueſt am I thus adorn'sd ? 
Alas I feel a mortal's pain, 
Conquer d by Love, v hom onge ! ſcorn'd. 
© Daphne! till thy ſmiles 1 can obtain, 
No more theſe marks of triumph let me bear; 
But thus a ſhepherd's ſemblance wear, 
Till bleſt by thee I grow a god again. 
[Throwsaway his bow and arrows, and takes 
up a ſheep-hook. 


$ce—ſhe appears 3 how wondrous fair 

Hail, goddcis cf theſe verdant groves ! 
DAPHNE, 

What art thou, or from whence ? 


APOLLO. 
A ſwain that loves. 


DAPHNE 
Thy unavailing courtſhip ſpare. 
Doſt thou not daily hear the ſhepherds cry 
Why cver cruel, Daphne, why ? 
Go—with the reſt deſpair. 
APGLLO. 
No, let che reſt deſpair, while l 
D ih d, triumph in the joy, 
Fair blooming creature ! 
Each tender feature 
Speaks thee by nature 
For love deſigu d. 
Then ſmile conſenting, 
Loſt time repenting, 
Let ſoſt relenting 
Now ſhew thee kind. 
DAPHNE. 
Canſt thou the mountain tiger bind, 
Or ſtop the floods, or fix the wind ? 
De this=then Dap hug will perkap» bc Lind. 
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A POLIO. 
Ev'n tigers Love's ſoft laws obey ; 
Art thou more ſavage far than they ? 
Look all around thee, and above! | 
Love lights the ſkies, and paints the meads ; 
Its genial lame 2.» 
Through heav n. and earth, and ocean ſpreads ; 
Tlou art thyſelſ the happieſt child of Love, 
Do not thy birth diſclaim, 
DAPHNE. 
Though fair a« Phebus thou ſhould'ſt ſeem, 
And were thy words ſoft as his lyre, 
"They could not move me to deſiro; 
Wake, ſhepherd, from thy dre m. 


Ceaſe to ſooth thy ſruitleſs pain; 
Why for frowns wilt thou be wing ? 
Ceaſe to languiſh and complain. 

Tie to ſeek thy own undoing, 
Still to love, and love in vain. 
APOLLO. 
In her ſcſt checks and beauteous cyes, 
What new enchanting graces riſe! {Aſide, 
DUETTO for Arorzo and Daruxs. 
. ol. No more deny me, 
O ceaſ* to fly me 
Your faithſul ſwain. 
Darn. No longer try me, 
For ever fly me, 
Deſpairing ſwain. 
Arot. Yet hear me. 
Dae. Forbear mc. 
Aror. Let ſighs imploring, 
And looks adoring, 
Still ſpeak my pain. 
Daren. Your ſighs imploring, 
And looks adoring 
But move diſdain. [Exit Daphne. 
APOLLO. 
She's gone—nor knows from whom ſhe flies. 
Miſtaken coyneſs! ſalſe diſd uin 
Phœbus ſhe prais'd, but ſcorns the ſwain— 
Then, breaking from this dark diſ.;uiſe, 
When Phaoabus what he is ſhall ſcem, 
My glittering rays, and melting lyre, 
At laſt ſhall warm thee to delire, 
And wake thec, Daphne, from thy dream. 
Where Cupid's bow is failing, 
Ambition's charms prevailing 
Shall triumph o'er the fair. 
The nymp}: that Love defpilcs, 
Some ſecret paſlion prizes, 
That lilli forbids deſpair. [ Pxit Apolls- 
Inter DAPHNE and DORIS. 
D. PHNE. 
Doris, why this triding talc ? 
LORIS. 
That gool advice may once prevail , 
Suve 044c—120T all your lovers Juic. 
Alas! that !, poor I might gain 
What you cach day refuſe ! 
DAPHNE. 
"Take ail, and caſe me cf the pain. 
D29ORals. 
I wouit—but ah ! *twere now in vain, 


 VUihcu 1 was a miideu of twenty, 


278 


And my charms and my levers were plenty, | 
Ah! why did | ever ſay no? 
Now the ſwains, hough 1 court them, all fy me, 
I ſigh, but no lover comes nigh me ; | 
Ye virgins, he warn'd by my woc! 
Ah! why did I ever ſay no? 
DAPHNE. 
Poor Doris! dry thy weeping eyes ; 
Doſt thou repent thou once wert wife ? 
Tender hearts to every paſhon 
Still their freedom would betray, 
But how calm is inclination, 
When our reaſon bears the ſway ' 


Swains themſclves, while they purſue us, 
Often teach ns to deny. 
While we fly, they fondly woo us; 
If we grow to fond. th: y fly. 
DORIS. 
Yet might 1 ſee one courting ſwain, 
Thovgh but to light him once again '— 
But come—1 Il amorous thoughts give o'er. 
DAFHNE. 
*Tis well to leave them at threeſcore. 
Haſte then, and at th' appointed place, 
Sec if the nymphs expect me ſor the chace- 
[Fxit Dot s. 
[& ſymrbony of inſtruments is he ard, whilſt 
Apollo deſcends in the chariot of the fun; a 
crown of roys about his head, and his lyre in 
his hand. 
D PHNE. 
What ſounds celeſtial ſtrike my cat! 
Why does the golden ſource of light 
Pour out new day ?—how wondrous bright !- 
Some god deſcends to human ſight, 
m chazm'd, yet aw'd with fear. 
APOLLO. 
Daphne, on Thebus fix thy eye, 
With meaner ſhapes deceir'd no more 
K now, I thy beautcous form adore : 
Wilt thou a god, a god that loves thee, fly? 


[Apollo ſtrikes his lyre, and Daphne turns back 


as ſurpriſcd at the ſound. 


Faireſt mortal! ſtay and hear, 
Turn thee, leave thy trembling ſear? 
Cannot Love and Muſic join'd 
Touch thy unrelenting mind ? 
Faireſt mortal! ſtay and hear, 
Turn thee, Icave thy trembling fear. 


Hark how the river-ſhores prolong 
My ſoft complaints, and murmur to my ſeng ! 
Thy fath-r Peneus feels my pain; 
See! how his ofiers gently bow, 
And ſeem my ſecret ſoul to know — 


Darn. [aſde.] Alas! my raſh, my ſatal vow ! 
Apor Wilt thou alone vunmev'd remain? 


[ As Dazhnc is going out, ſhe ſtops, and ſings 


the fullowing air. 
DAPHNE. 
Shall Ireturn—or no? 
Chrrms yet unknown ſurround me; 


| 


1 


| 


| 
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Arot. O do not 
Daren, Doſt hou not know, 


Avort. Thy ſcorn forbear — 
Darn. 1 muſt not hear; 
Aro. O ſtay and hear; 
Darn. Thy love 
Arol. Thy niche Yn 


AA 


A 


; 
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No more alarm my breaſt. 
1hon let me haſte to go 
Ah no, my heart rephes 
In tender heaving ſigh 
Ye powers reſtore my reſt. 


I'm of Diana's train? 
Thy love ſoarbear— 


[Exit Daphne purſued by Apel. 
SCENE changes to the River. 


Re- enter Daruvr, looking back as affri 
DAPHNE. — 
purſuer comes O where 
Shall 1 eſcape his piercing ſight, 
Where hide me from the God of Light? 
Ah ! 'tis in vain—he's here. | 
[Darum runs to the fide of the river, and f 
as ſhe ſings the following air is traty; 
formed into a laurel-tree. 
Father Penevs, hear me, aid me, 
Let ſome ſudden change invade me, 
Fix me 100ted on thy ſhore. 
Ceaſe, Apollo, to perſuade me, 
I am Daphne now no more.— | 


[AroLLo enters at the latter end of the 
air, and is met by Peneus. 
APOLLO. 
O fatal flight —0 curſt diſdain ! 
o Peneus, how ſhall we our loſs deplore ?. 
But ſee ! : 
The trembling branches yet her ſhape retais| 
Though Daphne lives a nymph no more, 
She liv. s, fair verdant plant, in thee; 
Henceforth be thou Apollo's tree, 5 
And bear what honours to thy leaves remain. 
No thunder e' er ſhall blaſt thy boughs, 
Preſerv'd to grace Apollo's brows, 
Kings, victors, poets, to adorn ; 
Oft in Britannia's iſle thy proſperous green 
Shall on the heads of her great chiefs be ſeen, 
And by a Naſſau, and a George, be worn. 


PENEUS. 


Still Peneus, with a father's care, 

Shall feed thee ſrom his flowing urn 

With verdure ever freſh and fair, 

Nor this thy deſtin'd change ſhail mourn- 

4 CHORUS, or Duette of Apollo and Peng. 
Nature alone can love inſpire, 

Art is vain to move 


If nature once the fair incline, 
To their own paſſion they reſign. 


Yer, Lore, thou ne cr ſhal: wound me, 


Nature alone can love inſpire, 
| Art is vain to move deſire. 


Wow 
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AN ODE Fort THE 
BIRTH-DAY OF HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 
AE | 
PRINCESS or WALES, 
g. DAV.D's DAY, THE FIRST OF MARCH, 
1715-16, 
Firſt Voice, FAME. 
Second Voice, CAMBRIA, or the Pracipatity 
of WALES. 


BOTH VOICES, with a Trumpet. 


joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day 
To ON oo ery 
Riſe, goddeſs of immortal fame, 
— thy trumpet s ſwelling ſound, 
To all Britannia's realms 


double feſtival laim. 
_ FAME. 
The ſs of immortal ſame 


Shall, with hcr trumpet s ſwelling ſound, 


To all Britannia's realms acound, | 


le feſtival laim. 
The dente "BOTH \ OICES. 
O'er Cambria's diſtant hills let the loud note re- 
bound ! 
Each Britiſh ſoul be rais'd, and every eye be gay ! 
To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day. | 
FAME. 
Hail, Cam ria! long to Fame well known ! 
Thy patron-ſaint ſmiling down, 
Well d to ſee 
This day, prolific of renown, 
Increas'd in honours to himſelf, and thee ; 
See Carolina's natal ſtar ariſe, 
And with new beams adorn thy azure ſkies ! 
Though on her virtues 1 ſhould ever dwell, 
Fame cannot all her numerous virtues tell. 
Bright in herſelf, and in her offspring bright, 
On Britain's throne ſhe caſts diffuſive light ; 
Detraction from her preſence flies; 
And, while promiſcuous crowds in rapture 0 
Ev'n tongues diſloyal learn her praiſe, 18 
And murmuring Envy ſecs her ſmile, and dies. 


Happy morn ! ſuch gifts beſtowing ! 
Britain's joys from thee are flowing ; 
Ever — icious ſhine 
Happy iſle! ſuch gifts pc ſſeſſing 
Britain, ever own the bleſſing 
Carolina's charms are thine. 
CAMBRIA. 
Nor yet, O Fame, doſt thou diſplay 
All the triumphs of this day ; 
More wonders yet ariſe to fight ; 
See ! o'er theſe rites what mighty power preſides ; 
Behold, to thee his early ſteps he guidcs; 
What noble ardour does his ſoul excite! 
Henceforth, when to the liſtening univerſe 
number'ſ| o'er my princes of renown, 
The ſecond hope of Britain's crown, 
When my great Edward's deeds thou ſhalt re- 
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And tell of Creſſy's well-fought plain, 
Thy golden trumpet ſound again 

The brave Auguſtus ſhall renew thy ſtrain, 

And Oudeuarda s fight namor:alize the veric. 

AIR, with a Harp. 
Heavenly Muſes! tune your lyres, 
Far reſounding ; 
Grace the hcro's glorious name. 
See! the ſong new life inſpires ! 
Every breaſt with joy abounding, 
Scems to ſhare the hero's flune. 
F.\ME. 
O thou. with every virt e crown'd, 
Britannia's father, and her king renown d! 
Thus in thy offspring greatly bleſt, 
While through th' extended royal line 
Thou ſceſt thy propagated luſtre ſhine, 
What ſecret raptures fill thy breaſt ! 
So ſmiles Apollo, doubly gay, 
When in the diamond, with ſull blaze, 
He views his own paternal rays, 
And all his bright reflected day. 
| CAMBRIA. 
Hail ſource of bleſſings to our iſle! 
While gloomy clouds ſhall take their fight, 
Shot through by thy vi torious light, 
Propitious ever on thy Britons ſmile ! 
BOTH VOICES. 
To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day. 
CAMBRIA. | 
Riſe, goddeſs of immortal fame, 
And with thy trumpet's ſwelling ſound, 
To all Britannia's realms around, 
1 he double feſtival proclaim. 
FAME. 
The goddeſs of immortal ſame 
Shall, with her trumpet's ſwelling ſound, 
To all Britannia's realms around, 
The double feſtival proclaim. 
BOTH VOICES. 

O'cr Cambria's diſtant hills 1:t che loud not.s re: 

bound ! 

Fach Britiſh ſoul be rais d. and every eye be gay; 

To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day. 


. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURAEZLE 


LORD CHANCELLOR COW?LR, 
ANNO MDCCIVII. 


IN ALLUSIQN TO HORACE, LIB. n. 021: 


XX. 


I. 


'M rais'd, tranſported, chang'd all o'c: ! 
Prepar'd, a towering ſwan, to ſoar 

Aloft ; ſec, ſec the down ariſe, 

And clothe my back, and plume my thighs ! 

My wings ſhoot forth; now will I try 

New tracks, aud boldly mouut the ſky ; 

Nor Envy, nor Ill- fortune s ſpite, 


Shel! top my courſe, or damp my fligl:, 
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'L, 

Shall 1, cbicure or difefteem'd 
Of vulpor rank Lenceforth be deem'd? 
Or vainly toi my name to fave 
From dark oblivion and the grave ? 
No—He an u-ver wholly dic, 
Secu c of im mortality, 
Whom Britain's Cowper cundeſcends 
Yo own, an! numbers wich his fricnds, 

ul. 
"Tis donc] ſcorn mean honours now 
No common wreaths ſhall bind my brow. 
Whether the Muſe vouchſaſet” inſpire 
My breaſt with the celeſtial fire; 
Whether my verſe be fill'd with flame, 
Or I delerve a Poet's name, 
Let Fame be ſilent; only tell 
That gcntrous Cooper loves me well. 


IV. 
Through Britain's realms I ſhall be known 
By Cowper's merit, not my own. 
And when the tomb my duſt ſhall hide, 
Stripp'd of a mortal s little pride, 
Vain pomp be ſpar d, and every tear; 
Let but ſome ſtone this ſculptu c bear 
Here lies his clay to earth conſign d, 
* lo whom great Cowper once was kind.“ 


WHAT 1S MAN. 


SON of man! O creature of a day 
Proud of vain wiſdom, with falſe grcatncſs 


' 

Heir of thy father's vice, to whoſe bad ſtore 

Thy guilty days are ſpent in adding more; 

Thou propagated folly !—What in thee 

Could Heaven's Supreme, could perfect William 
ſce, 

To fix one glance of his regarding eye ? 

V hy art thou choſe the ſavourite of the {ky ? 

Whilc angels wonder at the mercy known, 

And ſcarce the wretch himſclt the debt immenſe 


will own ! 
W323 K-44 
DANS SA 1. FPISTRE AU ROY. 


OURQUOI1 ces clephans, ces armes, ce 
bagage, 

t ces vaiſſeaux tout preſts à quitter le rivage ? 

Diſoit au roi Pyrrhus, un ſage confident, 

Conſciller tres-ſenſe d'un roi tres imprudent. 

Je vais. lui dit ce prince, a Rome ol on m apelle. 

Quoi faire? Paſſieger. L'cutrepriſe eſt ſort belle, 

Et digne ſculement d' Alexandre ou de vous, 

Mais quand — aurons priſe, & bien que fcrons- 
nous 

Du reſte des Latins la conqueſte eſt facile. 

Sans doute, ils font a nous: eft-ce tout? La Si- 
cile 


Dela nous tend les bras. & bien-toſt ſans eſſort 
Syracuſe recoit nos vaiſſcaux dans ſon port 
Ln demeures-vous lad? D&s que nous Vaurons 


8 


| 
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[1 ne fant qu'un bon vent & Carthage eſt on. 
qui e 7 

Les chemins ſont ouverts: qui peut nous arreſter 

Je vous enteuds, ſeigucur, nous allons tout 
dompter : 

Nous allons traverſer les ſables de Lybie ; 

ſſervir en paſſant l gypte, VArabie ; 

Courir dela le Gange en de nouveaux pais ; 

Faire trembler le Scythe aux bords du Tanais; 

Et ranger ſous nos loix tout ce vaſte Hemi phert; 

Mais de retour cnfin, que pretendez-vous faire ? 

Alors, che. Cineas, victo ricux. contens, 


Nous pourrens rire à laiſe, & prendre du bot 


temps. 
HE, ſeigneur, dss ce jour, ſans ſortir de J“. pi 
Du matin juſqu' au ſoir qui vous dẽſend de rire? 


—rörE7ñü . ——— 


FROM B O II. E AU. 


1% uIs FIRST EPISTLE TO LUVIS w. 


WE! mean theſc clephants, arms, warlil: 


ſtore, 
And all theſe ſhips prepar'd to leave the ſhore ! 
Thus « yneas, faithſul old, expericnc'd, wiſe. 
Addreſs'd king Pyrrhus thus the king replies 
"Tis glory ca l us hence; to Rome we go. 
For what ?—To conquer — ome's a noble foe, 
A prize for Alexander fit, or you; 
But Remc reduc d, what next, Sir, will you do? 
The reſt of Italy my chains ſhall wear. 
And is chat all? — No, Sicily lies near; 
Sec how ſhe ſtretches out her beauteous arms, 
And tempts the victor with ung uarded charns ! 
In Syracuſa's port this fleet ſhall ride 
Tis well—and there you will at laſt abide ?— 
No ; that ſubducd, again we'll hoiſt our ſails, 
And put to ſea; ard, blow but proſperous gals, 
Carthage muſt ſoon be ours, an eaſy prey. 
Ti e paſſage open: what obſtruQs our way 
Then, Sir, your vaſt deſign I underſtand, 
To conquer all the earth, croſs ſcas and land, 
O er Aſric's ſpacious wilds your reign extend, 
Beneath your ſword make proud Arabia bend; 
Then ſeck remoter worlds, where Ga: ges por 
His ſwelling ſtream ; beyond Hydaſpcs' ſhores, 
Through Indian realms to carry dirc alarms, 
And make the hardy Scythian dread your am 
But ſay—this wondrous race of glory run, 
When we return, ſay what ſhall then be done! 
Then pleas'd, my friend, we'll ſpend the joy 


da 


y / | 
In full delight, and laugh our cares away. 


And why not now ? Alas! Sir, need we 10am 
For this ſo far, or quit our native home ? 
No—lct us now cach valued hour empioy» 
Nor for the ſuture loſe the preſcꝶt joy- 
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AN IMAGE OF PLEASURE 
IN IMITATION er 
AN ODE IN CASIMIRE. 


Iyre! 
thee high, 


I. 
OLACE of life. my ſweet companion 
On this fair poplar bough III hang 


u CUCUESS POEM $. 


Vlat- the gay ſieids all ſoſt delig hts infpue, 
Aud not one cloud deforms the fuiling ſky. 
11. 

While whiſpering gales, that court the leavts and 
flowers, 

Play through the ftrings, and gently make them 
ſound, 

Luxurious 1'!] diſſolve the Noawing hours 

In baiory Numbers on the carpet ground. 


111. 
But ſce— hat ſudden gloom obſcures the air! 
What falling ſhowers impetuous change the day! 
Let's rife, my lyre—Ah Pleaſure falſe as fair ! 
How faithleſs are thy charms, how ſhert thy ſtay ! 


AN 
Oo. 2.2 


IN TUB 
PAREKE © ASTRA 


T. 
Muſes, that frequent theſe walks and 
ſhades. 
The ſeat of calm repoſe, 
Which Howard's happy genius choſe ; 
Where, taught by you, his lyre he ſtrung, 
And oft, like Philomel, in duſky ſhades, 
Sweet amorous voluntaries ſung ! 
O ſay, ye kind inſpiring powers 
With what melodious train 
Will you indulge my penſive vein, 
And charm my ſolitary hours ? 
i 


Begin, and Echo ſhall the ſong repeat ; 
While, ſkreen'd from Auguſt's feveriſh heat, 
Beneath this ſpreading elm I lie, 
And view the 4 — harveſt far around, 
1he nei ring fields with plenty crown'd, 
And over a fair i nclou ed ſky. 
The wood, the park's romantic ſcenc, 
The deer. that innocent and gay 
On the ſoft turf's perpetual green 
Paſs all their lives in love and play, 
Are various objects of delight, 
"That ſport with fancy, and invite 
Your aid, the plezſure to complete; 
i Echo ſhall the ſong repeat. 


111. 

Hark !—the kind inſpiring powers 

Anſwer from their ſecret bowers, 
Propitious to my call 

They join their choral voices all, 

Ts charm my ſolitary hours. 

Liſten, they cry, thou penſive ſwain ! 

Though much the tuneſul ſiſters love 

The fields, the park, the ſhady grove ; 

he fields, and park, and ſhady grove, 

The tuneful ſiſters now diſdain, 


a chooſe to ſooch thee with a ſweeter fira'n ; 


* 


| 


| 
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Molinda's praiſes ſhall our ii employ, 
Molinda, Nature's pride, and every Muſc's 
you: 


Jo: 
The aſc RY at her birth, 
When, firſt deſcending from her pirent ſkies, 
This ftar of beauty ſhot to earth; 
Love ſaw the fires that darted from her eyes, 


He ſaw, and ſmil'd—the winged boy 
Gave early omens of her conquering fame, 
And to her mother liſp d her name, 
Molinda !— Nature's pride, and every Muſe's joy. 
IV. 


Say, beauteous Afled ! has thy honour d ſhade 

Ever receiv'd that lovely maid ? 

Ye nymphs and ſylvan deities, confeſs 
That ſhining feſtal day of happineſs ! 
For if the lovely maid was here, 
April himſelf. though in ſo fair a dreſs 
He clothe the meads, though his delicious 
ſhowers, 
Awake the bloſſoms and the breathing flowers, 

And new- create the fragrant year; 

April himſelf, or brighter May, 

Aſſiſted by. the god of day, 

Never made your grove ſo gay, 

Or half ſo full of charms appear. 

Vs 
Wha'ever rural ſcat we now doth 

And ſhines a goddeſs of the plains, 
Imperial Love new triumphs there ordains, 

Removes with her from place to place, 

With her he keeps his court, and where ſhe lives 
he reigns. 

A thouſand bright attendants more 

Her glorious equipage compoſe : 

The circling Pleaſure ever flows : 
Friendſhip, and Arts. a well- ſelected tore, 
Good-bumour, Wit. and Muſic's ſoft delight, 

The ſhorten'd minutes there beguile, 

And ſparkling Mirth, that never looks ſo 
bright. 

As when it lightens in Molinda's ſmilc, 


VI 


Thither, ye guardian powers {if ſuch there are, 
Deputed from the ſky 
To watch o'er human-kind with friendly care), 
Thither, ye gentle ſpirits, fly 
If goodneſs like your own can move 
Your conſtant zeal, your tendereſt love, 
For ever wait on this accompliſh'd fair 
Shie 1d her from every ruder breath of aur, 
Nor let invading ſickneſs come 
To blaſt thoſe beauties in their bloom. 
May no miſguided choice, no hapleſs doom. 
Diſturb the heaven of her fair liſe 
With clouds of grief, or ſhowers of melting tcars ; 
Let harſh unkindnefs, and ungenerous ſtrite, 
Repining diſcontent. and boding ſcars, 
With every ſhape of woe, be driven away, 
Like ghoſts prohibired the day. 
Let Peace o' er her his dovelike wings diſplay, 
And ſmiling joys crown all her bliſsful rare + 
| O © | | 
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T6 | 
Ha. CONSTANTINE, 
on n1s | 
PAINTING Ss. 
W LE er the clcth thy happy pencil ſtrays, 
nd the pleas d eye its artful co.uſc ſut- 
veys, 
Rchold the magick power of ſhade and light ! 
A new creation opens to our fight. 
Here tuſted groves tiſc boldly to the ſky, 
here ſpacious lawns more diſtant charm the eye; 
The cryſtal lakes in borrow'd tinctures ſhine, 
And miſty lills the fair horizon join, 
Loſt in the azure borders of the day, 
Like ſounds remote that die in air away, | 
The peOpl-d profpe various pleafure yields, 
Sheep grace the hill, and herds or ſwains the 


ficlds ; 


Harmo ious order o'er the whole 28 : 
gang crowns the work, which Judgment 
Buides. 


No- with Iz ſkill Ciſplay*d by thee appear 
The different products of the fertile year; 
While fruits with imitated ri glow, 
And ſudden flowers beneath thy pencil blow. 
Such, and ſo various, thy extenſive hand, 
Oſt in ſuſpenſe the pleas'd ſpeAators ſtand, 
Poubtful to chooſe, end fearing ſtill to err, 
When to thyſelf they would thyſelf prefer. 
So when the rivalgods at Athens ſtrove, 
Ry wondrous works, their power divine to prove, 
-\s Neptune's trident ſhook the teeming earth, 
Here the proud horſe upſtarted to his birth ; 
And there, as Pallas bieſs'd the fruirful ſcere, 
he ſpreading ollive rear'd its ſtately green; 
ln dumb ſurpriſe the gazing crowds were loſt, 
Nor knew on which to fix theit wonder moſt. 


| _ og 


70 | 
VR ANTI, 
| ON HER 
ARRIVAL ar JAMAICA. 
od yi. laing waves the veſſel ſwiftly 
lies, 
That bears Vrania from our eager eyes; 
Deaf to our ca'l, the billows waft her o'er, 
With ſpeed obſcquious to a diſtant ſhore ; 
A prize more rich than Spain's whole fleets could 
boat | | 

From ſam d Peru, or Chili's golden coaſt ! 
"There the glad native+, on the c. owded ſtrand, 
With wonder ſce the matchleſs ſtranger land; 
Trauſplanted glorics in her features ſmile, 
And a acw dawn of beauty gilds their iſle. 


So from the ſca when Venus roſe ſerene, | 
And by the rymphs and tritous firſt was ſeen, | 


The waters world beheld, with pleas'd ſurpriſe, 
p<! its wide waſte Kew tracks of light arije; 


— 
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The winds were huſh d the fluods ſorgot to move, 
And nature own'd th auſpicious Queen of Love, 


Henceforth no more the Cyprian iſle be nam'd, 
ns Oo abode of that bright goddeſs 
| ymaica's happier gro es, conceal'd ſo long 
Through ages paſt, are now the sſong. 

The Graces there, and Virtues fix their throne ; 
Uran'a makes th' adopted land her own. 


a OO in thought tranſported, 


The opening ſcene, the l loomy plants and 
By brighter ſkies rais d to a nobler birth, 
And fruits deny'd to Europe's colder earth. 
At her approath, like courtiers doubly gay 
To grace the pomp of ſome lov'd prince's day, 
The gladden'd ſoil in all itsplenty ſhines, 

New ſpreads its branching palms, and new adorns 


its pines ; 
With gifts prepares the ſhining gueſt to meet, 
pours its verdant offcrings at | er feet. 
As in the fields with pleaſure ſhe appears, 
Smiles on the labourers, and their labour cheers, 
The luſcious canes with ſweeter juices flow, 
Ihe melons ripen, and the citrons blow, 
1he goldeti orange takes a richer dye, 
And flaves forget their toil, while ſhe is by. 
Not Ceres ſelf mort bleſſings could diſplay, 
When through the carth ſh. took her wandering 
way, 


| Far from her native coaft, and all around 


Diffus'd ripe harveſts through the teeming ground. 
Mean while our drooping vales deſerted mourt, 
Till happy years bring on her wiſh'd return; 
New honours then, Urania, ſhall be thine, 
And Britain ſhall again the worl i outſhine. 
So when of late our ſun was veil'd from fight 
In dark eclipſe, and loſt in ſudden night, 
A ſhivering cold each heart with horror thrill'd, 
1] he birds forſook the ſkies, the herds the field; 
But when the conquering orb, with one bright 


ray, 
Broke through the gloom, and reinthron d the 
day 
1 heherds reviv'd, the birds renew'dtheir krains, 
Unuſuel tranſports rais'd the cheerſul ſwains, 
And joy returning echo'd through the plains. 


ru FOLLOWING 
SUPPLEMENT axyv CONCLUSION 
10 
Mr. MILTON's incomparable Poem, ertitled 
IL PEersEROs0, or Tus Pexgive Max, 
was allo writ by Mr. Hughes. 
It ſeems neceſſary to quore the eight foregoing 
lines for the right underſtandiug of it. 
AND may at laſt my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
* The hairy gown aud muffy cell, 
* Where 1 may fit, and rightly ipell 


r 


, 


— 
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Olf cvery lar that Heaven dozk ſhew, | 
And every herb that ſips the dew ; 
Till old expe. i-nce do attain ? 

© To ſomething like prophetic ſtrain.” 
There let Time's creeping winte. ſhed 
His hoary ſnow around my head; 

And while I fecl, by faſt degrees, | 
My fluggard blood wax chill, and freeze, 
Let thought unveil to my fixt eye 

The ſcenes of deep eteruity, 

Till life diſſolving at the view, 

1 wake, and find thoſe viſtors true 


TEE 
HUE AND CRY. 


YES !—Hear, all ye beaux and wits, 
Mulicians, poets, ſquires, and cits, 

All, who in town or country dwell ! 
Cay, can you tale or tidings tell 
Of Tortorella's haſty flight ? 
Why in new groves ſhe takes delight, 
And if in concert, or alone, 
Ihe cooing murmurer makes her moan ? 

Now learn the marks, by which you may 
Trace out and ſiop the lovely Rray ! 

Some wit, more folly, and no care, 
Thoughtleſs hez conduct. free her air; 

Gay, ſcornful, ſober, indiſcrect, ; 
In whom all contraditions mect ; | 
Civil, affrontiag, peeviſh, eaſy. 
Form d both to charm you and diſpleaſe you ; 
Much want of judgment, ncne of pride, 
Modiſh her dreſs, her hoop full wide; 

wn ſkin, her eyes of fable ke, 

gel, when pleas'd, when vex'd, a ſhrew. 

Genteel her motion, when ſhe walks, 
Sweetly ſhe ſings, and loudly talks; 

Knows all the world, and its affairs, 

Who goes to court, to plays, to prayers, 
Who keeps, who marrics, faiis, or thrives, 
Leads honeſt, or diſhoneſt, lives; 

What money match d each youth or maid, 
And who was at each maſquerzde , 

Of all fine things in this fine town, 

She's only to herſelf unknown. 

By this deſcription, if you meet her, 
With lowly bows, and homage greet her ; 
And if you bring the vagrant beauty 
Back to her mother and her duty, 

Aſc for reward a lover's bliſs, 

And (if ſhe'll let you) take a kiſs ; 

Or more, if more you wiſh and may, 

Try if at church the words ſhe'll ſay, | 
Then mal © her, if you can—* ober. 


— — — —— 


Tir 


PATRIOT. 


ro TEE AIGHT HONOURANT.E 
WILLIAM LORD COWPER, a 


LORD HIGH cuaxNckltox OF GREAT ERITAIN. 


Hs W gollike is he man, how truly great, 
Who, midſt cent-ndive feet ons of the 
Nate, ; 
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ln council cool, in ref@lution bold, 
Nor brib'd by hopes, nor by mtan ſcars contrul'd, 
And proof alike againft both foes and friends, 
Ne'er from the golden mean of virtue bends ! 
But wiſcly fix d nor to extremes iuclin'd. 
Maintains the ſteady purpoſe of his mind. 

So Atlus, pois'd on his broad baſe, defies 
The ſhock of gathering Rorms and wintry ſxies; 
Above the clouds, ſerene, he liſts his brow, 
And ſees unmov'd the thunder break below. 

But here's the patriot, by cheſe virtues known, 
Uauſway'd by others paſſions, or his own ? 
Juſt te his prince, and to the public true, 
That ſhuns, in al events. each ial view ? 
That ne er forgets the whole of chings to weigh, 
And ſcurns the ſhort-liv'd wiſdom of a day? 

there be one — hold Muſe, ror more rcveal— 
' Yet oh that num ers could his name conceal !'} 
Thiicc happy Britain, of ſuch wealth poſletl ! 
On thy firm throne, great George, unthaken reſt, 
Safe iu his judgment, on his faith ry, 
And prize the worth which kingdoms, cannot 

bu”. 

Rich in itſelſ, the genuine diamond ſhines, 
And owes its value to its native mines; 
Yet ſct in Britain's crown. drinks ampler rays 
Of the ſun's light, aud caſts a wider blaze. 
With pleaſure we the well-plac'd gem behold, 
That adds a luſtre to the royal goid. 

Jau. 25, 1717-18. 


TUE SECOND SCENE OF THE F14ST ACT or 
ORESTES. 


A TRAGEDY. 


TRAN*LATED FROM EUKTPIDES. 

AzcumenT — Oreſtes had killed his mother Cly- 
temneſtra, in revenge of iis father's death, 
who was murdered by her. This part of the 
ſtory is the ſubject of the Electra of Sophocles, 
where, in the concluſion of the play, ( lytem- 
neſtra is herd behind the ſcene crying out in 
vain for mercy, while her ſon is executing his 
revenge. Perhaps this play was written firſt ; 
and Euripides took up the flory where the 
other left vo. The reflection on his guilt 
purting his mother to death, though a crimi- 
nal, with his own hands, filled Oreſtes's mind 
with ſo much horror as afterwards cauſed his 
diſtraction. In this condition he is repreſent- 
ed in the following ſcene, lying on a couch, 
and his ſiſter Electra, with a chorus of Gro 
cian women, waiting near him. 

| ſhall detain the reader no longer than to ob- 
ſerve, that the tenderneſs of Electra, and the 
alternate ftart» and returns ol madneſs and rea- 
ſon in Oreſtes, are tonched with the moſt ex- 
quifite ſtrokes of nature and paſſion. 


CHORUS, ORESTES, ELECTRA. 
CUORKNS, 
RAW near, Electra, to thy Hrother's couch; 
See if he breathes; this long-protraccd r-{t 
Nase diu t-zth, an! lataily decuiveth.g. * 


a 
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ORFSTES, waking. 
O ſweet refreſhing ſleep! thou balmy cure 
Of ſickneſs and of pain 
How has thy gentle power at length reliev'd me? 
O ſoft oblivion of ſurrounding ills, 
How grateful to th* afflicted are thy charms ' 
Where am I ?—ſpcak—inform me, tell me 
where. 
How came I hither? for | know not how! 
Alas ! I've lately been bereſt of reaſon 
And now no track of former tought remains. 
ELECTRA. 
O my much-lov'd Orcſtes O my brother 
Wich joy 1 ve watch'd o'er thy late healing flum- 
bers 


Come—ſhall 1 help to raiſc thee from thy couch? 
ORESTES. 
Soft, 1 pray thee—firit wipe away theſe drops, 
That fit all dewy o'cr my face. 
ELECTRA. 
Ye gods ! 


How pleaſant is this taſk to a ſiſter's love ! 


That ſhade my fight ; I ſcarcely yet can ſee— 
ELECTRA. 
O my poor brother ! how has ſickneſs chang'd 
thee ! 
Thy m_—_ beard, ſo long unwaſh'd, deform 


And ſpread an unknown horror o'er thy mien. 
ORESTES. 

I'm weary ; lead me to my couch again. 
When my fit leaves me 1 am weak and faint, 
Anda cold trembling runs through all my limbs. 

ELECTRA. 
How friendly is the fick man's bed ; though 


pain 
Dell there, yet there he beſt may bear it. 
ORESTES. 


O! help once more; and gently bend me f 


ward. 
CHORUS. 
The fick arc cver reſtleſs ; 
Uneaſineſs and pain make them impatient. 
ELECTRA. 
Wilt thou get up, and try again to walk? 
Change will perhazs relieve thee. 
ORESTES. 
1 fain would walk—and, ſeeming well awhile, 
Delude my anxious thoughts, 
ELECTRA. 
Now hear me, brother ; 
Hear me, while yet the cruel furies leave thee 
This pauſe from grief. this interval of reaſon. 
ORESTES, 
Speak quick thy news—if it be good, tis wel- 
come ; 


II i!}—1've load enough; nor add thou more. 
ELECIRA. 


Then know thy uncle Mentlaus comes ; 
Ii ſhip is in the port 


HU GHES 5 


| 


P O IT M $. 


| ORESTLES. 


| What doſt thou ſay ?— 
He comes, like dawning light, to cheer our prick, 
And chaſe away the blackneſs of deſpair ; 
My father's brother, and hi» beſt - lov d friend 1 
ELECTRA. 
He's now arriv'd—and brings from conquer d 
Troy 
| His beauteous Helen 
ORESTES. 
Say ſt thou? better ſat 
He came alone —and he alone ſurviving; 
But if with Helen — then he brings a curſe, 
A heavy curie— 
ELECTRA. 
The race of Tyndarus 


Have through all Greece ſpread infamy and 


ORESTES. 
Beware then—ſhun the deeds of impious wo- 


men. 
Wear no falſe face—be good, as well as ſeem ſo— 
Beware 1 ſay 
: ELECTRA. 
Alas : what means my brother? you ure 


chang ** 
Your tart i eyes look fiercely wild— 
Your fit returas—O Heavens | he's loſt again. 
ORESTES. 
Mother, —_ ! What ! no forgiveneſ— 
never 
O ! take away thoſe furies—how they ſhake 
Their ſnaky locks, and grin around me! 
ELECTRA. 
—_—_ wretch ; tis thy own fear alarws 


Compoſe thyſelf : why doſt thou leave thy 
couch ? 


Here are no fiends ; thou talk'ſt to ſhapeleſs air. 
ORESTES. 
9 me, Phebus—Sce thoſc dogs of 
ec 


With famiſh'd jaws horrid to devour me! 
Th' infernal prieſteflcs look fiercely on me; 


| 


N for blood, and I'm the deſtin'd vic 
tim ! 


ELECTRA. 
Nay, ſtrive not—for I will not let thee go, 
While theſe weak arms can fold thee— 
ORESTES. 
W hat art thou ? 
One 2 curſt tormentors? Hence] know 


Thou graſp'ſt me thus to plunge me down to 


ELECTRA. 
Oh! whence can wretched mortals hope ſor 
ſuccour 


, 

When Heaven is dea', and all the gods our focs. 
ORESTES. 

Reach me the weapons of the ſhooting god, 


| Apollo's gift, the ſhafts and horny bow; 


With theſe he bad mc drive the Scads away, 


When cruel, they attack me 
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ELECTRA. 


Can they ſeel ? 
Can deathlefs beings feel a mortal wound? 


ORESTES. 
They fhall—or leave my tortur'd ſight — be- 
hold 
Doſt thou not ſce their ſcather d ſhaſts fly round 
me ? 
Begone, ye miniſters of wrath —Away ! away! 
2 mine; hence, through the Yield- 
i ies, 
Fly bein to heaven—and charge Apollo there, 
Whoſe oracle betray'd me— Ah l faint ; 
My ſpirits fink—Where am now? Alas! 
How have 1 left my bed? how ſtray d 1 hither ? 
O—1 perceive—once more the raging waves 
Have fpent their force—and all is calm again— 
My fiſter ? weeping too ? Why doſt thou turn 
Thy face away, thus muffled in thy garment ? 
I gricve to think what I have made thee ſuffer ; 
1 know my fickneſs bears too hard upon thee ; 
Yet weep not for my crimes, unhappy maid ! 
The deed was mine Thou only didſt conſent : 
'Twas I that New my mother —Phebus himſcif 
Adviſ'd that impious at—the guilt be his, 
Whoſe words ſpoke comfort, but who now for- 
ſakes me. 
But oh Electra, had our father's ſhade 
Been preſent then—had 1, beſore the god, 
Alk'd his conſent, to ſtrike the mur dereſs dead, 
The pitying manes ſure had ſtopp'd my hand, 
Nor would have wiſh'd for his own life again, 
Red em' d by guilt, ſo horrid in a ſon, 
Now wipe away thy tcars, lamenting maid ; 
Though we're both wretched, tears are ſhed in 
vain; 
And when thou ſecſt again my faltering reaſon, 
Be ready thou to rule my broken ſenſe, 
And comfort my affliction— And when thou 
Shalt fink beneath thy prefſing woes, I'll ftrive 
By ſoothing words to mitigare thy ſorrows. 
Such offices become our fond aſſection. 
But now, retiring to thy own apartment, 
Let gentle lumber cloſe thy wakeful eyes ; 
Then riſe refreſh'd ; anoint thy wearied limbs, 
And with due nouriſhment recruit thy ſpirits. 
Such ceaſclcis watchings will exhauſt thy ſtrength, 
And make thy languid life a burden to thec. 
11 ou ſceſt all other friends are fled, thou art 
M. o iy ſolace in this dire affliction. ä 
ducuid' chou forſake me too, I'm loſt ind:ed. 


ELECTRA. 


Ono thy ſiſter never will ſorſake thee ; 
Nu ouly will | live, but die, with thee ; 
What joy could life afford a wretched woman 
Bel ci: of iathcr, brother, every friend ? 

But if you ſo command, I will retire ; 
In the meanwhile compoſc thyſelf to reſt, 
Reclin'd upon thy couch ; nor let vain terrors 
Rouſe thee again— Thy own upbraiding conſci- 


elice 


ls the revengeful end that haunts thy breaſt ! 


| 


| 
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ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF THE RIGHT TOW. 
THE LORD CHANCELLOR PARKER, 
JULY XX111. M.DCC.XIX. 
1 out his plenteous 


urn 
3 tracts, with ſpeed his waters 
ow z 
But where ſome beanteous palace does adorn 
His banks, the river ſecms to move more 
flow ; 
As if he ſtopp'd awhile, with conſcious pride, 
Ncr to the ocean would purſue his race, 
Till he refle& its glories in his tide, 
And call the water-nymphs around to gaze. 
So in Time's common flood the huddled throng 
Of months and hours unheeded paſs away, 
Unleſs ſume good our joy prolong, 
And mark the moments of ſome feſtal day. 
Not fair July, thouch Plenty clothe his fields, 
Thou 1 ſuns make all his morning's 
{mile, 
Can boaſt of aught that ſuch a triumph yields, 
As that he gave a Parker to our ille. 
Hail happy month! ſecure of laſting fame 
Doubly diſtinguiſh'd through the circling 
year : 
In Rome a hero gave thee firſt thy name ; 
A patriot's birth makes thee to Britain dear. 


— ——'—6— —ññ;ßx3;0ĩ 


THE XIVTH OLYMPICE OF PINDAR. 
TO, ASOYICUS OF ORCUOMENUS, 


1. 


E heavenly Graces, who preſide 
O'er Minyzz's happy foil, that breeds, 
Swift for the race, the 1aireſt ſtecds; 
And rule the land, where with a gentle tide 
Your lov's Cephiſian waters glide ! 
To you Orchomenus's towers belong, 
Then hear, ye goddeſſes, and aid the ſong. 
11. 


Whatever honours ſh ne below, 
Whatev:r gifts can move delight, 
Or ſooth the raviſh'd ſoul, or charms the ſight, 
To your their power of pleaſing owe. 
Fame, beauty, wiſdom, you beſtow ; 
Nor will the gods the lacred banquet own, 
Nor on the Chorus look propitious down, 
If you your preſence have deny d. 
To rule the banquet, aud the Chorus guide. 


111. 


In heaven itſelf all own your happy car: ; 
BI:#4'd by your influence divine, 
There all is good, and all is fair : 
On thrones ſublime you there illuſtrious ſhine ; 
Plac'd near Apollo with the g Iden lyre, 
You all his harmony inſpire, 
And warbled hymns to Je perpetval ſing, 
To Jove, of Haven the father and the king 


* 
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IV. 

Now hear, Aglaia, venerable maid ! 

Hear thop that tunefyl verſe doſſ love, 
1 | join our ceicſtial aid, 
e dau of immortal Jove ! 
Thalia too he preſept with my lays ; 

Aſopicus has raiſ d his city's name, 
victor in th' Olympic ſtrife, may «claim 
From you his juſt reward of virtuous praiſe. 


V. 
. 


And thou, O Fame ! this 
Fly to the regions of the 
1 's dark empire bear the 
There ſeck Cleodamus below, 
And let the pleas'd paternal ſpirit know, 
How on the plains of Fiſa far renown'd, 
His ſon, his youthful ſon, of matchlcſs ſpeed, 
Bore off from all the victor's meed, 
And with an olive wreath bis cuvy'd templcs 
crown'd. | 
— — —— 
THE MORNING APPARITION, 
WRITTEN AT WALLING TON=HOUSE, IN unk, 
The ſeat of Mr. Bridges 


dead ; 

No midnight mice ſtirr'd round my filent bed; 

Not c en a gnat diſturd'd the peace profound, 

Dumb o er my pillow hung my watch unwound ; 

No ticking death-worm told a fancy'd doom, 

Nor bidden cricket chirrup'd in the room; 

No breeze the caſement ſhook, or fann'd the 
leaves, . { * k 

Nor drops of rain fell ſaft from off the eaves; 

Nor noiſy ſplinter made the candle weep, 

But the dim watchlight ſecm'd itſelf aflecp, 

When tir d | clos d my eyes— How long | lay 

In lumber wrapp'd, I liſt not now to ſay : 

When hark! a ſudden noiſe—See ! open flies 

The yielding door—1, ſtarting, rubb'd my eyes, 

maſt clos'd awhile ; and as their lids I rear d, 

Pull ac my feet a tall thin form appear d, 

While through my parted curtains ruſhing broke 

A bght like day, cre yet the figure ſpoke. 

Cold ſweat bedew'd wy limbs —Nor did 1 
dream ; | 

Hear, mortals, hear ' for real truth's my theme. 

And now, more bold, I raise d my trembling 
bones 


To look - hen lo ! 'twas honeſt maſter Jones* ; 

Who wav'd his han , to baniſh fear and forrow, 

Well charg'd with toaſt and ſack, and cry'd— 
* Good morrow !* 


WRITTEN IN A ix now AT WALLINGTON=- 
HQUSE, THEN THE SEAT OF 
ATRS. ELIZABETH BRIDG..S. 
M.DCC.XIX. 
E NVY, if thy ſearching eye 
— Through this window chance to pry 
To thy ſorrow thou ſhalt find, 
-\.1 that's generous, friendly, kind, 
Ae fal. r. 


| 


HUGHE s's$ 


| 


POEM Ss. 


Goodnef*, virtue, every grace, 
Delling in this happy place: 
hen, if thou would & ſhun this ſight, 
Hence for ever take thy flight. 


THE SUPPLEMENT +: 

THE CHARACTER or 

MRS. ELIZABETH BRIDGES#* 
IMPERFECT. 

INTER, give o'cr ; here ends thy feeble 
; art; . 
For how wilt thou deſcribe th* immortal part? 
loough _ or though Raphael's ſkill werg 

thine, ' 1 ; 
Or Titian's colours on the cloth did ſhine, 
1 be labour'd piece muſt yet half-finiſh'd 
Aud mock the weakneſs of the maſter's hand. 
Colours are but the phantoms of the day, 
With that they re burn, with that they fade 

away: | 
Like beauty's charms, they but amuſe the ſight, 
Dark in themſelves. till, by reflection bri | 
With the ſun's aid to rival him they boaſt, 
But light withdrawn in their own ſhades are loft. 
Then what are theſe t expreſs the living fire, 
The lamp within, that never can expire? 
That work can only by the Muſe be wrought; 
Souls muſt paint ſouls, and thought delineate 
: t. 5 * 1 F 


Then Painter-Muſe begin, and unconfin'd 
Draw boldly firſt a large extent of mind: 
Yet not a barren waſte, an empty ſpace, 

For crowds of virtues fill up all the place. 
See ! o'er the reſt fair Piety preſides, 

As the bright ſun th inferio planets guides; 
To the ſoul's powers it vital heat ſupplies, 
And hence a thouſand worthy habits riſe. 

do when that genial father of the ſpring 
Smiles on the meads, and wakes the birds to ſing, 
And from the beavenly bull his influence ſheds 
On the parterres and fruitful garden beds, 

A thouſand be:.uteous births ſhovt up to ſight, 
A thouſand buds uufolding meet the light; 
Each uſeſu plant does the rich earth adorn, 
And all the flowery univerſe is born. 

O ! could my verſe deſcribe this ſacred queen, 
This firſt of virtues, awful, yet ſerene, 

Plain in her native charms, nor too ſevere, 
Free from falſe zeal, and ſup: r{titious fear ; 
Such and ſo bright, as by th' effects we find 
She dwells in this ſelected happy mind, 

The four.e of every good ſhould land confeſt, 
And all _ ſec applaud the heaven-bor? 

a e ' o % * 

8 ray Muſe. next in the picture plac? 
Diffuſive charity to human ra e. 

Juſtice thou need'ft not in the dranght expreſs, 
Since every greater ſtill includes the lets. 
What were the praiſe if Virtue idly ſtool, 
Content alike to do nor harm nor good ? 
Though ſhunning ill, unactive and ſupine. 
Like * ſuns that warm not WY 


* She died Dec. 1, 1745. ge 88. Ser 


ve te ber memory in Mrs. Collet's poems, P. 113. 
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The nobler ſoul ſuch narrow life diſdains, ; 
Hows out, and mects another's joys and pains, 
Taſteleſs of bleſhngs, if poſſeſt alone. 

And in imparted pleaſures ſeeks its own. 

Hen e grows the ſ.nſe of Friendſhip's generous 


fi es, 
Hence Liberality the heart inſpires, 
Hence ſtreams of good in conſtant actions flow, 
And man to man becomes a god below ! 


A ſoul thus form'd, and ſuch a ſoul is here, 
Needs not the dange ous teſt of riches fear, 
But, unſubdurd to wealth, may ſafely ſtand, 
And count o'cr heaps with au unſully'd hand. 
Heaven, that knew this, and where t intruſt its 


Kore, 
And, bleſſing one, oſt' bleſſes many more, 
Firſt gave à will to give, then fitly join d 
A libcral fortune to a liberal mind, 
With ſuch a graceful eaſe her boauty flows; 
She gives, and ſcarce that ſhe's the giver knows, | | 
But ſeems receiving n. oſt, when ſhe the moſt 
beſtows. 
Rich in her herſclf, well may ſhe value more 
Her wealth within, the mind s immortal ſtore ; 
Paſſions. ſubdued, and knowledge free from pride, 
Good humour, ever to good ſenſe ally d, 
Well-ſcaſon'd mirth, and wiſdom unſevere, 
An equal temper, anda heart fincere ; 
Gifts that alone from Nature's bounty flow, 
Which fortune may diſplay, but not beſtow ; 
For wealth but ſets the picture more in fight, 
And brings the beauties or the faults to light. 
How true th' eſteem that's founded in deſcrt ! 


How pleaſing is the tribute of the heart! | 


Here willing duty ne'er was in vain, 

And ev'n dence cannot feel its chain, ' 

Yet whom thus ſets free ſhe cloſer binds, 

(fiction is the chain of grateful minds) 

And, doubly blefling her ad care, 

* them her virtues with her fortune ſhare, 
example, and by kindneſs guards, 

Aud raiſes firſt the mcrit ſhe rewards. 


Oſt too abroad ſhe calls a friendly eye, 
As ſhe would help to every need ſupply. 
The poor near her almoſt their cares forget, 
1heir want but ſerves as hunger to their meat; 
For, ſince her ſoul's ally'd to human kind, 
Not to her houſe alone her ſtore's confin dz 
But paſſiug on, its own full banks o'crflows, 
Ealarg'd, and deals forth plenty as it goes. 
Through ſome fair garden thus a river leads 
Its watery wealth, and firſt th' incloſure feeds, 
Viſits each piant, and every flower ſupplics ; 
Or, taught in ſportive fountains to ariſe, 
Caſts ſprinkled ſhowers o'er every figur'd green ; 
Or in canals walks round the beauteous ſcene, 
Yet ſtops not there, but its free ourſe maintains, 
And _ gay verdure through th' adjacent 


Plains; 
Tre labouring hinds with rlerſure ſee it flow, 
And bleſs thoſe ſtreams by which their paſturcs 
grow. 
© generous uſe of power! O virtuous pride ! 
Nc'er may che meany be to ſuch ſouls dony'd, 


| 


| Fxecutor= of Heaven's all-boantecous will, 


Who well the great Fiſt-giver's ends fulfil, 

Who from ſuperior heights ſtill looking down 

On glittering heaps, which ſcarce they think 
their own, 

Deſpiſe the empty ſhow of uſcleſs Nate, 

And only would by doing good be great ! 


Now pauſe awhile, my Muſe, and then renew 
The pleaſing taſk, and take a ſecond view 
S #®B TM WO WW. oF VG . G-:. W 
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A train of virtues yet undrawn appear ; 

Here juſt Oeconomy, ſtrict Prudence there; 

Neat Liberality they ever ſtand; 

This guides her judgment, that directs her hand. 

By theſe ſee wild Profufion chas'd away, 

And wanton Luxury, like birds of prey, 

Whilſt meck Humility, with charms ſerene, 

Forbids vain Pomp t approach the hallow'd 
ſ 


cene ; 
Yet through her veil the more attrads the fight, 
And on her ſiſter · virtues caſts a light. 


But whereſore ſtarts the Painter · Muſe, and 
why, 
The piece unfiniſh'd, throws the pencil by ? 
Methinks (the ſays) Humility I hear, 
With gentle voice * ing, cry—Forbear ! 
Forbear, raſh Muſe ! nor longer now commend, 
Leſt —_ thou would'ſ deſcribe, thou ſhould & 


end, 
And in breaſt a painful g owing raiſe, 
Who, conſcious of the merit, ſhuns the praiſc. 


— — — 


A WS SS NERSS 
A N O D E. 
« Me vero primum lulces ante omnia ue 
« Accipiant, celiguevias & fidera mun/rent 
Vis. 
ADVERTISEMENT. 


it may appear proper to acquaint the reader that 


the followmg poem was begun on the model of 
a Latin ode of Caſimire, intitled excBus 


HUAANIS EXCES*Us, from which it is 

that CowLzy likewiſe took the firſt hint of his 
ode called the zcsTasy. i e former 
therefore, is chicfly an imitation of that ode, 
though with conſiul-rable variations, and the 
addition of the whole ſecond ſtanza, except 
the firſt three lines: but the plan itſelf ſeem- 
ing capable of a farther improvement, the lat- 
ter part, which attempts a ſhort vicw of the 
heavens according to the modern philoſophy, 
is entirely original, and not founded on auy 
thing in the Latin author. 


1. 
1 L”AVE M-rtality's low ſphere. 
Ye winds and clouds, of the &y.high, 
And on your airy pinions bear 


pinions 
Swilt through the regions of the xy. 


* 
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What lofty mountains downward fly ! 

nd lo, how wide a fpace of air 

Fxtend new proſpects to my eye ! 

The gilded fanes, reflect img light, 

And royal palaces, as brigut, 

(Ihe rich abodes 

Of heavenly and of earthly gods) 

Retire apace ; whole cities too 

Decreale beneath my riſing view. 
And now far off the rolling globe appears; 

Its ſcatter'd nations I ſurvey, 

And all the maſs of earth and ſea ; 

Oh object well deſerving tears 

Capricious tate of things below, 


That, changeful from their birth, no fix'd dura- 
know : 


ration 
I. 
Here new-built towns, aſpiring high, 
Aſcend, with lofty turrets crown'd; 
There others fall. and mouldering lic, 
Obſcure, or only by their ruins found. 
Palmyra's far-extended waſte | ſpy, 
(Once Tadmor, ancient in renown) 
Her marble heaps, by the wild Arab ſhown, 
Still load with uſeleſs pomp the ground. 
But where is lordly Babylon ? where now 
Lifts ſhe to heaven her giant brow ? 
Where doth the wealth of Nine veb abound ? 
Or where's the pride of Afric's ſhore ? 
Is Rome's great rival then no more? 
In Rome herſclf behold th' extremes of fate, 
Her ancient greatneſs ſunk, her modern boaſted 
ſtate ! 
Ses her luxurious palaces ariſe, 
With broken arches mixt between ! 
2 what ſplendid domes poſſeſs the 
ies! 
And there old tcmples, open to the day, 
Their walls o'ergrown with moſs diſplay ; 
Aud columns, awſul in decay, 


Rear up their roofleſs heads to form the various 
ſcene: 


111. 
Around the ſpace of earth I turn my eye; 


But where's the region free from woe ? 
Where ſhall the Muſe one little ſpot 

The ſeat of happineſs below? 

Here Peace would all its joys diſpenſe, 
The vines and olives unmo grow, 

But lo! a purple peſtilence 

Unpeoples citics, ſweeps the plains, 

Whilſt vainly through deſerted ficlds 

Her d harveſts Ceres yields, 

And at the noon of day a midnight filence reigns. 
There milder heat the healthful climatc 
warms, 

But, ſlaves to arbitrary power, 

And pleas'd each other to devour, 

The mad poſſeſſors ruſh to arms. 
1 ſee, I ſee them from afar, 

I view diftin& the mingled war 

I ſee the charging ſquadrons preſt 

Hand to hand, and breaſt to breaſt. 

Deſtruction, like a vulture, hovers nigh ; 

Lur'd with che hope of human blood, 


HUGHESs? 
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ER where 16 
Ys 
But licks her drowthy jaws, and waits the pr. 
mis'd food. 8 
Iv. a 
Here cruel Diſcord takes à wider ſcene, 
To exerciſc more unrelenting rage ; 


| Appointed fleets their numerous powers «©. 


With ſcarce a ſpace of ſea between. 

Hark ! what a brazen burſt of thunder 
Rends the elements aſunder ! 
Afﬀrighted Ocean flies the roar, 

And drives the hillows to the diſtant ſhore ; 

The diſtarft ſhore, 
That ſuch a ſtorm ne'er fclt before, 
Tranſmits it to the rocks at ound; 
The rocks and hollow creeks prolong the rolling 


found. 
V. 
Still greater horrors ſtrike my eyes. 


Behold cou vulſi ve earthquakes there 
And ſhatter d land in pieces tear, 
And ancient cities fink, and ſudden mountain; 
riſe ! 


Through opening mines th · aſtoniſ · d wretches 


g, 
Hurry'd to unknown depths below. 
The bury'd rum fleeps ; and naught remains 
But duſt above and deſart plains, 
Unleſs ſome None this ſad inſcription wear, 
Rais d by ſome future traveller, 


reren 
re, 


VI. 
Again, bchold where ſeas, diſdaining bound, 
Oer the firm land uſurping ride, 
And nr” og towns beneath their ſweeping 
tide. 
Daſh'd with the ſudden flood the vaulted temples 
ſound. 
Waves roll'd en wavcs, i 
. deep burying dec, 
A watery monument. in which profound 
Ihe courts and cottages tog*-ther lie. 
Ev'n now the floating wreck I ſpy, 
And the wide ſurface far zround 
With ſpoils of plunder'd countries crown'& 
Such, Belgia, was the ravage and affright, 
Wh n late thou ſaw'f thy anc'ent foc 
Swell o'cr thy digues, oppos'd in vain, 
With deadly rage, and riſing in its might 
Pour down ſwift ruin on thy plains below. 
Thus Fire, and Air, and Earth, and Maia, 
A never-ccaſing fight maintain, 
While man on every fide is ſure to loſe ; 
And fate has furniſh'd out the ſtage of lif- 
With war, misfortune, and with ftriſc; 
Till Death the curtain drops, aud mute ke 
ſcene of woes. 


VII. 
But why do ! delay my flight? 


Or ou ſuch gloomy objets gar? 


nUGHES?S POR M S. 


i go to realms ſerene with ever living light. | 
Haſte, clouds and whirlwinds, haſte a raptur'd 
bard to raiſe ; 8 
Mount me ſublime along the ſhining wax. 
Where planets, in pure ſtreams of zther driv n, 
Sim through the blue expanſe of heaven. 
And lo! tir i clouds and wiuds 
obey ! 
And lo again the nations downwards fly, 
And wide-ſtretch'd kingdoms periſh from my 
e. 
Heaven what bright viſions now ariſe ! 
What opening worlds my raviſh d ſenſe ſur- 
iſe ! 


priſe ! 
I paſs cerulean gulphs, and now behold 
New ſolid globes their weight, ſcli-balanc'd, 
bear, 
Unprop'd amidſt the fluid air, 


And all, around the central ſun, in circling ed- 


dics roll'd. 
Unequal in their courſe, ſee they advance, 
And form tile planetary dance ! 
Here the pale moon, whom the ſame laws or- 
dain 


T' obey the earth, and rule the main; 
Here ſpots no more in ſhadowy ſtreaks appear; 

But lakes iaftcad, and groves of trees, 

The wondering Muſe tranſported ſees, 
And their tall heads diſc ver d mou tains rear. 
And now once more I downward caſt my fight, 
When lo! the earth, a larger moon, diſplays 
Far off, am dſt the heavens, her ſilver face, 
And to her ſiſter moon by turns gives light! 

Her ſeas are ſhadowy ſpots, her land a mulky 


wh..e. 
VII1. 
What power unknown my courſe ſtill upwards 
guides, 


Where Mars is ſeen his ruddy rays to throw 
Through heatleſs ſkies that round him ſeem to 
glow, 
And 3 remoter Jove o'er his four moons pre- 
des ? 
And now I urge my way more bol, 
U npierc'd by Saturn's chilling cold, 
And paſs his planetary guards, and i:is bright 
ring behold. 
Here the ſun's beams ſo fa ntly play, 
The mingled ſhades almoſt extinguiſh dey. 
Mis rays reverted hence the fire withdraws, 
For here his wide dominions end ; 
And other ſuns, that rule by other laws, 
Hit. er ch. ir bordering realms extend. 


IX. 


And now far off through the blue vacant borne, 
. _ 4 laſt the milky road, 
ce thought to lead to Jove's ſupreme abode, 
here ſtars, profuſc in __ boats glittering 
heights adorn. 
Loſt in cach other's ncighbouring rays, 
hey ann ſacre in one premnijcn vs 
'A7C, ; 


Vou * IV. 


| 
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So thick the lucid gems are ſtrown, 

As if th“ Almighty Builder here 

Laid up his ſtores for many a ſphere 

In deſtin'd worlds, as yet unknown. 

Hither th- nightly-wakeful ſwain, 

1 hat guards his foids upon the plain, 
Oft turns his gazin: eyes, 

Yet marks no ſtars, but o'er his head 


Beholds the ſtreamy twilight ſpread, 
Like diſtant morning in the ſkies; - 
And wonders from what ſource its dawning ſplen- 
dors riſe. 
X. 


But lo !—what's this I ſee appear? 
It ſeems far off a pointed flame; 
From earth-wards too the ſhinging meteor. 


came. 
How ſwift it climbs th aerial ſpace ! 
And now it traverſes each ſphere, 
And ſeems ſome living gueſt, familiar to the place. 
*Tis he—as I approach more near 
The great Columbus of the ſkies l know! 
"Tis Newtons ſoul. that daily travels here 
In ſearch of knowledge for mankind below. 
O ſtay, thou bappy ſpirit, ſtay, 
And lead me on through all th' unbcaten wilds f 
day; | 
As * — the Sibyl did Rome's ſather guide 
Safe through the downward roads ot night, 
And in Elyſium blem his ſight 
With views till then to mortal eyes deny'd; 
Here let m, thy companion, ſtray 
From orb to orb, and now bchold 
Unnumber'd ſuns, all ſcas of molten gold; 
And trace each comet's wandering way, 
And now deſcry Light's fountain-hcaJ, 
And meaſure its deſcending ſpeed ; 
Or learn how ſur-born colours riſe 
In rays diſtin, and in the ſkies 
Blended in yellow radiance flow, 
Or ſtain the fleecy cloud, or ſtreak the watery 
bow ; 
Or now diffus d their beauteous tinctures ſhed 
On every planet's riſing hills, and every verdant 
mead. 


VI. 
Thus, rais'd ſublime on Contemplation's wings, 
Freſh wo ders I would ftill explore, 
Still the great Maker's power adore, 
Loſt in the tiought—nror ever more 
Return to earth, and earthly things: 
But here with native freedom take my flight, 
An inmate of the heavens, adopted into li- ht! 
So far a while the royal cagle's brood 
In his low neſt ſecurely lies, 
Amid the darkneſs of the ſheltering wood, 
Yet there with in-born vigour hopes the ſkies ; 
Tul flecg't with wings full-grown, ard bold to 
rife, 
7 he bird of heaven to heaven aſpires, 
Soars midſt the meteors and cwleſtial tres, 
Wirth generous pr de his humbler bir th diſdains. 
A..& fears the thunder throrg. ih” theils? 
Pla As. 
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THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 


IN IMITATION Or THE FRFNCH, 


N thoſe cold climates, where the ſun appears 
Unwillingly, and hides his face in tcars, 
A diſmal vale lies in a deſert iſle, | 
On which indulgent heaven did never ſmile. 
There a thick grove of aged cypreſs trees, 
Which none without an aw:ſul horror ſees, 
Iuto its wither'd arms, depriv'd of Icaves, 
M hole flocks of ill-preſaging birds r ceives : 
Poiſons are all the plants that ſoil will bear, 
And winter is the only ſeaſon there: 
Millions of graves o'crſpread the ſpacious field, 
And fprings of blood a thouſand rivers yield; 
Whoſe ſtreams, oppreſs d with carcaſſes and 
bones, 
Inte of gentle murmurs, pour forth groans. 
Wiuhin this vale a famous temple ſtands, 
Old as the world it{clf, which it commands; 
Round is its figure, and four iton gates 
Divide mankind, by order of the Fates: 
T hither in crowds come to one common grave 
Ihe young, the old, the monarch, and the ſlave. 
Old age and pains, thoſe evils man deplores, 
Are rigid keepers of th* eternal doors; 
All clad in mournful blacks, which ſadly load 
The ſacred walls of this obfcure . bode ; 
And tapers, of a pitchy ſubſtance made, 
With clouds of fmoke increaſe the diſmal ſhade. 
A monſter void of reaſon and of fight 
"The goddeſs is, who ſways this realm of night; 
Her , ower extends oer all things that have 
breath, 
A cruel tyrant, and her name is Death. 
The faireſt object of our wondering eycs 
Was newly offc1'd up her ſacrifice ; 
Th" adjoining places where the altar ſtood, 
Yet bluſhing with the fair Almeria's blood, 
When griev'd Urontcs, whoſe unhappy flame 
ts known to all who e er converſe with Fame, 
His mind poſleſs'd by Fury and Deſpair, 
Within the ſacred temple made this prayer: 
Great Deity ! whe in hy hands doſt bear 
That iron ſceptre which poor mortals fear ; 
Who wanting eyes thyiclf, reſpecteſt none, 
And neither ſpar'ſt the taurel nor the crown! * 
O thou, whom all mankind in vain withſtand, 
Each of whoſe blocd muſt one day ſtain thy 
hand! 
O hou, who every eye that ſecs the light 
Cluick ſor cver in the ſhades of night! 


| 


| 


Goddeſs, attend, and hearken to my grief, 

To which thy power alone can give rehef, 

Alas! I aſk not to deſer my fate, 

But wiſh my hapleſs liſe a ſhorter date; 

And that the carth would in its bowels hide 

A wretch, whom Heaven invades on every ſi le: 

That from the ſight of day I could remove, 

And might have nothing leſt me but my love. 
Thou only comforter of minds , 

The port where wearied ſpirits are at reſt 

Conductor to Elyſium, my life, 

My breaſt | offer to thy ſacred knife; 


| So juſt a grace refuſe not, nor deſpiſe 


A willing, though a wortbleſs ſacrifice. 

Othe s (their frail and mortal ſtate forgot) 

Before thy altars are not to be brought 

Without conſtraint ; the noiſe of dying rage, 

Heaps of the flain of every ſex and age, 

1 he blade all recking in the gore it ſhed, 

With ſever'd heads and arms confus'dly ſpread 

The rapid flames of a perpetual fire, 

The groans of wretches ready to expire: 

This tragic ſcene in terror makes them live, 

Jill that is forc'd which they ſhould freely give: 

Vielding unwillingly what Heaven will have, 

Their fears eclipſe the glory of their grave: 

Before thy face they make indecent moan, 

And feel a hundred deaths in fearing one : 

Thy flame becomes unhallow'd in their breaſt, 

And he a murderer who was a prieſt. 

But againſt me thy ſtrongeſt forces call, 

nd on my head let all the tempeſt fall; 

No mcan retreat ſhall auy weakneſs ſhow, 

Bur calmly I'll expe& th: fatal blow ; 

My limbs not trembling, in my mind no fear, 

Plaints in my mouth, nor in my eyes a tear. 

Think not that lime, our wanted ſure relieſ, 

1 hat unive:ſal cure for every grief, 

Whoſe aid ſo many lovers oft have found, 

With like ſucceſs can ever heal my wound : 

Too weak the power of nature, or of art, 

Nothing but death can cafe a broken heart : 

And that thou may'ſt bchold my helpleſs tate, 

Learn the extremeſt rigour of my fate. 
Amidſt th* innumerable beauteous train, 

Paris, the queen of citics, does contain, 

(The faircit town, the largeſt, and the beſt) 

he fair Almeria ſhin d above the reſt: 

Fr m her bright eyes to ferl a hopeleſs flame, 

Was of our outh the moſt ambitious aim; 

Her chains were marks of honour to the brave, 


Sbe made a prince weenc'er ſhe made a flave, 
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Love, under whoſe tyrannic power I groan, 
shew'd me this beauty ere twas fully blown ; 
Her timorous charms, and her unpraQis'd look, 
Their firſt aſſurance from my conqueſt took, 
wounding me. ſhe learn'd the fatal art, 
And the firſt figh ſhe had was from my heart : 
My eyes, with tears moiſtening her ſnowy arms, 
Render d the tribute owing to her charms. 
But, as 1 ſooneſt of all mortals paid 
My vows, and to her beauty altars made; 
So, among all thoſe flaves that ſigh'd in vain, 
She thought me only worthy of my chain: 
Love's heavy burden my ſubmiſſive heart 
Endur d not long, before ſhe bore her part; 
My violent flame melted her frozen brealt, 
And in ſoft ſighs her pity ſhe expreſs'd ; 
Her voice allay'd my raging pains, 
And her fair hands ſuſtain'd me in my chains; 
Ev'n tears of pity waited en my mean, 
And tender looks were caſt on me alone. 
My hopes and dangers were leſs mine than hers, 
]hoſe fall d her ſoul with joys, and theſe with 
fears; : 

Our hearts, united, had the ſame deſires, 
And both alike burn'd with impatient fires. 

Too faithful Memory! 1 give thee leave 
Thy wretched maſter kindly to deceive ; 
Oh, make me not paſſeſſor of her charms, 
Let me not find her languiſh in my arms; 
Paſt joys are now my ſancy's mournful themes; 
Make all my happy nights appear but dreams : 
Let not ſuch bliſs before my cyes be brought, 
O hide thoſe ſcenes from my tormenting thought: 
And in their place diſdainful beauty ſhow; 
thou would'ſc not be cruel, make her fo : 
And, ſomething to abate my deep deſpair, 
O let her ſeem leſs gentle, or loſs fair. 
But 1 in vain flatter my wounded mind ; 
Never was nymph ſo lovely or ſo kiud ; 
No cold repulſes my deſire ſuppreſt. 
1 ſeldom figh'd, but on Almeria's breaſt : 
Of all the paſſions which mankind deſtroy, 
I only felt exceſs cf love and joy : 
Unnumber'd pleaſures charm'd my ſenſe, and they 
Were, as my love, without the leaſt allay, 
As pure, alas! but not ſo fure to laſt, 
For, like a pleaſing dream, they are all paſt 
From heaven ker beauties like fierce lightnings 


came, 
Which break through darkneſs with a glorious 


Awhile they ſhine, awhile our minds amaze, 

Our wondering eyes are dazzled with the blaze; 
But thunder follows, whoſe reſiſtleſs rage 

None can withſtand, and nothing can aſſuage; 
And all that light which thoſe bright flaſhes 


gave, | 
Serves only to conduct us to our grave. 

When t had juſt begun love's joys to taſte, 
(Thoſe full rewards tor fears and dangers, paſt) 
A fever ſeiz d her, and to nothing brought 
The richeſt. work that ever nature wrought. 

All things below, alas! uncertain ſtand ; 


The firmeſt rocks are fix'd upon the land : 


Under this law both kings and kingdoms bend, 
{xd no beginning is without au end. 


| 


| 


* 


| 
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A ſacrifice to time, fate dooms us all, 

Ind at the tyrant's fect we daily fall: 

Time, whoſe bold hand will bring alike to dof 

Mankind, and temples too in which they truit. 
Her waſted ſpirits now begin to faint, 

Yet patience ties her tongue from all complaint, 

And in her heart as in a fert remains; 

But yields at laſ to her reſiſtleſs pains. 

Ihus white the fever, amorous of his prey, 

Through all her veins makes his delightful Ways 

Her fate's like Semele's ; the flames deſtroy 

That beauty they roo cagerly enjoy. 

Her charming face is in its ſpring decay d, 

Pale grow the roſes and the lilies fade; 

Her ſkin has Joſt that luſt e which ſurpaſs'd 

Ihe ſun's, and well deſerv d as long to laſt : 

Her eyes, which vs'd to pierce the hardeſt hea 

Are now diſarm'd of all their flames and darts; 

Thoſe frars now heavily and flowly move; 

And ſickneſs triumphs in the throne of love. 

The ſever every moment more prevai's, 

Its rage her body feels, and tongue bewails: 

She, whoſe diſdain ſv many lovers prove, 

Sighs now for torment as they ſigh ſor love, 

and with loud cries, which rend the neighbouring. 


a, 
Wounds my ſad heart, and weakens my deſpair. 
Both men and gods | charge now with my loſs, 


And, wild with grief, my thovghts cach other 


croſs, 
My heart and tongue labour in beth extremes. 
This ſends up humble prayers, while that blaſ- 
phemes : 
I aſk their help, whoſe malice ! defy, 
And mingle ſacrilege with piety. 
Fut, that which muſt vet more perplex ny mind, 
Tolove her truly, I muſt ſeem unkind; © 
$0 unconcer..'d a face my ſorrow wears, 
muſt teſtrain unru y floods of tea s. 
My eyes and tongue put on diſſembling forms, 
i ſhew a calmneſs in the midſt of ſtorms ; 
ſeem to hope when all my hopes are g ne, 
And, almoſt dead with gr:cf, diſcover none. 
But who can long deceive a loving eye, 
Or. with dry eyes behold his miſtreſs dic ? 
When paſſion had with all its te rors brought 
1h' approaching danger nearer to wy thought, 
Off on a ſudden fell the forc d diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd a ſighing heart in weeping eyes: 
My apprehenſions, now no more contin'd, 
Expos d my ſorrows, and betray'd my miud. 
The fair afflicted ſoon perceives n y tears, 
Explains my fighs, and thence concludes my 
cars; 
With ſad preſages of ger hopelefs caſe, 
She reads — fete in my dejccted ſace; 
hen feels my torment, and neglects her own, 
Whil- 1 am ſenſible of hers alont; 
Lach does the other's burthen kindly bear, 
I fear her death, and ſhe bewails my fear; 
'; hough thus we ſuffer wuder Fortunes darts, 
' | is only thoſe of love hich reach our hearts. 
Mean while the fever mocks at all our fears, 
G1 ws by our ſighs, and ragcs at Ou tears; 
Pp 
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"1 hoſe vain effes of our as vain deſire, 
Like wind and oil, increaſe the fatal fire. 
Almeria then, feeling the deſtinies 
About to ſhut her lips, and cloſe her eycs; 
Weeping, in mine, fix'd her fair trembiing hand, 
And with theſe words I ſcarce could underſtand, 
Her paſſion in a dying voice expreſs'd 
Half, and her ſighs, alas! made cut the rcſt 
"Tis — this pang— Nature gives o'er the 
triſe; 
Thou muſt thy miſtreſs loſe, and I my life. 
I dic ; but, dying thinc, the fates may prove 
1 heir conqueſt over me but not my love: 
1hy memory my glory, and my pain, 
In ſpite of death itſelf ſhall ſtill remain. 
Deareſt Orontes, my hard fate denies, 
71 hat hope is the laſt thing which in us dies 
— <a all thoſe ſoft thoughts are 


And love ſurvives it, though my hope is dead; 
I yield my life, but keep my paſſion yet, 
And can all thoughts, but of Orontcs, quit. 
My flame increaſes as my ſtrength decays ; 
W 
ru iſc: 
That ſtill remains, though I from hence remove ; 
I loſ. my lover, but I keep my love. 
1 heſighs which ſent forth that laſt endet word, 
Up _— the heavens Ike a bright met. or 
| foar'd; 
And the kind nymph, not yet bereft of charms, 
Fell cold and breathleſs in her lover's arms. 
Goddeſs, who now my fate ſ aſt underſtood, 
Spare but my tear:, and freely take my blood: 
Here let me end the ſtory of my cares ; 
My diſmal grief enough the reſt declares. 
Judge thou by all this miſery diſplay'd, 
Whether I ought not to implore thy aid : 
Thus to ſurvive, reproaches on me draws; 
Never ſad wiſhes kad ſo juſt a cauſe. 
Come then, my only hope ; in every place 
Thou viſiteſt, men tremble at thy face, 
And fear thy name : once let thy fatal hand 
Fall on a iwain that does the blow demand 
Vouchſafe thy dart; I need not one ef thoſe, 
With which thou doſt unwilling kings depoſe. 
A welcome death the lighteſt wound can bring, 
And ſtee a ſou! already on her wing. 
Without thy aid, moſt miſera'-le 1 
Muſt ever wiſh, yet not obtain to die. 


o D E ox LOV. 
I. 


FT others ſongs or ſatires write, 

L Provok d by vzrity or ſpite ; 

y Muſe a nobler cauſe all move, 
To ſound aloud the praiſe of Love: | 

That gentle, yet reſiſtleſs heat, 
Which raiſes men to all things good and great: 
While cther paſſions of the miud 
Tolow brutality debaſe mankind, 

By iove we arc above ourſclves reſin d. 5 


r 
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Oh love, thou trance divine! in which the 


Unclogg'd with wordly cares, may range with. 
out control; 


And ſoaring to her heaven, ſrom thence inſpit᷑ d 


can tea h 
High myſteries, above poor Reaſon's ſceble reach, 
Il. 


To weakold age, Prudence ſome aid may = 


And curb thoſe appetites that faintly move ; 
But wild, impetuous youth is tam'd by nothing 
leſs than love. 
Of men too rough for peace, too rude ſor arts, 
* power can penetrate the hardeſt hearts; 
through the cloſeſt a paſſage find, 

Like that of light, to ſhine o'er all the mind. 

The want of love does both extremes produce; 

Maids are too nice, and men as much too looſe; 

While good an amorous couple 

She makes him conſtant, and he makes her kind, 
New charms in vain a lover's faith would 


prove; 
Hermits or bed- rid men they'll ſooner move: 
The fair inveigler will but ſadly find 
There's no ſuch eunuch as a man in love. 
But when by his chaſte nymph cmbrac'd, 
(For love makes all ẽmbraces chaſte) 
Then the tranſported creature can 
— Do wonders, and is more than man. 
Both heaven and carth would our deſires — 


fine; 
But yet in vain both heaven and earth combine, 
Unleſs where love bleſſes the great deſign. 
Hymen makes faſt the hand, but Love the heart; 
He the fool's god, thou nature's Hymen art ; 
Whoſe laws once broke, we are not held by 
force 


But the falſe breach itſelf is a divorce. 
m. 


Fer love the miſer will his gold deſpiſe, 
The talſe grow faithful, and the fooliſh wiſe ; 
Cautious the young and complaiſant the old. 
1he cruel gentle, and the coward bold. 
Thou glorious ſun within our ſouls, 
Whoſe influence ſo much controls ; 
Fv'n dull and heavy lumps of love, 
Quicken d by thee, more hvely move; 
And if their heads but any ſubſtance hold, 
Love ripcus all that droſs into the pureſt gold. 
In heaven's great work thy part is ſuch, 
That maſter-like thou giv'it the laſt great touch 
Jo heaven's own maſter- piece of man; 
And finiſheſt what nature but began: 
| Thy happy ſtroke can into ſoftneſs bring 
Reaſon, that rough and wrangling thing. 
From childhood upwards we decay, 
And grow but greater children every da;: 
So, reaſon, how can we be ſaid to riſe ? 
So many carce attend the being wile, 
{ *1is rather falling down a precipice. 
From Senſc to Reaſon unimprov'd we move; 
We only then advance, when Reaſon turns to 


li — 


| Love. 


euer oor 
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IV. 
Thou reigneſt o'er our earthly gods ; 
Uncrown'd by thec, their other crowns are 


loads; 
One beauty s ſmi'e their meaneſt courtier briags 
Rather to pity than to envy kings; 
His fellow flaves he takes them now to be, 
Favour'd by love perhaps much leis than te. 
For love, the timorous baſhful maid 
Of nothing but denying is afraid ; 
For love ſhe overcomes her ſhame, 
Forſakes her fortune, and f s her fame; 
Yet, if but with a conſtant lover bleſt, 
Thanks Heaven for that, and never minds tle 
reſt. 


V. 

Love is the ſalt of liſe; a higher taſte 
it g.ves to pleaſure, and then makes it laſt. 
Thoſe flighted favours which cold nymphs 

penſe, 

Mere common counters of the ſenſe. 
Deſecti ee both in metal and in meaſure, | 
A lover's fancy coins into a treaſure. 
How vaſt the ſubje& ! what a boumdleſ. Note 
Gf bright ideas ſhinir.g all before ! 
The Muſc's fighs forbid me to give o'er ! 
But the kind god incites us various war's, 
And now | find him all my ardour riſe, 
His precepts to perform, as well as praiſe. 


diſ- 


; 
; 


ELEGY TO THE 
DUTCHESS OF R 


HOU lovely flave to a rude hnſband's will, 
By Nature us d ſo well, by him Jo ill! 
For all that grief we ſee your mind endure, 
Your glaſs preſents you with a pleaſing cure. 
Thoſe maids you envy for their happier ſtate, 
To * your form, would gladly have your 


atc z 

And of like fla each wife complains, 
Without ſuch — 's help to bear her chains. 
Huſbands like him we every where may ſee ; 
But where can we behold a wife like thee ? 

While to a tyrant you by fate are ty'd, 
By love you tyrannize o'er all beſide : 
Thoſe eyes, though weeping, can no pity 

move ; 

Worthy our grief! more worthy of our love, 
You, while ſo fair (do Fortune what ſhe pleaſe) 
Can be no more in pain than we at eaſe ; 
Unleſs, unſatisficd with all our vows, 
Your vain ambition ſo uubounded grows, 
That you reſ ine a huſband ſhould eſcape 
Th” united force of ſuch a fac: and ſhape. 
If fo, alas for all thoſe charming powers, 
Your caſe 1s juſt as deſperate as ours. 
Expect hat birds ſhould only finy to yon, 
And, as you walk, that ev'ry tree ſhould bow ; 
Ixpect thole ſtatues, as you paſs. ſhould burn, 
And that with wonder men ſaould ſtatues turn ; 
Such beauty 18 enough to vive things life, 
But not to make @ huſband love his wiſc: 


| 


| 


1 8 leſs ſenſible than theſe. 

en o dull a care thoughts remove, 
And waſte not ſighs you — — love. 

Is pity, ſighe from ſuch a breaſt ſhould part, 
Unleſs to caſe ſome dowbtful lover's hear: ; 

Who dics beeauſe he muſt too juſtly prize 

What yet the dull poſſefſor does deſpiſe. 

Thus precious jewels among Indians grow, 

Who nor their uſe, nor wondrous value know ; 
But we for thoſe bright treaſures tempt the 


main, 
And hazard life for what the fools diſdain. 


A LETTER FROM SEA. 


TDOAIREST, if time and abſence can incline 

Your heart to wandering thoughts no more 
than mine ; 

Then ſhall my hand, as changeleſs as my mind, 

From your gla eyes a kindly welcome find; 

Then, while this note my conſtancy aſſures, 


| You'll be almoſt as pleas'd, as 1 with yours. 


And truſt me, when 1 feel that kind relief, 
Abſence itſelf awhile ſuſpends its grief: 

So may it do with you, but ſtrait return ; 

For it were cruel not ſometimes to mourn 

His fate, who this long time he keeps away, 
Mourns all the night, and fighs out all the day ; 
Grieving yet more, when he reflects that you 
Muſt not be happy, or muſt not be true. 

But ſince to me it ſeems a blacker fate 

To be inconſtant, than unfortunate ; 


Remember all thoſe vows between us paſt, 


When 1 from all I value parted laſt ; 

May you alike with kind impatience burn, 

And ſomething miſs, tiil I with joy return; 
And ſoon may pitying Heaven that bleſling give, 
As in the hopcs of that alone I live. 


— wk — —-—-— 


LOVE's SLAVERY. 


RAVE fops my envy now beyet, 
Who did my pity move ; 
They, by the right of wanting wit, 
Are free trom cares of love. 
Turks honour fools, ecaiſe they are 
By that defect ſecure 
From flavery and toils of war, 
Which all the reſt endure. 
So I, who ſuffer cold neyle&t 
And wounds from Ceclia's eyes, 
Begin extremely to refpet 
Theſe fools that ſeem ſo wiſe. | 
Tis true. they fondly ſet their hearts 
On things of no delight; 
To pals all day for men of parts, 
They paſs alone the night. 
But Ce ia never breaks their reſt ; 
Such ſervants ſhr diſdains ; 
And ſo the fops are dully bleſt, 
While 1 endurc her chains. 


— 
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| A huſband, worſe than ſtatues, or than trees ; 
| 


- 
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THE DREAM. 


EAD V to throw me at the feet 
| Of that fair nymph whom 1 adore, 
Impatient thoſe delights to meet 
Which 1 enjoy d the night before ; 
By ber wonted ſcornful brow, 
Soon the fond miſtake I find; 
Iion mourn't his error ſo, 
When Juno's form the cloud reſign d. 
Meep, to make its charms more priz'd 
Than waking joys, which moſt prevail, 
1ad cunningly itſeli diſguis'd | 
In a ſhape that could not tail. 
There my Celia's ſnowy arms, 
A LF 
— 
To my ſoul . 
Then you ſo much kindneſs. — 
My deſpair d luded flies; 
And indulgent dreams beſtow 
What your cruclty den es. 
Diuſh not that your image Love 
Naked to my fancy brought : 
"Tis hard, methinks, to dila 
The joys | fee without your fault. 
Wonder not a fancy'd bliſs 
Can ſuch griefs as mine remove; 
That honour as fantaſtic is, 
Which makes you flight ſuch conftant love. 
The virtue which you value ſo, 
Is but a fancy frail and vain ; 
Nothing is ſolid here below, 


Except my love and your diſdain. 


— —v——ññ :ü — 


TO ONE WHO ACCUSED HIM OF BEING TOO 
SENSUAL IN HIS LOVE. 


INK not, my fair, tis fin or ſhame, 
To bleſs the man who ſo adores ; 
Nor give ſo hard, unjuſt a name 
10 all thoſe favours he implores. 
Beauty is Heaven's moſt bounteous giſt eſteem d, 
Becauſe by love men are from v ce redeem d. 
Yet with not vainly for a love 
From all the force of nature clear: 
I hat is reſerv'd ſor thoſe above, 
And *tis a fault to claim it here. 
For ſenſual joys ye ſcorn that we ſhould 'ove ye, 
But love Without them is as much above ye. 


THE WARNING. 


OVERS, wh» waſte your thoughts and 
youth 

In paſſiou's fond extremes, 
M ho dream of women's love and truth, 

And doat upon your dreams : 
! ſh uld not here your funcy take 

From ſuch a pleafing ſtate, 
Were you not ſure at laſt to wake: 


IQ Lid you; ſcult too lute. 
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Then learn betimes, the love which crowng 
Our cares is all but wiles 
Compos d of falſe ſantaſtic frowns, 
And ſoft diſſembling ſmiles. 
W th anger, which ſometimes they ſcign, 
1 hey crucl tyrants prove ; : 
nd then turn flatterers again, 
With as affect d love. 
As if ſome injury was meant 
To thole they kindly us'd, 
I hoſe lovers are the moſt content 
I hat have b en ſtill refus'd. 
Since each has in his boſum nurſt 
A falſe and fawn ng foe, 


| 


; E 


'Tis juſt and wiſe, by ſtriking firſt, 
1 © *ſcape the fatal blow, 


TO AMORETTA. 


we held out againſt your eye, 
You took the ſureſt courſe 
A heart unwary to ſurpriſe, 
You ne'er could take by forc-. 
However, though 1 ſtrive no more, 
he fort will now be priz'd, 
M hich, if ſurrender'd up before, 
Perhaps had been deſpis'd. 
But, gentle Amoretta, though 
I cannot love reſiſt, 
1hink not, when you have caught m: ſo, 
Jo uſ- me as you liſt. : 
| Inconſtagacy or coldnefs will 
y footiſh heart reclaim : 
Ihen I come off wich honour ſtill, 
But you, alas ! with ſhame. 
A heart by kindneſs only gain'd, 
Will a dear conqueſt prove; 
And, to be kept, muſt be maintain'd 
At vaſt expence of love. 


"THE VENTURE. 


H, how I languiſh | what a ſtrange 
Unruly fierce defire ! 

My ſpirits feel ſome wondrous change, 
* y hcart is all on fire. 


Now, all ye wiſer thoughts, away, 
In vain your tale ye tell 

Of patient hopes, and dull delay, 
Love's foppiſh part; farewell. 


Suppoſe one week's delay would give 
All that my wiſhes move ; | 

Oh, who ſo Jong a time can live, 
Stretch'd on the rack of love? 


Her ſoul perhaps is too ſublime, 
To like ſuch laviſh fear; | 
Diſcretion, prudence, all is crime, 


If once condenm'd by her. 
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When honour does the ſoldicr call 
To ſome unequal fight, 

Reſolv d ro conquer, or to fall, 
Before his general's ſight ; 

Advanc*.! the happy hero lives; 
Or if ill fate denies, 

The noble raſhneſs Heaven forgives, 
Aud gloriouſly he dics. 


PE q¶uvd...ñʃ 


INCONSTANCY EXCUSED. 


3 N 


I MUST confeſs, I am untrue 
10 Gloriana's eyes, 

But he that's ſmil'd upon by you, 
Muſt all the world deſpite. 

In winter, fires of little worth 
Excite our dull defire ; 

But when the fun breaks kindly forth, 
Thoſe fainter flames expire. 

Ihen blame me not for lighting now 
What 1 did once adore; 


O, do but this one change allow, 
And 1 can change no more: 


Fixt by your nev.r-failing charms, 
Till I with age decay, 

Till languiſhing within your arms, 
I ſigh my ſoul away. 


G. 


— —— —kꝛ ! ˙b— 


8 0 N 8. 
On, conceal that charming creature 


From my wondering, wiſhing eyes! 


Every motion, every feature 

Does ſome raviſh'd heart ſurpriſe ; 
But oh, I ſighing, üghing, ſee 
The happy fwain he ne er can be 
Falſe to him, or kind to me. 


Vet, if I could humbly ſhow her, 
h! how wretched I remain; 
'Tis not, ſure, a thing below her, 
Still to pity ſo — pain. 
The gods ſome pleaſure, pleaſure take, 
Happy as themſelves to make 
hoſe who ſuffer for their ſake, 


Since your hand alone was given 
To a wretch not worth your care; 
Like ſome angel ſent from heaven, 
Come, and raiſe me from deſpair. 
Your heart I cannot, cannot miſ+, 
And | dcfire no other bliſs ; 
Let all the world beſides be his. 


— — 


e 


LL hopeleſs of relief, 
incapable of reſt, 
In vain I ſtrive to vent a grief 


That's not to be expreſt, 


N. 


| 


This rage within my veins 
No rcaſon can remove; 

Of all the mind « moſt cruel pains, 
The ſharpeſt, ſure, is love. 


Yet while I languith ſo, 
And on thee vainly call; 

Take heed, fair cauſe of all my woe. 
What ſate may thee befall. 


Ungratcſul, cruel faults 
Suit not thy gentle ſex ; 


Hereafter, how will guilty thoughts 
Thy tcuder conſcicuce vex ! 


When welcome Death ſhall bring 
Relief to * me, 

My ſoul enlarg'd, and once on wing, 
in haſte will fly to thee. 


When in thy loncly bed 
My ghoſt its moan ſhall make, 
With ſaddeſt ſigns that I am dead, 
And dead for thy dear Ake; 


Struck with that conſcious blow, 
thy very ſoul will ſtart: 

Pale as my ſhadow thou wilt grow, 
And cold as is thy heart, 


Too late remorſe will then 
Untimely pity ſhow, 

To him, who, of all mortal men, 
Did moſt thy value know. 


Yet, with this broken heart, 
I wiſh thou never be 

Tormented with the thouſandth part 
Of what I feel for thee. 


* 
—— — —U[UAiAQ—q — 


ON APPREHENSION OF LO3JING WHAT 
HE HAD NEWLY GAINED. 


IN IMITAT1ON OF OVID. 


URE I of all men am the firſt 
That ever was by kindneſs curſt, 

Who muſt my only bliſs bemoan, 
And am by happineſs undone. 

Had I at diſtance only ſcen 
That lovely face, 1 might have been 
Witk the delightful object pleas'd, 
But not with all this paſhon ſeiz'd. 

When aſterwards ſo near | came 
As to be ſcorch'd in beauty's flame; 
To ſo much ſoftneſs, ſo much ſenſe, 
Reaſon itſelf made no defence. 

What pleaſing thoughts poſſeſs'd my mind, 
When little favours ſhew'd you kind! 
And though, when coldneſs oft prevail'd, 
My heart would fink, and ſpirits fail d, 
Yet willingly the yoke I bore, 
And all your chains as bracelets wore : 
At your lov'd fcet all day would lic, 
Deliring, without knowing why; 
For, not yet bleſt within your arms, 
Who could have thought of half your charm; !? 
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Charms of ſuch a wondrous kind, 
Words we cannot, muſt not find, 
A body worthy of your mind. 
Fancy could ne'er ſo high reflect, 
Nor love itſelf ſuch joys expect. 
After ſuch embraces paſt, 
Whoſe memory will ever laſt, 
Love is ſtill reflecting back; 
All my ſoul is on a rack: 
To be in hell's ſufficient curſe, 
But to ſall from heaven is worſe. 
T liv'd in grief ere this I knew, 
But then 1 dwelt in darkneſs tos. 
Of gains, alas! I could not boaſt ; 
But little thought how much l loſt. 
Now heart-devouring cagerneſs, 
And ſharp impatience to poſſeſs ; 
Now reſtleſs cares, conſuming fires, 
Anxious thoughts, and fierce defires, 
Tear my heart to that degree, 
For ever fix'd on only thee : 
Then all my comfort is, I ſhall 
Lave in thy arms, or not all. 


—ͤ — 


THE RECONCILEMENT, 
„ 


OME, let us now reſolve at laſt 
To live in love and quiet; 
We'll tie the knot ſo very ſaſt, 
That Time ſhall ne er untie it. 


The trueſt joys they ſeldom prove, 
Who free from quarrels live; 
*Tis the moſt tender part of love, 

Each other to forgive. 


When leaſt I ſeem'd concern d, I tock 
No pleaſure, nor no reſt ; 
And when 1 feign'd an angry look, 
Alas! I lov'd you beſt. 


Own but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſt will be our fate; 

Oh, to be happy, to be kind, 
Sure never is too late. 


— — — ñ ꝗFÜ ww — 


"Hats. Vols Wy W 


ROM all uneaſy paſſions free, 
Revenge, ambition, jealouſy, 
Contented 1 had been too bieit, 
If love and you had let me reſt: 
Yet that dull life 1 now deſpiſe; 
Safe from your eyes, | 
I fear'd no grieſs, but then I found no joys. 


Amidſt a thouſand kind deſires, 

Which beauty moves, ana love inſpires ; 
Such pangs I feel of tender fear, 

No hoes ſo ſoft as ing can bear ; 


g 


how I'll defy the worſt of harms; 
Such are your charms, 
Tis worth a life to die within your army, 


TO A COQUET BEAUTY. 


2 full of — 
| from a nymph ſo fu 
So much ſweetneſ i her face, , 
In her motions ſuch a grace, 
in her kind inviting eyes 
Such a ſoft enchantment lies ; 
Ihat we pleaſe ourſelves too ſoon, 
And are with empty hopes undone, 
After all her ſoftneſs, we 
Are but flaves, while the is free; 
Free, alas! from all defire, 
Except to ſet the world on fire. 
Thou, fair diſſembler, doſt but thug 
Deceive thyiclf, as well as us. 
Like a reſtleſs monarch, thou 
Wouldſt rather force mankind to bow, 
And venture round the world to roam, 
Than govern peaccably at home. 
But truſt me, Celia, truſt me, when 
Apollo's ſelf inſpires my pen, 
One hour of love's delight outweighs 
Whole years of univerſal praiſe ; 
Aud one adorer, kindly us'd, 
Gives trucr joys than crowds reſus d. 
For what does youth and beauty ſerve ? 
Why more than all your ſex deſerve ? 
Why ſuch ſoft alluring arts 
To charm our eyes, and melt our hearts? 
By our loſs you nothing gain : 
Unleſs you love, you p in vain. 


— —— — 


| THE RELAPSE. 


IKE children in a ſtarry night, 
When I beheld thoſe eyes before, 
I gaz d with wonder and delight, 
Inſenſible of all their power. 


I play'd about the flame ſo long, 
At laſt 1 felt the ſcorching ire; 

My hopes were weak, my paſſion ſtrong, 
And 1 lay dying with 


By all the helps of human art, 
1 juſt recover d ſo much ſenſe, 
As to avoid, with heavy heart, 
The fair, but fatai, influence, 


But, ſince you ſhine away deſpair, 
And now my ſighs no longer ſhun, 
No Perſian in his zcalous prayer 
So much ador.s the riſing ſun. 


If once again my vows diſpleaſe, 


There never was fo loſt a lover; 


In love that languiſhing diſeaſe, 
A fad relapſe we ne er recover. 


we am * 
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THE RECOVERY. 
IGHING and languiſhing 1 __.- 
8 A ſtranger grown to all delight, 
Paſſing with tedious thoughts the day, 
And with unquiet dreams the night. 
For your dear ſake, my only care 
Was how my fatal love to hide; 
For ever drooping with deſpair, 
Neglecting all the world beſide : 
Till, like ſome angel from above, 
Cornelia came to. my relief; 
And then | found the joys of love 
Can make amends for all the grief. 
Thoſe pleaſing hopes I now purſue 
Might fall if you could prove unjuſt ; 
But promiſes from heaven and you, 
Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt ? 
Here all my doubts and troubles end, 
One tender word my ſoul affures; 
Nor am I vain, fince I 


Not on my own deſert, but yours. 


— j 


THE CONVERT. 


EJECTED, as true converts die, 
But yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd, 
So, faireſt ' at your feet I lie, 
Of all my ſcx's faults aſham d. 


Too long, alas! have I abus'd 
Love's innocent and ſacred flame, 

And that divineſt power have us'd 
To laugh at, as an idle name. 


But ſince ſo freely I confeſs 
A crime which may your ſcorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs 
By any juſt and fair excuſe. 
I then did vulgar joys purſue, 
Variety was all my bliſs; 
But ignorant of love and you, 
How could I chooſe but de amiſs ? 


If ever now my wandering eyes 
Seck out amuſements as before; 
If eier I look, but to deſpiſe 
Such charms, and value yours the more; 
May ſad remorſe, and guilty ſhame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithlcſs me; 


And, what I tremble even to name, 
May I loſe all in loſing thee ! 


SWAN ITCET HRS 


IN IMITATION OF AN AcREON. 


HOU flatterer of all the fair, 
Come w th all your ſkill and care; 
Draw me ſuch a ſhape and face, 
As your flattery would diſgrace. 
Vor. IV. 


— 
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Wiſh not that ſhe would appear, 
Tis well for you ſhe is not here: 
Scarce can you with ſafety ſee 


| All her charms deſcrib'd by me: 


I, alas! the know, 

I, alas! have felt the blow ; 
Mourn, as loſt, my former days, 
That never ſung of Cclia's praiſc ; 
And thoſe few that are behind 

I ſhall bleſt or wretc bed find, 
Only juſt as ſhe is kind. 

With her tempting eyes begin, 
Eyes that would draw angels in 
To a ſccond ſweeter fin. 

Oh, thoſe wanton rolling eyes! 

At each glance a lover dies: 

Make them bright, yet make them willing, 
Let them look both kind and killing. 

Next, draw her ſorchead; then noſe, 
And lips juſt opening, that diſcloſe 
Teeth ſo bright, and breath ſo ſweet, 

So much beauty, ſo much wit, 
To our very ſoul they ſtrike, 
All our ſenſes pleas d alike. 

But ſo pure a white and reds 

Never, never, can be ſaid; 
What are words in ſuch a caſe? 
What is paint to ſuch a face ? 
How ſhould either art avail us? 
Fancy here itſelf muſt fail us. 

In her looks, and in her mien, 
Such a graccful air is ſeen, 

That if you, with all your ort, 
Can but reach the ſmalleſt part; 
Next to her, the matchleſs ſhe, 
We ſhall wonder moſt at thee. 

Then her neck, and breaſts, and hair, 
And her — but my charming fair 
Does in a thouſand things excel, 

Which I muſt not, dare not tell. 

How go on then? Oh! I ſee 
A lovely Venus drawn by thee ; 

Oh how fair ſhe does appear ! 

Touch it enly here and there. 

Make her yet ſeem more divine, 
Your Venus then may look like mine, 
Whoſe bright form if once you ſaw, 
You by her would Venus draw. 


ON DON ALONZO'S BEING KILLED IN: PORTU- 
Gal, UPON ACCOUNT OF THE INFANTA, IN 
Tut YEAR 1683. 


N ſuch a cauſe no Muſe ſhould fail 
To bear a mournful part; 
'Tis juſt and noble to bewail 
The fate of fal.*a deſert. 


In vain ambitious hopes deſign'd 
To make his ſoul aſpire, 

If love and beauty had not join'd. 
To raiſe 2 brighter fire. 


Qq 
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A midſt ſo many dangerous ſoce, 
How weak the wiſeſt prove 
Reaſon itſelf would ſcarce oppoſe, 
And ſeems agreed with love. 


If from the glorious height he falls, 
He greatly daring dies; 
Or mounting where bright beauty calls, 


— — —— — 


THE SURPRISE. 
AT EI. perhaps dull crowds admire 


But I, alas! am all on fire. 

Ike him who thought in childhood paſk 
That dire diſeaſe which kilſ'd at laſt, 
durit have ſworn I lov d befare, 
And ſancy'd all the danger oer; 
Had felt the pangs of jealous pain, 
And borne the blaſts of cold diſdam; 
Then re$p's at length the mighty gains, 
"That ſull reward of all our pains ! 

But what was all ſuch grif or joy, 
That did my heedleſs ears employ ? 
Niere dreams of fcign'd fantaſtic powers, 
But the diſcaſe of idle hours; 
Amuſement, humour, aſfe ation, 
Compar'd with this ſublimer paſſion, 
Whoſe roptures, bright as thoſe above, 
Outſhine the flames of zcal or love. 

Yet think not, faircſt, what 1 ſing 
Can from a love platonic ſpring 
"That formal ſoirnefs (falſe and vain) 
Not of the heart but of the brain. 
Thou art indeed above all nature; 
Put I, a wretched human creature, 
Wanting thy gentle generous aid, 
Of huſbands. rivals, friends, afraid! 
Amidſt all this ſeraphic fire, 
Am a!moſt dying with deſire, 
With eager wifhes ardent thoughts, 
Prone to commit love's wilceſt faults ! 
Aud {as we are on Sundays told 
I he luſty patriarch did of old) 
Wonld force a blefling from thoſe charms, 
And graſp an angel in my arms. 


’— — — h — 


U E, 


A DIe 
SUNG ON THE STAGE, 


BETWEEN AN ELDERL.Y SHEPHERD 


AND A VERY YOUNG NYMPH. 
SHEPHERD. 
RAGHT and blooming as the ſpring, 
Univerſal love inſſ iring ; 

Al our ſwains thy praiſes ſing, 

Ever gazing and acmiring, 

NYVPH. 

Praiſes in ſo high a Prain, 

And by ſuch a ſhepherd ſung, 
Are enough to make me va'n, 


Yet lo harmleſs and ſo young. 
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enrPnerd, 
| 1 ho Id have deſpair' d among 
Rivals that appear ſo gaily: 
But your eyes have made me your 
By their ſmiling on me daily. 
NYMPH. 
Idle boys admire us blindly, 
Are inconſt ant, wild. and bold; 
And your uſing me fo kindly 
Is a proof you are not old. 
95 SHEPHERD, 
With thy pleaſing voice and faſt ion, 
With thy humour and thy youth, 
| Cheer my ſoul, and crown my paſſion : 
Oh! reward my love and truth. 
NYMPH- 
With thy careful arts to cover 
That which fools will count a fault, 
Truck friend as well as lover, 
| Oh: deſerve ſo kind a thought. 
EACH APART, FIRST; AND THEN BOTH rot- 
THER. 
Happy we ſhall lic poſſeſſing, 
Folded in each other's arms, 
Love and Nature's chieſeſt bleſſing 
In the ſtill increaſing charms. 
So the deareſt joys of loving, 
M hich ſcarce heaven can go beyond, 
| We'll be every day improving, 
SHEPUERD. 
You more fair, and I more fond. 
NYMPH- 
I more fair, and you more fond. 


| 


—— 
i 


| ON ONE WHO DIED DISCOVERING HER KIND 
| NESS. 
- OME vex their ſouls with jealous pain, 
While others figh for cold diſdaiu: 
Love's various flave we dai'y ſee! 
Vet happy all, compar'd with me. 
Of all mankind, 1 lov'd the beſt 
A nymph ſo far above the reſt, 
That we outſhin'd the bleſt above, 
In beauty ſhe, and I in love. 


And therefore they who conld not bear 

To be outdone by mortals here, 

Among themſelves have plac'd her now, 
And left me wretched here below. 


All other fate I could have borne, 

And ev'n endur'd her very ſcorn ; 

But oh! thus all at once to find þ 
That dread account! both dead and kind! 
What heart can hold! if yet I live, 

Tis but to ſhew how much I grieve. 


ON LUCINDA's DEATH 


6 all ye doleful, diſmal cares, 
That ever haunted guilty mind! 
The pangs of love when it deſpairs. 


And all choſe ftings che jcalous nd : 


— 


* 
T 
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Als! heart-brea). ing though ye be, 
vet welcome, welcome all to mc 
Who now have loſt—but oh hw much ? 
No language nothing can expres, 
Except my grief for ſhe was ſuch, 
That praiſes would but make her leſs. 
Vet who can ever dare to 1aiſe 
His voice on her, unleſs to praiſe ? 
Free from her ſex's ſma leſt faults, 
And fair as womankind can be : 
Tender and warm as lover's thoughts, 
Yet cold to all the world but me. 
Of all this not' ing now remains, 


Bat only Gighs and endleis pains ! 


— —— 
TO ALADY 
RETIRING INTO A MONASTERYT., 


| ape © mow can hold the dou- 
ble fare 
Of fierce devotion, and of fond deſire ? 


| 


Love would ſhine forth, were not your zcal 


bright 
Whoſe glaring flames eclipſe his gentler light: 
Leſs ſcems the fa:th that mountains can remove, 
Than this which triumphs over youth and b. ve. 
But 2 threatening prieſt divide us 
two! 
What worſe than that could all his curſes do ? 
Thus with a fiight ſome have teſign'd their 
breath, | | 
Ind poorly died, only for fear of death. 

Heaven ſees our paſſions with indulgence ſtill, 
And they who lov'd well, can do nothing ill. 
While to us nothing but ourſelves is dear. 

Should — * ſrown, yet what have we to 

ar ? 

Fame, a—_ and power, thoſe high-priz'd gifts 
of te, * . 

The low concerns of a leſs h tate, 

Are far beneath us: ſortune's ſeif may take 

Her aim at us, yet no impicſſion make; 

Let worldlings aſk ber help, or fear her harms ; 

We can lie ſafe, lock'd in each other's arms, 

Like the Nleſt ſaints, eternal raptures know, 

And flight thoſe ſtorms that vainly reſt below. 

Yet this, all this you are reſolv'd to quit; 

I ſee my ruin, and 1 muſt ſubmit : 

But think, O think before you prove unkind, 

Low loſt a wretch you leave ſorlorn behind. 

Malignant envy, mix'd with hate and fear, 
Revenge for wrongs too burdenſome to bi ar, 

Ev n zeal itſelſ, from hence all miſchieſs ipring, 
Hove never dene fo barbarons a thing. 
With ſuch a fate the hezvens decreed to vex 

Armida once, though of the fairer ſex ; : 

Kinaldo ſhe had charm'd with ſo much art, 

Hers was hi: power, his perſon and his heart : 

Honour's high thoughts no more his mind could 
move ; 

She ſoorh's his rage, and turn'd it al! to love: 

* hen ſtraight a guſt of Herce devotion blows, 

And in - moxeut all her joys o' crrhiewe: 


> 


—_— 
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The por Armida tears her golden hair, 
Marchleſs till now, for love or for deipuir. 
Who is not mov's while the ſad nymph com- 
plains ? 
Vet you now act what Taſſo only feigns : 
And afrer all out vows, our fighs, our te rs, 
My baniſh'd ſorrows, and your conquer'd fears; 
So many doubts, ſo many dangers gat. 
Viſions of zcal muſt vauquiſh me at lat. 
cn in great Homer's war, throughout the 
eld | 
Some hero ſtill made all things mortal yield; 
But when a god once took the vanquiſu'd five, 
The weak prevail'd, and the victurious dy d. 


THE VISION. 


WRITTEN DURING A SEA VOYAGE, WHEN SEN? 
TO COMMAND THE FORCES FOR TUE Kt 
or TANGIER, 

[THIN the ſilent ſtad-s of ſoſt repoſe, 
Where Fancy's boundleſs ſtz cam for crer 
flows; 

Where the inſranchis'd foul at caſe can play. 

Tir d with the toilſome buſincis of the day; 

Where princes gladly reſt their weary head, 

And change uneaſy thrones for dowry beds: 

Where ſeeming joys delude deſpairiug minds, 

And where ev'n jealouſy ſome quiet hr ds ; 

There and ſorrow for a while couid part, 

Sleep closd my eyes, and cas d a fighting heart. 
But here too ſoon a wreiched lover found 

In deepeſt grieſs that ſiecp can ne'er be found ; 

With ſtrauge ſurpriſe my troubled lang y brings 

Odd antic ſhapes of wild unkeard-ct things; 

Diſmal and terrible hey all appcar, 

My ſoul was ſhook with an unuſual far. 

But as when viſions glad the eyes of ſaints, 

And kind relief attends devout coraplaiats, 

Some beautco s angel in bright charms wi!l thine, 

And ſpread a glory ound, that's all divine; 

Yuſt ſuch a bright end beauteous form appears, 

The monſicrs vaniſh and with them my fears. 

The faireſt ſt ape was then beiore me brought, 

That eyes e er ſaw, or fancy ever thought; 

How weak are words to ſhew ſuch excellence, 

Which cv'n confpunds the ſoul, as well as ſenſe! 

And, while our cyes trauſporting pleaſure find, 

It ſtops not here, but ſtrikes the very mind. 

Some angel ſpeaks her praiſe ; no human ton 

But with its utmoſt art muſt do her wrong. 

The only woman that has power to kill, 

And yet is good enough to want the will; 

Who necds no ſoft alluring words repeat, 

Nor ſtudied looks of languiſning deceit. 
Fantzſtic beauty, always in the wiong, 

Still thinks ſume pride nut to its power belong; 

An air affeced and an haughty mien, 

Something that ſeems to ſey, I would be ſcen, 

But of all mankind tnis only ſhe, 

Full of its charms. and from its frailty free. 

Deſcrves ſome nobl-r Muſe her fame to raiſe, 

By making thc wavle fex beſide her pyranad 7 

prailt. : ; 
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She, ſhe d the ſource of all my j 

Tho demeli awe ne cons thought . 

Gently ſhe-look d as when l left her laſt, 

When firſt ſhe ſciz'd my heart, and held it faſt : 

When, if my vows, alas! were made too late, 

Tſaw mv doom came not from her, but ſate. 

With pity then ſhe eas d my raging pain, 

And _ kind eyes could ſcarce from tears re- 
rain: 

Why, gentle wain, ſaid ſhe, why do you grieve 

In words ! ſhould not hear, much leſs believe? 

I gaze on th + which i a fault to mind. * 

And ought to fly the danger which I find : 

Of falſe mankind though you may be the beſt, 

Ye all have robd'd poor women of their reſt. 

I ſee your pain end ice it too with grief. 

Becauſe 1 would, yet muſt not, give relief. 

Thus, ior a buſband's ſake as well as yours, 

My ſcrupulous ſoul divided pain endures ; 

Guiity, alas to both : for thus I do | 

Too mnch for him, yet not enough for you. 

Give over then, give over, hapleſs ſwain, 

A paſhon mcving, but a paſſion vain : 

Not chance nor time ſhall ever change my 
thought : 2 

Tis better much to die, than do a fault. 

Oh, worſe than ever! Is it then my doom 
Juſt to ſee heaven, where I muſt never come? 
Your ſoft compaſſion, if not ſomething more; 
Yet I remain as wretch<d as before; | 
The wind indeed is fair, but ah ! no fight 1 


ſhore. 


Farewell, too 
well; 
What torments 1 endure, no tongue can tell; 
Thank Heaven, my fate tranſports me now 
where I, 2 
Your martyr, may with eaſe and ſafety die. 
Wich that I kneel'd, and ſeiz d her trembling 


hand, 
While ſhe impos'd this cruel kind command: 
Live. and love on; you will be true, I know; 
But live then, and come back to tell me ſo; 
For though I bluſh at this laſt guilty breath, 
Ican endure that better than your death. 
Tormenting kindneſs ! barbarous ieve ! 
Condemn'd to die, and yet compell'd to live 
This tender ſcene my dream repeated o'er, 
Juſt as it paſs'd in real truth before. 
Methought I then fell groveling to the ground, 
Till, on a ſudden rais'd, I wondering found 
A ſtrange appearance all in taintleſs white; 
His form gave reverence, and his face delight: 
Goodneſs and greatneſs in his eyes were ſeen, 
Gentle his look, and affable his mien. 
A kindly notice of me thus he took : 
« What mean theſe flowing eyes, this ghaſtly 
look 8 | 
<+ Theſe trembling joints, this looſe diſhevell'd 
hair, 
« And this cold dew, the drops of deep deſpair?*? 
With grief and wonder firſt my ſpirits faint, 
But thus at laſt I vented my complaint : FA 
Behold a wretch whom crucl ſate has found, 
And in the depth of all misfortun: drowu d. 
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| There ſhines a nymph, to whom an envy'd fwain 
Is ty'd in Hymen's ceremonious chain; 
| But, cloy'd with charms of ſuch a marriage · bed, 
And fed with manna, yet he longs for bread; 
And will, moſt huſband-like, not only 
For love perhaps of nothing elſc but 
But to inferior beauty rate lies, 
And courts her love in ſcorn of Flavia's 
All this 1 knew (the form: divine reply'd) 
And did but aſk to havc thy temperery'd, 
Which prove ſincere, Of both I know the 
5 mi : 50 1 a 
| She is too ſcrupulous, and thou too kind: 
But ſiuce thy fatal love's for ever fix'd, 
Whatever time or abſence come betwixt ; 
Since thy fond heart ev'n her diſdain prefers 
Io others love, I'll ſomething ſoften hers: 
| Elſe in the ſeareh of virtue ſhe may ſtray ; 
Well-m aning mortals ſhould not loſe their 
She nos indced fins on the ſafer ſide, 
For hearts too looſe are never to be ty d; 
But ne extremes are cither good or wiſe, 
And in the midſt alone true virtue lies. 
When iage-vows unite an equal pair, 


» 


— 


Tis a mere contract made by human care, 
By which they both are for convenience ty d, 
For circumſtances alter every ill, 
And woman meets with moſt temptation 
She a forſaken bed muſt often bear, 
| While he can never fail to find her there, 
And therefore leſs excus'd to range elſewhere. 
Yet this ſhe ought to ſuffer,' and ſubmit : 
But when no longer for each other fit, 
| If uſage baſe ſhall juſt reſentment move, 
| Or, what is worſe, affronts of wandering love; 
'Tis mean, not juſt, to wear a rival's chains. 
Vet decency requires the wonted cares 
Of intereſt, children, and remote affairs; 
But in her love, that dear concern of lite, 
She all the while may be another's wiſe: 
— beholds her wrong'd and widow'd 
Permits a lover in her huſband's ſtead. 

1 flung me at his feet, his robes would kiſs, 
And cry'd—Ev'n our baſe world is juſt in this; 
Amidſt our cenſures, love we gently blame, 

And love ſometimes preſerves a female fame. 
What tie leſs ſtrong can woman's will reſtrain? 
When honour checks, and conſcience pleads 1 
vain; 
When parent's threats, and friend's perſuaſious 
ail | 


| When intereſt and ambition ſcarce prevail, 


To bound that ſex when nothing elſe can move, 
They'll live reſerv'd, to pleaſe the mau they 
love ! 
The ſpirit then reply'd to all I ſaid, 
She may be kind, but not till thou art dead; 
Bewail thy memory, bemoan thy fate : 
Then ſhe will love, when tis, alas! too 
Of all thy pains ſhe will no pity have, 
Tin fad deſpair has ſcent thee to the grave. 
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Amaz'd, 1 wak'd in haſte, 
All trembling at ray doom ; 
Dreams oft repeat adventures paſt, 
And tell our ills to come. 


HELEN To PARIS. 
FROM OVID. 


TRANSLATED RY THE EARL OF MULGRAYE, 
AND MR. DRYDEN. ; 


Wan looſe epiſtles violate chaſte eyes, 
She half contents, who fileatly denics ; 
How darcs a ſtranger, with dcfigns ſo vain, 
Marriage and hoſpitable rights profane ? 

Was it for this your fate did ſhi lter find 

From ſwelling ſeas and every faithleſs wind? 
(For though a diſtant country brought you forth, 
Your uſage here was equal to your worth.) 
Does this deſer ve to be rewarded ſo 

Did you come here a ſtranger, or a foe ? 

Your partial judgment may perhaps complain, 
And think me barbarou: for my juſt diſdain ; 
Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchaſte, 

Nor my clear fame with any ſpot delac'd. 
Though in my face there's uo affected irown, 
Nor in my carriage a ſcignꝰd niceneſs ſhown, 
— my honour ſtill w thout a ſtain, 

Nor has my love made any coxcomb vain. 
Your boldneſs I with admiration fee: 
What hope had you to gain a queen like me? 
Becauſe a hero forc'd me once away, 

Am I thought fit to be a ſecond prey? 

Had 1 been won, I had deſcrv'd your blame, 
But ſore my part was nothing but the ſhame ; 
Yet the baſe theft to him no ſruit did bear, 

I *ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear: 
Rude force might ſome unwilling kiſſes gain, 
But that was all he ever could obtain. 

You on ſuch terms would ne er have let me go; 
Were he like you, we had not parted ſo. 
Untouch d the youth reſtor d me to my friends, 
And medeit uſage made me ſome amends. 

Lis virtue to repent a vicious deed : 

Did he repent, that Paris might ucceed? 

Sure *tis ſome fate that ſets me above wrongs, 
Yet ſtill expoſes me to buſy tongues. 

I'll not complain, ſor who's diſpleas'd with love, 
If it ſincere. diſcreet, and conſtant prove ? 
But that I fear—not that I think you baſe, 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face; 
But all your ſex is ſubje to deceive, 

And ours, alas! too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield, and love oer omes the bet 
But why ſhould 1 not ſhine above the reſt ? 
Fam Leda's ſtory ſeems at firſt to be 

A fit example ready found for me : 

But ſhe was couzen'd by a borrow'd ſhape, 
And under harmleſs feathers [cit a rape: 

It : ſhould yicld, what reaſon could i uſe ? 

Ny what miſtake the loving crime excuſc ? 

Her fault was in her powerful lover ioit; 


But of what Jupiter have | to boalt 2 


| 


1 


Though you to heroes and to kings ſucceed, 
Our famous race does no addition need: 
And great alliances but uſeleſs prove 


To one that ſprings herſelf from mighty 


Go then and buaſt in ſome leſs haughry -- - 

Your Plzygian blood, «nd Priam's an ian 2 

Which | would ſhew | valud. if 1 durit ; g 

You are tlie tiſth {row Joye, but | the f,. 

The crown of Troy is powerful, I cou...{;, 

But 1 have reaſon to tiziak ours no leis. 

Your letter, fill'd with promiſes 0 ll 

That men can good, and women plcatunt gal, 

Gives expectation ſuch an ampic fi d 

As would move godde ſſes the.nt: ges 20 7: 45 

But, if I &er offend great Juno's la 

Yourſelf ſhall be the dent, the only cult; 

Either my honour I'll ton meats, 

Or iollow you without ao then, les of gangs 

Not that ſo fair a proizm; i tcp e; 

We like the gift, when we the piver prize * 

But tis your love moves r, WII i in de you 
take f 

Such pains, and run ſuch hazards ſour my ſake. 

| have perceiv'sd (though ! ti awd row) 

A thomand thing ther or as % de you Cot 

Your cager eycs wouid aknof dazzle mine, 

In which (wild man!) your wautun thoughts 
would ſhine 

Sometimes you'd ſigh, ſometimes diſcr lc:'s 
ſtand, | 

And with unuſual ardour preſ my hand; 

Contrive jult aſter me tv take zue ge, 

Nor would you let the jet he at wiccuon paſsy 

Which oft 1 fear'd 1 did rot ww alone, 

And bluſhiug ſt for things wht. ,n, doue; 

Then murmur'd to myle.f, ti.. t wy lace 

Do any thing, I hope 'twas n 

Oft have I read within this ple. i groves 

Under my name, theſe charnvuy 1e. 7 love. 

I. frowning, ſecm'd not to bel:cv. / ur lame, 

But now, alas! am come to WIE zus lamce 

If I were capable to do amils, 

could not but be ſenſible of this. 

For, oh! your ſace has ſuch pecul.ar charms, 

That who can hold from flymg to your rms! 

But what I nc*cr (au have without 06 -4.c, 

May fac bleſt maid polleſs with wnavcence. 

Pleaſure n. ay tempt, but virtue mog ſuuuld 
move; 

Oh! learn of me to want the thing you love. 

What you deſtre is fought by all in nkind; 

As you have eyes, ſo others are nut blind: 

Like you they Ce, like you my charms adore; 
hey with nut icls, but you dare venture more. 
n! had you theu uvoa our coats been brought, 

M; virgin love while, thouſand rivals fought, 
You had i feu, you {ou d have had niy voice, 
Nor coul! my keland guitly viame my cho.ce. 
For both our l.. , alas! you caint too late, 


Another wow is malter of my tac: 


More to my with 1 could Lave liv'd with you, 
And yet my pr=ſcnt lot ca underye. 

Ceatc to ſolicit a weak woman's will, 

And urge unt ker you love to lo much ill; 
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Put let me live contented as I may, 

And make not my unſpotted ſame your prey: 
Some ight you claim, ſince naked to your cyes 
Three gaddeſſes diſputed beauty's prize: 

One oficr'd valour, t'other crowns; but ſhe 
Obtain'd her cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. 
Put, firſt, I am not of belief ſo light, 

To * ſuch nymphs would ſhew you ſuch a 


Yet, granting this, the other port is feign'd, 
A bribe ſo mean your {.ntence had not gain d. 
With pa tial eyes 1 ſhould myſelf regard, 
To think that Venus made me her reward; 
I humbly am content with human praif , 
A yoddeſs's applayſe would envy raiſe : 
But be it as you ſay: for tis confeſt, 
he men who flatter higheſt pleaſe us beſt : 
That I ſuſpect it ought not to dilpleaſe, 
For miracles are not believ d with eaſe. 
One joy | have, that I had Venus voice; 
A greater —— = confirm'd her choice ; 
That proffer'sd laurcls, promis'd fo iguty, 
Juno und Pallas, yon — bes * 
ml your empire then, and your renown ? 
V hat heart of rock but muſt by this be won? 
+ nd yet bear witneſs, O yc powers above, 
How rude 1 am in all the arts of love! 
1\ly hand is yet untaught to ri · e to men, 
Asi th' eſſay of my unpracti- d pen: 
. 
1 
T think all erimg, and tremble at a ſhade: 
Ev'n while 1 write, my fearful conſcious eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a ſurpriſe : 
For now the rumour ſpreads among the 
At court in whiſpers, but in town aloud. 
Diſſembie you, whate'ecr you hear them ſay : 
leave off loving were your better way; 
Yet, if you will ciſſemble it, you may. 
Lave ſecretly : the abſence of my lord 
More freedom gives, but does not all afford: 
Long is his journey long will be his ſtay, 
Call'd by affairs of conſequence away. 
10 go or not, when unreſoly'd he ſtood, 
I] bid him make what ſwift return he could: 
Then kiſſing me, he ſaid, 1 recommend 
All to thy care, but moſt my Trajan fricnd. 
I {nul'd at what he innocently ſaid, 
And only anſwer'd, you ſhall be obcy'd 
Propitio s winds have borne him far from hence, 
But Jet n«t this ſecure your confidence : N 
Abſent he is, yet abſent he commands: | 
You know the proverb, „Princes have Ian 
hands.” 
My fame's my burden, ſar the more I'm prais'd, 
A juſter ground of jealouſy is rais'd : 
Were | lefs fair, I might have been more bleſt, 
Great beaury through gr at danger is poſſeſt. 
To leave me here, his venture was not hard, 
Breaule he thought my virtue was my guat d: 
He feaz'd my face, but truſted to my life, 
Thc beauty dun'ted, but beſiev'd the wife. 
Y ou bid me uſe th' occaſion while 1 can, , 


Fat i» your hands by the good caly man. 
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I would, and yet I doubt 'twixt love and fears 


One draws me from you, and one brings mg 
near. 

Our flames. are mutual. and my huſband's gone: 

The nights are long; I fcar to lie alone; 

One houle contains us, and weak walls divide, 

And you're too preſſing to be long deny'd. 

Let me not live, but every thing conſpires 

To join cur loves, and yct my fear retires. 

You churt with words, When you ſhould force | 
en. ploy; | 

A rope is requiſite to ſhame · ſac d joy: 

Indulgent tv the wrongs which we receive, 

Our lex can ſuffer what we dare not give. 


What have | faid! for both of us 'twere beſt, 

Our kindling fire if each cf us ſuppreſt. 

The ſaith of firangers is tos prone to change, 

And, like themiclves, their wandering paſſiong 

ran 

a the fond Minoian maid, 

Were both by truſting of their gueſt betray'd: 

How can | doubt that other men deceive, 

When you yourſelt did f:ir Ocnone leave? 
But, left 1 ſhould vpbraid your treachery, 

You make a merit of that crime to me. 

You grant you were to faithful love inclin'd, 

Your wea'y | rojans wait but for a wind. 

Should you prevail, while I aſſign the night, 


Your ſails are hoiſted, and you take your flight; 

Some bawling mariner our love deſtroys, 

And breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd jo) s. 

But 1 with you may leave the Spartan port, 

To view the | rojan's wealth and Priam's court, 

Shown while I ſee, 1 ſhall expoſe my fame, 

And fill a foreign country with my ſhame. 

In Aſia what reception ſhall I find! 

And what diſhonour leave in Greece behind ! 

What wil! your brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeſt matrons ſay? 

Ev'n you, when on this action you reflect, 

My future conduct juſtly may ſuſpect; 

And whate'er ſtranger lands upon your coaſt, , 

Conclude me, by your own example, Joſt. 

I from your rage, a ſtrumpet's name ſhall hear, 

While you forget what part in it you bear: 

You, my gd author, will my crime u- 

braid: 8 

Deep under ground, oh! let me firſt be laid! 

You boaſt the pomp and plenty of your land, 

And promiſe all ſta.l be at my command: 

Your Trojan wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe ; 

My own poor native land has dearer ties. 

Should I be injur'd on your Plirygian ſhore, 

What help of kindred could 1 there implore ? 

Medea was by Jaſon's flattery won; 

| may, like her, believe and be undone. 

Plain honeſt hearts, like mine, ſuſpe& no cheat, 

And Jove contributes to its own deceit. 

The ſhips, about whoſe ſides loud tempeſts roar, 

With gentle winds were wafted from the ſhore. 

Your tecming mother dreamt a flaming 

Sprung from her womb, conſum'd the Trojan 
land ; : 

To ſecond this, old prophecies conſpire, 


That Ilium ſba! bc burat with Grecian fire: 


"_ 


—_ _— 
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Both give me fest. ner is it much allay'd, 

That Venus is oblig d our loves to ad. 

For they who loſt their cauſe, revenge will take, 

And for one friend two enemaes you 

Nr can I doubt but, ſhould 1 follow you, 

The ſword would ſoon our fatal crime purſue : 

A wrong ſo great my huſband's rage would rouze, 

And my relations would his cauſe eſpouſe. . 

You boaſt your ſtrength and courage ; but, alas ! 

Your words receive ſmall credit from your face. 

Let heroes in the duſty field delight, 

Thoſe limbs were faſhion'd for another fight. 

Bid Hector ſally from the walls of Troy; 

A ſweeter quarrel ſhould your arms employ. 

Yet ſcars like theſe ſhould not my mind 

Were | as wiſe as many of my ſez : Rs 

But time and you may bolder thoughts inſpire ; 

And I, perhaps, may yield to your 

You laſt demand a private conference : 

Theſe — = words; but 1 can gueſs your 
ſenſc. 

Your unripe hopes their harveſt muſt attend: 

Be rul'd by — Time may be your friend. 

This is enough to let you underſtand, 

For now my pen has tir'd ny tender hand; 

My woman knows the ſecret of my heart, 

And may hereafter better news impart. 


PART or Taz STORY or ORPHEUS. 


BEING A TRANSLATION OUT OF THE FOURTH 
BOOK OF VIKGIL'S GEORGIC. 


Nis not for nothing when juſt Heaven docs 
frown ; 
The injur'd Orpheus calls theſe judgments 
down; 
Whoſe ſpouſe, avoiding to become thy prey, 
And all his joys at once were ſnatch'd away; 


The nymph, fore-doom'd that fatal way to pa's, 


d not the ſcrpent lurking in the 8: 
2 cry 4 valley Al. 
With 2 groans from all the ncighbouring 
$3 
The Dr\ades roar out in deep defpair, 
And with united voice bewail the fair. 
For ſuch a loſs he ſought no vain relief, 
But with his lute indulg'd t' e tender grief; 
Along the ſhore he oft would wildly ſtray, 
With doleſul notes begin and end the dav. 
At length io hell a frightful journey made, 
Paſs'd the wide-gaping gulph and diſmal ſhade ; 
Viſits the ghoſts, and to that king repairs 
Whoſe heart's inflexible to human prayers. 
All hell is raviſh'd with ſo ſweet a ſong ; 
Light ſouls and airy ſpirits glide along 
In troops, like millions of the feather d kind, 
Driven home by night, or ſome tcmpeſtuous 
wind: | 
Matrons and men, raw youths and unripe maids; 


And naughty heroet mcre majeſtic ſhades ; | 


| 


| 


| 


303 


And ſons entomb d before their parents ſace; 


| Theſe the black waves of bounding Styx em- 


brace 
Nine „ N clogg d with noiſome 
wee 
And all that filth which ſtanding water breeds. 
Amazement reach'd cwn the deep caves of 
The ſiſters with blue ſnaky curls took breath: 
lzzon's wheel awnile unmov'd remain d. 
And the _ dog his three mouth d voice re 
G rain'd. 
When ſafe return'd, and all theſe dangers 
Following ſor ſo Proſerpina wag pleas'd), 
A ſudden rage th' unwary lover ſeiz d; 
He, 8 bright glimpſe of day- light 
m'd, 
Could not refrain to caſt one look behind ; 
A dreadful ſound thrice ſhook the Stygian coaſt, 
His hopes quite fied, and all his labour loſt! 
Why haſt thou thus undone thyſelf and me? 
What rage is this? oh, I am ſnatch'd from thee! 
(She faintly cry'd) night and the powers of bell 
My hands ftretch ſorth to reach thee as before; 
But all in vain, for l am thine no more; 
No more a'low's to view thy face, or day 
Then from his eyes, like ſmoke, ſhe fleets away. 
Much he would fain have ſpoke : but fate, alas! 
Tuus twice undone, what courſe remaia'd to 
take, 
To gain her back, already paſs'd the lake? 
What * what patience, could procure him 
eaſe ! 
Or, ah! what vows the angry powers appeaſe ? 
To bleak and barren rocks, on whoſe cold mois, 
While languiſhing he ſung bis fata' flame, 
He mov'd ev'n trecs, and made fierce tigers 
tame, 
So the ſad nightingale, when childleſs made 
Bewails her loſs bencath a poplar ſhale, 
Mourns all the night, in murmurs waſtes the 
day; 
Her melting ſongs a dolefu! pleaſure yield, 
And melancholy muſic fills the field. 
But all alone, beat by the northern wind, 
Shivering on L anais banks the bard remain'd, 
And of the gods unfruitful gift complain'd. 
Circonian dames, enrag'd to be deſpis*d, 
As they the feaſt af Bacchus ſolemniz d, 
hmbs ; 
His head, turn off from the fair body, ſwims 
Down that fwift current where the Heber 2uws, 
And ſtill its tongue in dole'ul accents goca. 
Ah, poor Eurydice | he dying cry*d; 


death; 
His Races to breathe freſh air at laſt. 
A fault of love! could hell compaſſion find. ; 
Surround my ſight ; oh, Orpheus! oh, farewclly 
Would ne*er again conſent to let him paſs. 

* 418 ſaid, he ſeven long moons bewail'd his loſs 
By ſome rough ſwain who ſtole her yourg away, 
Marriage nor love could ever move his mind; 
Slew the poor youth, and firew'd about bas 

Eurydice scſounds fram every ſide. 
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AN ESSAY ON POETRY.# 


F all thoſe arts in which the wiſe excel, 


Nature's chief maſter-picce is writing well: 


No writing liſts exalted man ſ hiz u, 

As ſacred and ſou!-moving pociy: 

No kind of work requires lo aice a touch, 
And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſh nes ſo much. 
But Heaven forbid we ſhoulc be ſo profane 
To grace the vulpar with that noble name! 
*Tis not a flaſh of fancy, which ſometimes, 


Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done: 
"Crue wit is everlaſting, like the ſun, 


Which, though ſometimes behind a cloud retir'd, 


Breaks out again, and is by all admit'd. 


Number and rhyme, and that harmonious ſound, 
Which not the niceſt ear with harſhucſs wound, | 


Are nec:fary, yet but vulgar arts; 

And all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 
Contribute to the ſlructure of the whole, 
Without a genius too; for that's the ſoul : 

A ſpirit which inſpires the work throughout, 
As that of ture moves the world about; 

A flame that glows amidſt conceptions fit, 
Ev'n ſomething of divine, and more than wit; 
Itſelf unſeen, yet at things by it ſhown, 
Deſcribing all men, but deſcrib'd by none. 


Where doſt thou dwell ? what caverns of the 


brain 
Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty thing contain ? 


When 1, at vacant hours, in vain thy abſence 
mourn, 
Oh ! where doſt thou retire? and why doſt thou 


return, 


Scmetimes with powerful charms to hurry we 
away, 
From pleaſures of the night, and buſineſs of the 


day: | 
Ev'n . too far tranſported, I am fain 
To check thy courſe, and uſe the needful rein. 
As all is dulneſs, when the fancy's bad; 
So, without judgment, fancy is but mad: 
And judgment has a boundleſs influence 
Not only in the choice of words, or ſenſe, 
But on the world, on manners, and on men; 
Fancy is but the fcather of the pen; 
Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſcful part, 


Which gains the head, while t'other wins the 


heart. , 
Here 1 ſhall all the various ſorts of verſe, 

And the whole art of poetry rehearſe ; 
But who that taſk would after Horace do? 
The beſt uf maſters, and examples too 
Echoes at beſt, all we can ſay is vain ; 
Dull the deſign, and fruitleſs were the pain. 
Tis true, the ancients we may rob with caſe; 


But who with that mean ſhift himſclf can pleaſe, 


Without an actor's pride? A player's art 
Is above his, who writes a borrow d part. 


* The © Eſſay on Satire,” which was written by 
this noble author end Mr, Dryden, is printed among 


the Poems of the latier. 


| 
Þazz'ing our mirds, ſets off the ſlighteſt rhymes : 


| 


| 
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Yet modern laws are made for later faults, 

And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts: 

What need has ſatire then to live on 

When ſo much freſh occaſion ſtill is left ? 

Fertile our ſoil, and full of rankeſt 

And monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds. 

But hold, the fools ſhall have no cauſe to fear + 

"Tis wit and ſenſe that is the ſubject here: 

Defects of witty men deſerve a cure, 

Rud thoſe who are ſo, will ev'n this endure. 
Firſt then, of Songs; which now fo much 

1 abound, 

Without his ſong no fop is to be found; 

A moſt offenſive weapon, which he draws 

On all he meets, agaiuſt Apollo's laws. 

Though nothing ſcems more eaſy, yet uo part 

Of poetry requires a nicer art ; 

For as in rows of richeſt pearl there lies 

Many a blemiſh that eſcapes our eyes, 

Ihe leaſt of which defects is plainly ſhown 

In one ſmall ring, and brings the value down : 

So ſongs ſhould be to juſt perſection wrought | 


Yet where can one be ſeen without a fault? 

Exact propriety of words and thought; 

Expreſſion eaſy, and the fancy high, 

Yet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No words tran:pos'd, but in ſuch order all, 

As _—— with care, yet ſeem by chance to 
all. 

Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt unfit, 

Bare ribaldry, that poor pretcnce to wit; 

Such nauſcous ſongs by a late author * made, 

Call an unwilling cenſure on his ſhade. 

Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting joy 

Can ſhock the chaſteſt, or the niceſt cloy; 

But words obſcene, too groſs to move dcfire, 

Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire. 

On other themes he well deſcrves our praiſe; 

But palls that appetite he meant to raiſe. 

Next, Elegy, of ſweet. but ſolemn voice, 
And of a ſubject grave, exacts the choice; 
The praiſe of beauty, valour, wit contains; 
And there too oft deſpairing love complains: 

In vain, alas! for who by wit is mwov'd? 
That phaenix-ſhe deſerves to be bclov'd; 
But nviſy nonſenſe, and ſuch fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic ſer. 
This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew; 
The many raiſe the value of the few. 
But here (as all our ſex too oft? have try d) 
Women lave drawn my wandering 
aſide. : 
Their greateſt fault, who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defect in words, or want of wit; _ 
But ſhou!d this Muſe harmonious numbers yield, 
And every couplet be with fancy fill'd; 
If yet a juſt coherence be not made 
Between each thought; and the whole mode 
laid | 
So right, that every line may higher riſe, 
Like goodly mountains, till thcy reach the Wies: 


* The Fail of Rocheer.———Tt may be olerved, 
Borte wer, that many of th: worſt ſongs aſcribe! 10 fl. 


| nobleman were ſpurious N. 
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uch trifles may perhap* of late have paſt, | 
And may be lik d awh:ile, but never laſt ; 
Tis epigram, tis paint, tis what you will, 
But nt an clegy , nor writ with ſkill, 
No * Panegyrick, nor a + Cooper's-Iill. 
A higher flight, and of « happier force, 
Are Odes : the Muſes' moſt unruly horſe, 
That bounds o fierce, the rider has no reſt, 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poſ- 
{15'd. 
The port here muſt be indie d inſpir d, 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir d 
Cowley might boaſt to have perſorm'd this part, 
Had he with nature join'd the rules of art; 
But ſometimes diction mean, or veric ill wrought, 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought. 
Though all appear in heat aud fury done, 
The language fill muſt ſoſt aud eaſy run. 
Theſe laws may found a little too ſevere; 
But udgmeut yields, and fancy governs here, 
Which, though extravagant, this Muſe allows, 
Aud makes the work much eaſier than it ſhows. 
Of all the ways that wiſeſt men could find 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind, 
Satire well-writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 
Ard cures, becauſe the remedy is lov d. 
ia hard to write on ſuch a ſubjeR more, 
Without repeating things ſaid ott* before : 
Some vulgar crrors only we {| remove, 
That flaiu a beauty which we ſo much love. 
Of choſen words lome take not care enough. 
And think they ſhould be as the ſubjeR rough; 
"This poem mult be more exactly made, | 
Aud ſharpeſt thoughts in ſmootheſt words con- 
vey d. 
Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot ſail, | 
As if their only buſinef, was to rail: 
Put human frailiy niccly to unſold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a ſatyr from a ſcold. 
Rage you muſt hide, and prejudice lay down; 
A latyr's ſmile is ſharper than his frown ; 
So while you ſeem to flight ſome rival youth, 
Malice itſelf may paſs ſometimes for truth. 
The Laureat 4 here may juſtly claim our praiſc. 
— by Mack Fleckno $ with immortal 
ys; 
Yet once his Pegaſus || has borne dead weight, | 
Rid by ſome lumpiſh miniſt r of tate. 
Here reſt, my Mule, ſuſpend thy cares awhile, 
A more important taſk attends thy toi!. 
As ſume young cogle, that defigns to fly 
A long unwonted journey through the iky, 
Weighs all the dangerous enterprize before, 
O'er what wide lands and ſeas ſhe is to iber, 
Doubts her own ſtreugth ſo far, and julily fears 
The loſty toad of airy travellers: 
But yet incited by ſome bold defign. 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, 
es every feather, views herſelf with care, | 
At lat, reſviv'd, ſhe cleaves the yielding air; 
bs W all er 1. 1 Denham; 
} Air. Dryd-n. 
$ 4 un S<tirical poem: of his. | 
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Away ſhe flies, ſo ſlrong, ſo high, ſo ſaſt, 

She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt : 

So though too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 
The Mulic inſpires a ſharper note to ling. 

And why ſhould truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold ? 
On then, my Mute, advcrturouſly engage 

To give inſtructions that coucern the ſtage · 

The unities of action, time. and place, 
Which, if obſerv d, yive plays % eat a grace, 
Are, though but little pract ,' d, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From uice; faults to purge the preſcnt age, 
Leſs obvious errors of the Engliſh fiage. 

Firſt then. Soliloquics had need be tew, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in paſhon too. 

Our lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant ; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a ſricend, only to tell it us; 
Uh* occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 

As when Bellario * confeſſes all. 

Figures of ſpeech, which p ct« think ſo fine, 
(Art's needleſe varniſh to make nature ſhine) 
All are but paint upon a beauteous face, 

And in deſcriptiuns only «claum a place: 
But, to makc rage declaim, and grief diſcourſe, 
From lovers in deſpair ſine thiug to force, 


A dying hero, miſerably witty ? 

But oh ! the Dialogues, where jeſt and mock 
Is held up like a reſt at ſhittle-cock; 

O- elſe, like b-lls, eternally they ch:me, 
They ligh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. 


thought, 
By nature not inſpir d. nor learning taught? 
Some wit they have, and thereiore may deſerve 


A better courſe thau this, by which they ftarve: 


But to write plays why, tis a bo 'd pretence 
To judgment, breeding, wit, aud eloquence : 
Nav more; for they muſt look within, to find 
I koſe ſecret turns of nature in the ngad : 
Without this part, in vaiu wonld be the whole, 
And but a body all, without a foul. 

All this united yet but makes a part 

Of Dialogue, that great and powerful art, 

Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, Y 
From whom the Romans tainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended fince, but by a few. $ 
Plato and Lucian are the beſt remains 

Of al the wonders which this art contains ; 
Vet to ourſclves we juſtice mul? allow, 
Shakeipeare and Flucher arc the v.onders how: 
Conſider them, aud read th m o er and o'er, 
Go ſee them plav d; then read then as hefe 
For though in many tt ings they evols'y fail, 
(ver our paſſions ſtill they Ic prey ai. 

That our own grief by theirs is roc d aſicep ; 
Ie dull are forc'd to feel, the wile cep. 
Their beauties imitate, avord their tavlrs; 

Firlt, on @ plot cmploy thy careful thoughts; 


* In 1 }laſicr, @ p'cy of Becumal and eic ler, 
Rr 


Muſt needs ſucceed ; for who can chooſe but pity 


What things are theſe who would be poets 
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"Turn it. with time, a thouſand ſeveral ways; | 
Ibis oft“. alone, has given ſucceſs to plays, 
Kejef that vulgar error {which appears 
So fair) of making perſect char cters; 
"There's no luch thing in nature, and you'll draw 
A ſaultleſe nonfter which the world nc'ct law. 
Some fault muſt be that his misfortunes drew, 
Put ſw h as may di ſerve compaſſion too. 
Pefides the mam defign compos'd with art, 
Fach moving ſcene muſt be à plot apurt; 
Contrive each little turn, mark every place, 
As painters firſt chalk out the future face: 
Vet be not onCly your own flave for this, 
Eut change hereafter what appears amils. 
Think rot ſo much where ſhining thoughts to 
place, 
As what a man werild ſay in ſuch a caſe: 
Neither in comedy wi l this ſuſſi e, 
The player too muſt He before yer eyes; 
And, thorgh 'tis drudgery 10 Roop fo low, 
To him you ruſt your ſecret meaning ſhow. 
Fxpolc no ſingle fop, but lay the load 
Mm. .gqually, and fpread the folly broad; 
Vere coxcombs are too obvious; oft' we [ce 
A tool derided by as bad as he: 
Hawks fly at nobler game: in this low way 
A very owl my prove a bird of prey. 
Small poets thus will ne poor fop devour, 
But ro collect, like bees, ſrom every flover, 
}.precients to compoſe that precious juice, 
Whach ſerves the worid for pleaſures an fur ul: 
In ſpite of faction this would taveur get ; 
But FalftsﬀM ſtands inimitable yet. 
Auocher fawit which often muy befall. 
is, whou the wit of ſome great put fall 
So over liow, that is, be nount at all, 
"Phat ev 1 his fools fpeak ſenſe, as if poſe ft, 
Aud each by umiſpiretion breeks his jt, 
M once th» juſtueſs of each part be tf, 
Well may we laugh, but at the pet”; . 
hat filly th ng men call ſheer-w tt av id. 
With witch our age lo naufcorfy s coy 
Humour is ei, Wi: fhouuls be only ULronght 
Fo turn egrceably lone proper ther; he, 
But Luce the poi ts we ot late have known 
>hine in no Orcls ſo much as it; cheir own, 
Tic better by example ro cunvince, 
Caſt but a vcw on t is wrong fide of ſenſe. 
I rt, a ſoliloquy is cahnly mae, 
Wher. cwetry rein 5+ exactly weigh 'd; 
Which ncr perterm'd, moſt epportun ly comes 
Some hero frighted ut the nie of orvms; 
For her fw<e fake, v hom at firſt fplit he loves, | 
d all iu uctaphor his puſlion proves. | 
Bot tonic lad accident, tlough yet rukiown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the Iain alone; 
tle _ grows jcaluus, though we know not. 
why ; 
Then, to obl'ge his rival, needs will dic: | 
But frit he makes a ſpcech, wherein Le cl 
T':c ſent nymph how much his flame szecles; 
& nd yt hequcathe her generouſly now 
To t lov C rival whom he does nut know ! 


ö 


oo 
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* The matci ef; charuRer of Shakeſpeare: | 
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Who ſtrait approves; but who can fate with. 
ſtand ? 

Too late, alas! to hold his haſty hand, 

Tha juſt has g ven himſelf the cruel ſtroke! 

At which his very rival's heat is broke: 

He, more to his ncw friend than miſtreſe ki 

Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind, 

Of ſuch a death pref. rs the pleaſing charms 

To love, and living m 2 lady s arms. 

What ſhameſul and what monſtrous things are 
theſe 

And then they ra'l at thoſe they cannot pleaſe ; 

Conclude us only partial to the dead, 

Aud grudye the fign of old Ben Johnſon's head 

V hen the intrinſic value of the ſtage 

Can ſcarce be judg'd but by a following age: 

Fer dances, flut-s, Italian ſongs, and rhyme, 

May keep up finking nonfenſe for a time; 

But that muft fail which now ſo much o'er-culcs, 

And ienſe no longer will ſubmit to ſools. 


By painſul ſteps, at laſt we labour up 
Parnaſſus hill, un whoſe bright airy top 


| The epic poets ſo divinely ſhow, 


Ard with juſt pride behold the reſt below. 
H:roic poems have a juſt pretence 
To be the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſenſe ; 


{ A work of ſuch ineſtima le worth, 


There are but two the world has yet brougtt 
forth! 

Homer and Virgil! with what ſacred awe, 

Vo thoſe mere founds the world's attention draw 

Juſt as a changeling ſeems below the reſt 

Of men; or r. ther is a two-legg'd beaſt, 

do the ſe gigantic ſouls amaz'd we find 

As much above the reſt of human kind 

Nature's whole ſtrength united! endleſs fame, 

Aud univerſal ſhouts attend their name 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 

For all books elſe appear ſo mean, ſo , 

Verte will feer proſe; but ſtill perſiſt to read, 

And Homer will be all the books you ecd. 

Had Boſſu never writ, the world had ſtill, 

Lite ludians, view'd this wondrous picce of ſkill; 

As teething of divine the work admir'«; 

Not hop'd to be inſtructed, but infpir'd : 

Ln he, diſcloſing facred myſteries, 

tas hewn where all the mighty magic lies; 

ler. b'd the feeds, and in what order ſown, 

that have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. 

dure trom ſome angel he the ſecret knew, 

Wiv through this labyrinth has lent the clue. 


Rur what, al:s! avails it poor mankind, 
To fee this promis'd land, yet ſtay behind? 
The way is thewn, but who has ſtrength to go? 
Who can all ſciences profoundly know? 

V hole fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon s ſight, 
And yet has ju gment to direct it right ? 

M hole juſt diſcerum nt, Virgil-like, is ſuch 
Never te ſuy too little or te much? 

Let ſuch a man begin without delay; 

But he mutt do beyond what 1 can fay; 
Auſt above 'Vafto's lo:ty flights prevai', 
Suceced vigre Spcuſer, aud e' Milton L. 
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ODE on BRUTU S. 
I. 
, IS ſaid, that ſavourite, mankind, 


Was made the lord of all below; 
But yet the doubtſul are concern'd to find, 
„is only one man tells another fo. 
And, for this great dominion here; 
VN hich over other beatts we claim, 
Reaſon our beſt credential dors appear, 


By which indeed we domincer, | 


But how abſurdly. we may fee with ſhame. 
Reaion, that ſolemn trifle | light as air, 
Driven up and down by cenſure or applauſe ; 

By partial love away tis blown, 


Or the leaſt prejudice can weigh it down; | 


Ihus our high privilege becomes our ſnare. 


ln any nice and weighty caui- ; | 


How weak, at bett, is Reaſon! yet the grave 
laipoſe on hat ſmall judgment which we have. 


| II. 
In all thoſe wits, whoſe names have ſprcad o 
wide, 
And ev'n the force of time deſy'd, 
Same failings yet may be deſcry'd. 
Among the reſt, with wonder be it told, | 
That Brutus is admir d for Calar*s denth; 
By which he yet ſurvive's in Fame jimmertal 
breath. 
Brutus, cv'n he, of all ths reſt, 
In whom we ſhould that deed the moſt deteſt, 
Is of mankind eſteem'd the beſt. 
As ſnow, deſcending from ſome lofty hill, | 
Is by its rolling courſe augmenting till, 
So from illuſtrious authors dewn h ve roll'd 
Thoſe great encomiums he rece v'd of old: 
Republic orators will ſhew eſteem, 
And gild their eloquence with praiſe of him: 
But Truth, unveil'd, like a bright ſun app- ars, 
To ſhine away this hcap of ſeventeen hundred 
years, 
III. 


In vain tis ur gd by an illuſtrious wit, 
(To whom im all beſides 1 willingly tubmit) 
That Czfar's life no pity could deſerve 
From one who Kkill'd himſclt, rather than 
ſerve. 
Had Brutus choſe rather himſelf to flay, 
Than any maſter to obey, 
Happy or Rome had been that noble pride; 
The world had then remain d in peace, and only 
Brutus dy d. 
For he, whole ſoul diſdains to own 
Subjection to a tyrant's frown, | 
And his own life would rather end, 
Would ſure much rather kill himſelf, than only 
hurt his friend, 
To his own ſword in the Phil ppian field 
Brutus indeed at laſt did yield : 
But in thoſe times ſclf-killing was not rare, 
And his proceeded only from deſpair : 
He might have choſen elſe to ive, | 
In hopes another Czar would torgive; 
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Then, for the good of Rome, he could once 
more 
Conſpire againſt a life which had ff a' is be- 
re. 
IV. 
Our country challenges our utmoſt care, 
And in our thoughts deſerves the tenderell ſhare; 
Her to a thouſfan iriends we ſhould preter, 
Yet not hetriy th m, though it be for her. 
Hard is his heart, whom. no d-ſcrt can move, 
A miſtreſs or a fr cud te love, 
A'-ove what *er he docs bheſides cni07 
Rut max he, for their ſak's, his fire or ſons de- 
roy 
For ſacred juſtice, or ſor public goal, 
Scorn'd be our wealt , our hunour, and our 
blood. 
In ſuch a cauſe, want is a happr ate, 
Ev'n low diſgrace would he «© glorious fite; 
And death itfeif, when noble tun ſurvives, 
More to be valusd than a thouſaud lives. 
But *tis not rely of fo fair renown 
To f ill another s b ood, a+ to expoſe our own : 
Of all that s ours we cannot give ton much. 
But what belongs to friendſhip, oh, tis ſacriie c 
to touch. 


V. 


Can we ſland by urmorv'd, and fee 
Cur mother robb'd and raviſh'l? Can we be 
Excu>'d, if in her cauſe we never ſtir, 
Pl-as d with the ſtrength and beauty of the ra 
viſher ? 
Thus fing3 our bard with heat almoſt divinc; 
'Tis pity that hi, thought was not as ſtrong as 
nc. 
Would it more july did the cafe expreſs, 
Or that its beauty and ts grace were lels! 
(Thus a nyn:ph ſometimes we ice, 
Who ſo charming fee 1 s to he 
That, jealous of a ſoft ſurpriſe, 
We ſcarce durſt truſt our cager cyes) 
Such a fallacious anibuſh to eſcape, 
It were but vain to picad a willing rape; 
A valiant ſon would e provok'd the more , 
A force we thereſore muſt conſeſs, but actcd long 
before; 
A marriage ſince did intervene. 
With all the ſole mm and the ſacred ſcene ; 
Loud wies the Hymenean long ; 
| be violated dame * walk'd ſmilingly along, 
And in the midſt of the mt lacred dance, 
As if enawour'd of his fight, 
Often ſhe caſt a kind admiring glance 
On the bold ſtrugg er for delight; 

Who afterward appear d ſo moderate and cool, 
As if for public good alone he ſo deſir d to rue, 
VI. 

But, oh that this were all which we can urge 
Againſt a Roman of to great a loul ! 
And that fair truth permitted us to purge 

His fat, of what apprars ſo foul ' 
Friendſhip, that ſacred end ſublimeſt thing 


* Nene. 
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The nobleſt quality, and chieſeſt good, 
In this dull ig: ſcarce underſtobd 
Infpirce us with unuſual warmth her injur d rites 
to ling. 
ATR, ye angels whoſe immortal bliſs, 
Though more refin d, chiefly conſiſts in this. 


; How ploinly your bright thoughts tv one another 
ſhine ! 


Oh! how ye all agree in harmony divine ! 
Ihe race of mutual love with equa] zeal ye run, 
A courle, as ſar from any end, as when at firſt be- 


un. 
Ye law, and ſmil'd upon this matchleſs pair, 
Who ſtill betwixt them did ſo many virtues ſhare, 
Some x beiong to peace, and ſome to 
ife, 
Thoſe of a calm, and of an active life, 
"hat all the excellence of human-kind 
Concurr'd to make of both but one united mind, 
Which friendſhip did ſo faſt and cloſely bind, 
Not the leaſt cement could appear by v hich their 
ſouls were join d. 
That tye which holds our mortal frame, 
Which poor unknowing we a ſoul and body name, 
Seems ot a compoſitien more divine, 
Or more abſtruſe, than all that does in friendſhip 
ſhine. 


VII. 
From mighty Cœſar and his boundleſs grace, 
Though Brutus, once at leaſt, his life receiv'd ; 
Such obligations, though ſo high believ'd, 
Are yet but flight in ſuch a caſe. | 
Where friendſhip ſo poſſeſſes all the place, 
There is no room for gratitude ; fince he, 
Who ſo obliges, is more pleas'd than his ſav d 
ſricnd can be. 
-- Juſt in the midſt of all this noble heat, 
While their great hearts did both ſo kindly 
beat, 
That it amaz'd the lookers-on, 
And forc'd them to ſuſpect a father and a ſon + 
(Though here ev'n Nature's ſelf ſtill ſeem'd to be 
outdone) 
From ſuch a friendſhip unprovok'd to fall 
Is horrid, yet | wiſh that fact were al! 


Which does with too much cauſc Ungrateſul Bry- 


tus call. 
| VIII. 


In cooleſt blood he laid a long defign 
Againſt his beſt and deareſt friend ; 
Did even his ſoes in zeal exceed, 

'To ſpirit others up to work ſo black a deed ; 
Himſelf the centre where they all did join. 
Caeſar, meanrime, fearleſs, and fond of him, 

Was as induſtrious all the while 
To give ſuch ample marks of fond eſteem, 
As made the graveſt Roman ſmile 
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Than in the world's great empire te ſucceed - 

Which we are wake voy :aftice to — 
Is all- ſufficient proof to ſhow 

That Brutus did not firike for his own fake + 

And if, alas! he fail'd, 'twas cnly by miſtake. 


MISCELLANIES, 


THE RAPTURE, 


YIELD, I yield, ani can no 1: 
My eager thoughts, that xp" 
away 
Sure _ inſpir'd (whoſe heat tranſports them 
- Ni 

Above their reaſon, and beyond their will) 
Can firm againſt the ſtrong impulſe remain; 
Cenſure itieli were not ſo ſharp a pain. 
Let vulgar minds ſubmit to vulgar ſway; 
| What Ignorance ſhall this k, or Malice ſay, 
To me are trifles; if the knowing few, 
Who can ſec faults, but can ſee beauties too, 
Applaud that genius which themſelves partake, 
And ſpare the Poet for the Muſe's fake. 

The Muſe, who raiſes me from humble ground, 
To view the vaſt and various world around; 
Hew faſt I mount! in what a wondrous way 
| grow tranſported to this large ſurvey ! 

I valuc earth no more, and far below 
Methinks I fee the buſy pigmies go. 

My ſoul cntranc'd is in a rapture brought 
Above the common tracks of vulgar 

With fancy wing'd, 1 feel the purer a'r, 

And with contempt look down on human care. 

Airy Ambition, ever ſoaring high, 

Stands firſt expos'd to my cenſorious eye. 
Bel. old ſome toiling up a ſlippery hill, 
— _— arriv'd, they muſt be toiling 


Some, with unſteady feet, juſt fallen to ground, 

Others at top, whoſe heads are turning round, 

To this high ſphere it happens fill that ſome, 

The moſt unfit, arc forwardeſt to come ; 

Yet among theſe are princes forc'd to chooſe, 

Or ſeck out ſuch as v ould pcrhaps refuſe. 

Favour too great is {afely plac'd on none, 

Ard ſoon becomes a dragon or a dione; 

Fither remiſs and negligent of all, 

Or elſe imperious and tyrannical. | 
The Muſe inſpires me now to look again, 

And ſee a meaner ſort of ſordid nen 

Doating on little heaps of ycllow duſt ; 

For that deſpiſing honour, caſe, and luſt. 

Let other bards, expreſſing how it ſhines, 

Deſcribe with envy what the miſer finds; 


To ſee with how much eaſe love can the wiſe be- Only as heaps of dirt it ſeems to me, 


ile. 
He, — thus Brutus doom d to bleed, 
Did, ſetting his own race aſide, 
Nothing leſs ſor him provide, 


* Nome. | 
+ Ceofar wes f. ſpefted to beve beoetten Brutus. 


| Where we ſuch deſpicable vermin lee, 

Who creep through filth a thouſand crooked 
Ways, 

Inſcuũble of inſamy or praiſe: 

Loaded with guik, they ſtill purſne their courſe 

Not ev'n reſtrain'd by love er friendfhip's force, 
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Not to enlarge on ſuch an obvious thoug':t, 
Rehold their folly, which tranſcends their fault! 
Alas! their cares and cauticns anly tend f 
To gain the means, and then to loſc the end. 

Like hervc+ iu romances, ſtil: iu fiy-he ; 

For niftreſſes that yield them no d-lipht. 

This, of all vice, does moſt debat: the miud, 

Gold is it cif th* allay to human Kind. 

Ob, happy times when no ſuch thing as canin 

F'er tempted iricnds to part, or fors to juin! 

Cattle or corn, among thoſe ha: mlefs men, 

Was ail their wealth, the gold aud ſiiver thou: 

Corn was too bulky to corrupt a tribe, 

And bcllowing herds would have betray'd the 

bribe. . 

Ev'n traſũc now is intercourſe of ill. 

And every wind hrings a new miſchief (til! ; 

By trade we Nouriſh in our leaves and fruit, 

But ava ice and cxceſs devour the root. 


Thus far the Muſe unwil ingly has been 
Fix'd on the dul, leis happy fort» of tw; 
But now were plcas'd, the views the diffcrent 
Ways 
Of luxury, and all its charms ſurveys. 
Dear luxury! thou ſult, but furedcccit ! 
Riſc of the mean, and ruin of the great! 
Ti-ou ſure preſage of ill-appruaching fat es, 
The bane of empires, and the change [ ſtates! 
Armies in vain reſiſt thy mighty power; 
Not the worſt condud would confound them 


more. 
Thus Rome herſclf, while o'er the world ſhe 
flew, 
And d d by virtue all that world ſubdue, 
Was by her own victorious arms ovprels d, 
And catch'd inſection ſrcm the conquet d Eaſt; 
Whence all thoſe vices came, which ſoon de- 


vour 
The beſt foundations of renown and power. 
But oh what need have we abroad to roam, 


Who ſcel too much the ſad eſſects at home, 
Of wild exceſs? which we ſo plainly find 

Decays the bo :y, and impairs the mind, 

But yet grave ſops muſt not preiume from hence 
To flight the ſacred pleaſures of the ſenſe : 

Our appetites are Nature's laws, and givcn 
Under the broad authentic ſeal of heaven. 

Let pedants wrangle, and let bigots fight, 

To put reſtraint on innoc:ut delight, 5 
But Heaven and Nature s always in the right; 
They would not draw poor wretched mortals in, 
Or yive dcfires that ſhall be doom'd for fin. 

Vet, that in height of harmleſs joys we may 
Laſt to old ape, and nevei loſe a day, 

Amidft our pira ures we ouricl-«s ſhauld ſpare, 
And manage all with temperance and care. 

The gods forbid but we ſometimes may ſteep 

Our joys in wine, and lull our cares aſleep: 

It raife« nature ripens ſeeds of worth, 

As moiſtening pictures call the colours ſorth; 
But if the varniſh we tho oft apply, 

Alas like Colours, we grow faint, and die. 


Hold, hold, impetuous Muſe : 1 would reſtrain 
over-cager heat, but all ir vin; 


| 


— — 
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Abandon'd to delights, ſhe longs to rove ; 
I check'd het here, and nuw fhc flics to loves 
Shews me ſome rura' nymph, by ſhepherd cha: d,. 
Soon overtaken, and as non embracd; 
the graſs b. ner, as fac by Lim, is prefs'd; 
For Frame, my Muſe, let fancy gueſs the &. ft 4 
Ar ſuch a point fancy can never itay, 
Bur flies beyond whatever you can lay. 4 
Ell the ſilent ſhades, the amorons grove, 
Ihe dear delights, the very act of love. 
This is hi, joweſt ſph-re, lu- country iceve, 
Where love is humble, and his fare but tugang 
Yet ſpringing up without the hcip of art, 
L-aves a finccrer reliſh in the heart, 
More healthfully, though not ſo finely fed, 
Aud better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
But tis in cour:s where molt he makes a ſhow, 
And, high enthron'd, governs the world below; 
For though in luiſt ies learn'd ignorance 
Attributes all to cunning or to chance, 
Love will in thoſe dilguiles often imile, 
And knows the cauſe was kindneſs all the while. 
What Rory, place, or perion, cannot prove . 
The boundleis influence of mighty love ? 
Whcre*er the ſun can vigorous heat inſpire, 
Both ſcxes glow, aud languiſh with deſirc. 
The weary'd twain, taſt in the arms of flecp, 
Love can awake, and often fighing keep ; 
And buſy gowu-men, by ſond love diſguis d. 
Will leiture find to make themſelves deſpi d. 
The proudeſt kings ſubmic to he uty s ſway; 
Beauty itielf, a greater prince than they, 
Lies ſometimes languiſhing with all its pride 
By a belov'd, though fickle lover's fide. 
| mcan to ſight the ioft enchanting charm, 
But, oh! my head and heart a e both too warm. 
| doat on wumen-kind with all their faults, 
Love turns my ſatire into ſofreſt thoughts; 
Of all chat paſſion which our peace deſtroys 
Inſteal of miſchiets, I deſcribe the joys. 
But ſhort will be his reign (1 ſcar too ſhort); 
And preſent cares ſhall be my future ſport. 
Then Love's bright torch put out, his arrows 
broke, 
Looſ: frfhn kind chains, and from th' engaging 
ke, 

To all fond thoughts III ſing ſuch counter- 
harms, 
The fair ſhall liſten in their lovers arms. 

Now the enthuũaſtic fit is ſpeut, ' 
{ feel my weaknefs, and too lat» repent. 
As they who wilh in drcznt oft” el mb too 

high 

For ſenſe - foilow with a wal ine eye; 
And in ſuck wild attemps are blindly bold, 
W hich aſterwards they trumiblc to behold : 
So 1 review theſe ſallies of my pen, 
And modeſt reaſon i r:turn'd, again; 
My conhdence | curic, hy fate accule, 
Scarce hold from cenſuring the ſacred Muſe 


„ 


No wretched po-t of the railing pit, 
No riac curs's with the wrong fide of wit, 
Is more 1: vere fron 1norance and Ipite, 
Than ! with juiigazent aint all I wii e. 
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ON 
Ms. HOBBES, Ad D urs WRITINGS, 


UCH is the mode of theſe cenſorions days, 
Ihe art is loſt of knowing how to praiſe ; 

Poets are envious now, and fools alwne 
Admire at wit, becauſe themſelves h1iv- none. 
Vet whatſoe'er is by vain critics thouy hi, 
Praiſing is harder much than finding *.ult ; 
In homely pieces ev'n the Dutch excel, 
Italians o ly can draw beau'y well. 

Ax ſtrings, alike wound up, ſo equal prove, 
That one r. ſounding ma es the other move; 
From ſu. h a cauſe our ſatires pleaſe fo much, 
We ſympathize with each il - natur d touch; 
And as the ſharp inſectiun ſpreads about, 

The reader's malice helps the writer out. 
To blame, is eaſy ; to commend, is bold; 
Vet, if the Muie inffircs it who can hold? 
To merit we are hound to give applauſe, 
Content to ſuſfer in ſo juſt a cauſe. 

While in dark ignorance we lay afrail 
Of fancies, ghoſts, and every empty ſhade ; 
Great Hobbes appear'd, and by plain rcaſon's 

light 
Put boch fantaſtic forms to ſh:mcſul flight. | 
Fond is their fear, who think men needs muſt be 
To vice ei ſlav'd, if from vain terrors free ; 
The wiſe and good morality will guide, 
Aud ſuperſtition all the world befide. - 

In other authors, though the thought be good, 
"Tis not ſometimes (o eaſily underſtood ;; 
hat jewel oft' unpotiſh'd has remain'd ; 

Some words ſhould be Icft out, and ſome ex- 
+ Plain'd; 

So that, in ſcarch of ſenſe, we either ſtray, 

Or elſe grow weary in ſo rough a way. 

But here ſweet eloquence does always ſmile, 

In ſuch a choice, yet unuſſected ſtyle, 

As muſt both knowledge and delight impart, 

The ſorce of reaſon, with the flowers of art; 

Clear as a beautiful tranſparent ſkin, 

Which never hidcs the blood, yet holds it in: 

Like a delicious ſtream it ever ran, 

As ſmooth as u oman, but as ſtrong as man. 

Bacon himſelf whoſe univerſal wit 
Does admiration through the world beget, 
Scarce more his age's ornament is thought, 

Or greater credit to his country brought. 

' While fame is young, too weak to fly away, 

ATatice purſues her, like ſome bird of pr y; 

But once on wing, then all the quarrels ceaſe ; 

}.nvy herſelſ is glad to be at peace, 

Gives 0: er, weary'd with fo high a flight, 

Above her r:ach, aud ſcarce within her fight. 

Hobbes, to this happy pitch arriv'd at laſt, 

Might have look d down with pride on dangers 
paſt : 

But ſuch the frailty is of human-kind, 

Men toil for fame, which no man lives to find ; 

Long ripening under ground this China lies ; 

Fame bears no fruit. till the vain planter dies. 

Thus Nature, tir'd with his unuſual length 
Of life, which put her to her utmoſt ſtrength, 
Such ſtock of wit unable to ſupply, 

1% ſparc herſclf, was glad to let ham die. 
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WRITTEN OVER A GATE, 


ERE lives a man, who. by relation 
Depends upon predeſtination; ' 
For which the le:rucd and the wiſe 
His underſtanding much deſpiſe ; 


But I pronounce with loyal ton: rue 
Him in the rizht, them in the wrong; 
For how couid fuch a wretth ſucceed, 
Bu: that, alas, it was decrced ? 


— — — — 


THE MIRACLE, T7C7. 


ERIT they hate, and wit they flight; 
They neither act, nor reaſon right, , 
And nothing mind but pence. 
Unſkilful they victorious are, 
Conduct a kingdom without care, 
A council without ſenſc. 
| So Moſes once, and Joſhua, 
And that virago Debora, 
Beſtrid poor liracl : 
| Like revercnce pay to theſe | for who 
Could ride a n tion as they do, 
Without a miracle ? 


1 
ON THE 


| DzATH OF HENRY PURCELL, 


OOD angels ſnatch'd him eagerly on high; 
Joyful they flew, ſinging and ſoaring 
through the ſky. 
Teaching his new fledg'd ſoul to fly; 
While we, alas! lamenting lie. 
He went muling all along, 
Compoſing new their heaveuly ſong. 
A while His ſkilful | 
drown'd ; 
But ſoon they ceas'd their own, to catch his 
_ pleaſing ſound. 
David himſclf improv'd the harmony, 
David in ſacred ſtory ſo renown'd 
No lefs for muſic, than for poetry! 
Genius ſublime in either art! 
| Crown d with applauſe ſurpaſſing all deſert ! 
(| A man juſt after God's own heart 
If human cares are lawful to the bleſt, 
Alrcady ſettled in eternal reſt ; 
Needs muſt he with that Purcell only might 
Have liv'd to ſet what he vouchſaſ d to write; 
For, ſure, the noble thirſt of fame 
With the frail body never dies; 
But with the ſoul aſcends the ſkies, 
From whence at firi} it came. 
is ſure no little proof we have 
' "That part of us ſurvives the grave, 
And in our fame below till bears a ſhare: 
| Why is the future elle ſo much oer care, 


notes loud hallclujabs 


BUCKINGHAMSHIRLES 


keen in our lateſt moment of deſpair ? | 
And death deſpis'd tor fame by all the wiſe and 
brave ? 
Oh, all ye bleſt harmonious chor! 
Who power almighty ovly love, ard only that 
admire ! 
Look down with pity from your pcaccful bower, 
On this ſad ifle perplex d, 
And ever, . ver vex'd 
With anxious care of trifles, wealth and 
wer. 
in our rough mind. due revererce infuſe 
Fot lw et melo dicus ſounds, aud cach harmoni- 
ous Mul:, 
Muſic exalts man's nature, aud inſpires 
High elevated thoughts, or gentle, kind de- 
lires. 


— 


— —— — 


en THE LOS» OF AN ONLY SON, ROBERT XMAPQUIS 
or NORMANDY, 


UR morning's gay and ſhining ; 
The days our joys declare ; 
At evening no repining ; 
And night's all void uf care. 


A ſond tranſported mother 
Was often heard to cry, 

Oh, where is ſuch an other 
So bleſs'd by Heaven as | ? 


A child at firſt was wanting; 
Now ſuch a ſon is ſent, 

As parents moſt lamenting 
In him would find cen: cnt. 


A child of whom kind Heaven 
Not only hope beltows, 

But has already given 
Him all our hopes propoſe. 


The happy ſire's poſſefling 
His ſhare in luch 2 boy, 

Adds ſtill a greater bl hg 
To all my other joy. 


But ali! this ſhiny weather ; 
Became too hot at laſt ; 

Black clouds began to gather, 
And all th ſky o'crcalt. 


So fierce a ſever rages, 

We all lic drown'd in t ars; 
And diſmal fad preſages 

Come thundering in our cars, 


The doubts that made us languifh 
Did worſe, far worſe than kill. 

Yet, oh, with ail their anguiſh, 
Would he had doubted ſtill! 


But why ſo much dig-cſhon, 
This fetal luls tu ow? 

Alas, there's uo ex 
Cu tell a purunt's woe 


” wan 
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Ala. POPE, Ax Dp uis POEMS. 
\ ITH aye decay d, with courts and buſts 
nets tit d. 
Caring for nothing ut what eaſe requir'd, 
Too ſcrious now a w nton Mule to court, 
And from the critics ſafe arriv'd in part; 
L little thought of launching forth again, 
Amidit adventurous rovers of the pen ; 
And, after ſome ſmall undeſerv'd ſucceſs, 
Thus hazarding at laſt to make it Icfs. 

Encomiums ſuit not this cenſforivus time, 
Itſelſ a ſuhject for ſatiric rhyme ; 

Ignorance honour'd, wit and worth deſam d, 
Fully triumphant, and <©v'n Homer blam d. 

But to this genius join'd with ſo much art, 
Such various learning mix'd in evcry part, 

Poets are bound a loud applauſe to pay; 

Apollo buls it, and they muſt obey. 

And yet ſo wondrous. ſo ſublime a thing, 
As the great Iliad, ſcarce could make me fivg; 
Except ljuſtly could at once commend 
A good companion, and as firm a friend. 

One moral, or a mere well-natur'd deed, 
Can all deſert in ſciences exceed. 

"Vis great delight to laugh at ſome men's 

ways; | 


— ——— — 


ener. 
N HENE ER my fooliſh bent to public good, 
Or fonder zeal for ſume miſguided prince, 
Shall make my dangerous humour undcriiood, 
For changing miniſters for men of ſenſe: 


When, vainly proud to ſhzw my public care, 
And ev un aſham'd to fre three nations fool'd, 
| ſha'l no longer bear a wretched ſhare 
In ruling ill, or being over-rul'd : 
Then, as old lechers in a winter's night 
To yawning hearers all their pranks diſcloſe x 
And what decay deprives them of delight, 
Supply with vain endeavours to inpolc : 
Juſt ſo ſhall I as idly entertain 
Some ſtripling patriots, fond of ſeeming wiſe ; 
1ell, how 1 ſtill could great employments gain, 
Without concealing truths, or whiſpering lies! 
Boaſt of ſucceeding in my country's caule 
Ev'n againſt ſome almoſt too high to blame; 
Whom, v hen advan: *'d be ond che reach of laws, 
I oit ad ridicul'd to ſenſe and ſhame : 
Say, Ireſiſted the moſt potent fraud; 
But ſriendleſs merit openly approv'd; 
And that I was above the being aw'd 
Not only by my prince, but thoſe he lov's : 
Who knows but my example then may p talc 
Such nob e, hopeful fpirits as appear 
Willing to flight their pleaſures and their caſe. 
Fer fame «nd honour? till at laſt they hear, 
After much rroub'e borne, and danger run, 
The crown aſſiſted, aud my country f{cr\'d : 


| Without good fortunc | had been undone, 
} Without a good chate l might have Rarv , 


-. 
— — — — 
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nt 
ELECTION or « POET LAUREAT 
IN W.DCC XI. 


FAMOT'S aſſembly was ſummon d of late: 

10 crown a new Laureat, came Fherbus in 
ſtate, | 

With all that Montfaucon himſelf cou'd defire, 

His bow, laurel, harp, aud abundance of fire. 


At Bartleme w- ſair ner did bullics fo juſtle, 

No count ry- election e er made ſuch a buſtle : 
From garret, mint, tavern, they all poſt away, 
Some thirſſ ing fo. ſack, ſome ambitious of bay. 


All came with full confidence, fluſh d with vain 


hope, 
From Cibber and Durſey, to Prior and Pope. 
Phebus imil'd on theſe laſt, but yet ne'ertheleſs, 
Said. he hop'd they had got enough by the preſs. 
Vith a huge mountain-load of heroical lumber, 
Which from "Tonſon to Curli every preſs had 
groan'd under, 
Came Blackmore, and cry'd, Look, all theſe are 
my lays, 
But at preſent | beg you'd but read my FH. ys. 
Lampooners and critics ruſh'd in like a tide, 
Stern Dennis and Gildon came firſt ſide-by-ſide. 
confci'd that their laſhcs had flings, 
But beadles and hangmen were never chole kings. 
Steele long had ſo cunningly manag'd the town, 
He could not be blam d for expecting the crown; 
Apollo demurr d as to granting his wiſh, 
But wiſh'd him good luck in his project of fiſh. 
Lame Congreve, unable ſuch things to endure, 
Of Apollo hs either a crown or a cure; 


To refuſe ſuch a writer. polio was loth, 
And almoſt inclin d to have granted him both. 


When Buckin ham came, he ſcarce car d to be 


ſeen, 
Till Phoebus deſir d his old friend to walk in; 
But a laurcat peer had never been known, 
The commoners claim'd that place as their own 


Yet if the kind god had been ne'er ſo inclin'd 


To break an old rule, yet he well knew his mind, 


Who of ſuch preferment would only make fport, 
And laugh d at all ſuitors fur places at court. 


Netwithſtanding this law, yet Lanſdowne was 
nam d, 

But Apollo with kindneſs his indolcnce blam'd 

And 1aid he would chooſe hum, but that he ſhould 


fear 


An employment of trouble he never could bear. | 


A prelate “ ſor wit and for eloquence fam'd, 
Apollo ſoon miſs'd, and he needs not be nam d; 
Since amidſt a whole bench, of which ſome are 
| ſo bright, 

No one of them ſhines learn d and polite. 

To Shippen, Apollo was cold with reſpect, 
Since he for the ſtate could the Rluſes ncglect: 
But ſuid, in a greater aſſembly he ſhin'd, 

And places were things he had ever declin'd. 


* Dr. Atterhury, Fife I Rocheſter, 
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| 
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Trapp, Young, and Vanbrugh, expected reward, 
For ſome things writ well: but Apollo declat 
That one was too flat the other too 
And the third fure already had places enough. 
Pert Zudgell came next, and, demanding the 
bays, 
Said, thoſe works muſt be good, which had Ad. 
diſon's praiſe ; 
But Apollo reply d, Child Euſtace, tis 
Moſt authors will praiſe whatſoever's their own. 
When Phi ips came forth a- ſtarch as a 
Whole ſimple profeſhon's a Paſtoral- maker 
Apollo advis'd him from playhouſe to keep, 
And pipe to nought clic but his dog and his 
cep. 


Hughes Fenton, and Gay came laſt in the train, 


Too modeſt to aſk for the cron they would gain: 
Phebus thought them too baſhſul, aud ſaid they 
would need 


More boidneſs, if ever they hop'd to ſucceed, 


Apollo, now driven to a curſed quandary, 

Was wiſhing for Swift, or the fam'd Lady Mary: 

Nay, had honeſt Tom Sou herne but been within 
call— 

But at laſt he grew wanton, and laugh'd at them 
all: 


And fo ſpying one who came only to gaze, 

A hater of verſr, and d ſpiſer of plays; 
To him in great form, without any d. lay, 
(Though a zealous fanatic) preſ.nted the bay. 


All the wits ſtood aſtoniſh d at hearing the god 

No gravely pronounce an election ſo odd, 

And though Prior and Pope enly laugh'd in his 
face, 


Moſt others were ready to ſink in the place. 


Yet ſome thought the vacancy open was kept, 
Concludirg the bigot would never accept: 
But the hypocrite t:. ld them, he well und-rſtood, 


| Though the function was wicked, the ftipend 


was good. 
At laſt in ruſh'd Euſden, and cry'd, . Who ſhall 
have it, , 
« But 1, the true laureat, to whom the king gave 
„ * | 
Appollo begg'd pardon, and granted his claim; 
But vow'd, though, till then he we er keard ff 
his name. 


— —— —— - — 


OFF THE TIMES 


INCE in vain our parſons teach, 
Hear, for once, a port preach. 
Vice has loſt its very name, 
Skiil and 6ozenage thought the ſame ; : 
Only playing wel: the game, 


Fou! contrivances we ſce 
Cail'ſt but ingenuity : 
Ample fortunes viten made 
Out of freude in cvery trade, 
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Which ar. auk ward clu14 afford 
Fnough to wed t e greateſt lord. 
The miſer ſtarves toraiſe a ſon, 
But, if once the fool is gone, 
Year> of thrift ſcarce ſerve a day, 
Rake-bell ſquanders all away. 
Huſband- ſecking for a place, 
Or toiling for their pay; 
M hile their wives undo their race 
By petticoat and play: 
Breciling boys to drink and dice, 
Carrying girls to comedies, 
Where mama's intrigues are ſhown, 
Which erc long will be their own. 
Having firſt at ſermon ſi-pt, 
Tediou« day is weekly kept 
By worſe hypocrites than men, 
Till Monday comes to cheat again. 
Ex'n among the nobicſt-born, 
Moral virtuc is a ſcorn ; 
Gratitude but fare at beſt, 
And fidelity a jeſt. 
All our wit but party-mocks, 
Ali our wil lom railing Hocks; 
Com:red [Hy to detend 
$[nkins fide, or ſalling friend. 
Len an officer may ſer er, 
Prais'd and wounded, he may Carve : 
No receipt, to mak» him rite, 
Ike inventing loyal lies. 
We, whoſe anceſtors hive ſhin'd 
In uts of peace, and ſtelds of fame, 
To ill and 1dicneis iuciintd, 
Now arc grow: a public ſhame. 
Fatal that inteſtine jar, 
Which produc'd our civil « ar ! 
Ever incce, how fad a race 


Sculcicis, violent, and baſe ! 


— — — 


ON THE DUKE OF TORK 


EANISHED TO BKVSSE!.S, 


1 Feel a ftrange impulſe. a ſtrong deſire, 


(Tor what vain thoughts will not @ Muſe in 


{p.re ? 


To fing on. lofty ſubjedts, and to raiſe 


My ov low fame, by writing James's praite. 


Ui nave we Leard the wondrs of Lis youth, 


ure d ' : ; 
Oltf-rv d thoſe deeds of tiirtitads and truth, 


Which fincs have {pread ſo Muide, lo woudruus 


nich, 


The god difireſs'd beneath that T1-l:er lie. 

lo urns more active than cv'n war req aud, 
Ard 42 the midſt of miglity chiets admir d. 
Ut a Heaven's gifts, ue temper is fo rare, 
As 1 mach courage mix'd with ſo much cre. 


Vhea rat; 
mr FT IE , Y 4 
Jud tres 7 uih to military toll ;; 


del care makes ail che ſpiras bro, 


U . . 
No wonder it ond ficzcey then enge: 
omen thew-gclses will venture in a rage: 


833 # , 5 
Lt in the mit of all that furizus hea: 


tile . — 1 
While lo intent on actions have 20 great, 
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For other lives to fcel ſuch tender fears, 

And, carclcſs of his own to care for theirs ; 

Is that compoſure which a hero makes, 

And which illuſtrious York alone partakes, 

With that great man“, whoſe ſame bas flown ſo 
far, 

Who taught him firſt the noble art of war. 

Oh wondrous pair | whom equal virtucscrown, 
Oh worthy of each other*- vaſt renown ! 

None hut Iurenne with York could ylory ſhare, 
And none but York deſerve ſo great a maſter's 
care. 

Scarce was he come to bleſs his native iſle, 
And reap the ſoſt reward of glorious toil, 

But, like lcides, ſtill new dangers call 
His ccurage forth, and ſtill he vanquiſhi'd all. 

At ſca, that bloody ſcene of boundleſs rage, 
Where floating .aſtles in fierce flames en;;uze 
(Where Murs himſclf does frowningly comma 
and by hevtenants only fight at lard) ; 

For his own fainc howe er he fought before, 
For Ungland's hynour yet he veatur'd more. 
In thoſ: black times, when, faction raging 
high, 
Val ur and innucence were ſore'd to fly, 
With York they flod; but rot depreu his mind, 
Still. like a diamond in the 4: , it mid. 
When from aſat his Crooming friends beheld 
How in diſtrel- be cv'n himſelt exccll'd ; 
How to his envious fate, his country s [rown, 
His brother's will he ſacc;fic d his own; 
They rais'd their hearts and never doubted more 
But that juſt Heaven woulda}! dur joy reſtore. 
So when black clouds turround heaven's glo- 
rious face, 
Tem peſſ uou darknefs covering all the pa. 
if we diſcern but the leuſt glunm mag rag 
Of that bright orb of fire which tubes the Cp, 
"The cheerful fight our faintiny courage warns : 
Fix d upou that we Icar no future barms. 


ON :THE DELTY. 
* D mankind] void oſ both ſti engen 
and ſkill * 

Dextrous at nothing ut at doing ill! 
in merit humble, in pretenuons high, 
Among tuem note, Alas immune weak than I, 
Aud none more blud ; though ſtill I wortliicſs 
tout 
The beſt lever ſpoke, or ever wrote. 

But zealous heat exits the humbleſt mind; 
Within my ſou! ſuch ſtrong impulfe J find 
Ihe hcaven!y tribute of due praile to | ay: 
Perhaps tis facred, ani 1 mult cory. 

Vet ſuch the ſubicets, various, aud Jo high, 
Stuprudous wonders of the Deity | 
„lit aculous eſſed s vi bounticls power 
And that 4s boundleſ goodvels inne more! 
II theſe fo mmbertets my thonghrs attcagy 
At where ſhall I b.gin, or ever end 7 


* Ts Dlargciat de Tur me. 
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But on that theme which ev'n the wiſe abuſe 
Su ſacred, 10 ſablime and ſo abſtruſ:, 8 
Abruptiy to break af, warts no excuſe. 3 
While others vainly rive to know Thee more. 
I ar m2 in ſilent reverence adore; 
Viſhing that human power were higher r2is'd, 
Only that thin? might be mere nob!ly prais'd ! 
I'brice happy angels in their high degree, 
Criitid worthy of extolling "Thee ! 


. 
TO THE 
ALTERATION or JULIUS CAESAR. 
FE: O. E to mend Shake{pcarc ! or to match 
2 2 his ſtyle 
uch a elt would make a Stoic ſmile. 
Tov fund of fame, our port ſoars too high, 
o ct frecly owns he wants the filings do 115 . 
So le fibic of h: prefumptunus thought, 
4 bet he cor {ts whit he does the lault: 
Us to the fair will no great wonder pre ve, 
V 126 044 in blu es yielu to what they love. 
, eateſt actions, and of roblett men, 
Is ory miſt deſerves à poet sen: 
Fe. lo tu Wilh a ſcene mae juſtiy ſam q, 
nen Rome and miglity ſulius arc but nam''d ! 
4 nat Rate of heroes who the world had brav'd ! 
Itut v ondrous man who ſuch a ſtate iuſlav d? 
Yet loth he u as to take fo rough a way, 
And «fter goreru'd with fo wild a way. 
At viltunce cow o ſeventcen hundred years, 
Muthinks a lovely r viſher appears ; 
Whom, though forbid by virtue to excuſe. 
4 uyniph might pardon, and could ſcarce reſuſe, 


— 


CHORU ES 1x JULIUS CASAR. 


CHOKUS., 1. 


7 HITHER “S Roman houncur gone ? 
Where is y« ur ancient virtue now? 
That valour, which o bright nas ſhone, 
And with the wing: of conqueſt flown, 
Niuſt to a haughty maiter bow: 
Whe, with cur toil, our bloud, and all we have 


befice, y 
Gorges his i:l-got power, his humour, and h's 
PGCE. 
IT. 


Fear]. {s he will his life expeſe; 
do docs a lion or a bear. 
Hi: very virtues threaten thoſe, 
ho more his bold ambition fear. 
How uad wretches we appear, 
Who round the world for wealth and empire 


roam, | 
et never, never think what flaves we are at 
home ! 


It, 
Did men for this together join, 
Quittirg the free + ild lite of Nature? 
What other bealt did cer deſ gu 
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| Th- ſetting up his fellow creature, 
And of two miſchiefs chooſe the greater 3 
' Oh! rather than be flaves to hold imperious men, 
' Give us our wildneſs, and our woods, our huts, 
and caves again. 
IV. 

There. ſecure from lawleſs ſway, 

Out of Pride or Envy 's way, 

Living up to Natuꝰ cs s rules, 

Not deprav'd by knaves and ſools; 
Happily we all ſhould live, and harmleſs as our 
And at laſt as calmly die as infants fall aſlecp. 


CHORUS I. 

A to prevent this mighty empire's doom, 

From bright unknown ahodes of bliſs I come, 
| The awſul genius of majeſtic Rome. 
G-eat is her danger; but I will engage 
| Som: few, the maſter-ſcn!s of all this age, 
lo do an act of juſt heroic rage. 
is hard, a man ſo great ſhould fall ſo low; 
More hard to let ſo brave a people bow 
To one themſcives have raisd, who icorns them 
now. 


Yet, *h ! 1 grieve that Brutus mould be ſtain'd, 
Whoſe life, excepring this one act, remain'd 

So pure, that future times will think it fcign'd, 
But only he can make the reſt combine ; 

The very life and ſoul of their deſign, 

The ccntre, where thoſe mighty ſpirits joi . 
Un'hinking men no ſort of ſcruples make; 
Others do ill. only 1cr miſchict ſake ; 

| But cv'a the beſt are guilty by miſtake. 


Ihus ſome for envy, or r-venge, intend 
To bring the bold uſurper to his end: 
But for his country Brutus tabs his friend. 


CHORUS III. 

ö BY IVO "_ SPIEITS., 
FILL, oh tell me, whence ariie 
"Theſe diſorders in our ſkies * 

' Rome's great genius wi'dly gaz d, 
And the gods ſeem al — 
Know, in fight of this day's ſun, 
Such a deed is to be done, 

black enough to ſhroud the light 
Of all this wor d in _—_ night. 


What is this deed ? 


To kill a man, 
The greateſt ſinee mankind began: 
Lrearu'd, eloquent, and wile, 
| Generous, mercifui, aud brave 


Yet, not too great a facrifice, 

The liberty of Rome to ſavc. 
| II. 
Put will not goodnefs claim regard. 
| Aud docs not worth deſervc reward ? 
| I. 
Docs not their country lie at ſtake ? 
Can they do too much for her lake 3 
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vorn 

Though drea ſul be the doom of ſaic, 

Jul! is that power which governs all: | 

Better this wondrous man ſhould fall, 
]han a moſt glorious, virtuous ſlate. 


CHORUS IV. 


Thought fit to caſt on human Kind ! 
Learning, courage, eloquence, 
The gentleſt nature, nobleſt 2uad, 
Were intermixt in one alone 
Yet in one mon:ent overthrown. 


Could chance, or ſenſeleſs atoms, join 
lo form a foul fo gre a” as his? 
Or would thoſe powers we hold divine 
Deſ roy their own chief maſter- piece? 
Where ſo much Gdithculty lies J 
The doubtſul are the ouly wile, 


And, what ruſt mere perpl: x our thoughts, 
Great Jove the buſt of Romans ſends, | 
To do the very worſt of faults, 
An kill the kit.deſt of his iriends. 
Ail this is far above our reach, 


Whatever pricſ.s preſume to preach, 


Hr great a curſe has Providence 


- 


— — —  - 
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PROLOGUE TO MARCUS BROT Us. 


UR ſcene is Athens. 
nam d, 
What ſoul ſo dull as not to be inflam'd? 
Mcthinks, at mentionin;; that ſacred place, | 
A rtevcrend awe appears in every lace, 
For men fo fam'd, of ſuch prodigious parts, 
As taught the wor'd all ſcir :ces and ats. 
Amidſt all tacſe ye ſhail behuld a man 
The moſt applauded ſince mankind begun, 
Out-ihining cv'n thoſe Grecks who mult excel, 
Whoſe life was one fix'd courſe of doing well. 
Oh! who can therefore without tears actind 
On ſuch a life. and ſuch a fatal end? 
But here our author, beſides other ſaults 
Of ill expreſlions and of vulg:u thoughts, 
Commits one crime that necd- an att of graze, 
And dreaks thc law of unity of place: 
Yet to ſuch noibe patriots, overcome 
By factious violence, an baniſh'd Nome, | 


And, great Athens 


SPIRITS TOGETHER» | 


Athens clone a ft retreat could yield; | 
And where can Brutus fall, but in Philippi f-1d ? 
Some critics judge ev'n love itſelf too mean 

A care to mia in ſuch a lofty ſcene, 

Aud with thoſe ancient bards of Greece believe ; 

Fricndſhip has ſtronger charms to platic or 
grieve : g 

But our more amorous poet, finding love 


8 


Amidſt all other cares, ſtill ſhines above, 
Lets not the beſt of Romans end their lives 
Without jult ſoftneſs for the kindeſt wivcs. 
Yet. if ye think his gentle nature tuch 

Is to have ſoften'd this great tal» tov much, 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, and paſlinn fail, | 


hen Ie rellect tis all but conjugal, 


i 
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This to the few and knowing was addieſt; 
And now tis fit ! ſhould ſalute tle relt. 
Moſt r-verend du! judge- of the ; it. 
By nature curs'd with ch vrong bd of wit! 
You ured wot care, whate'et you Ive to-night, 
II ill fome payers at, or pocts write: 
Should our mittancs be never lo meritorions: 
You'll have the joy of being more centor ou 2 
Sl; vw your ſmal talent then, let that {thu ve; 
But row not vain upon it, ladviſcye ; 
Lach petty critic can objectigus raue, 
Th. greateſt ſci] is knowarg when to pratiie, 


CHORUS..S 1 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
® cacki's 111. 
I 
54 is the maze poor mortals tread ; 
D Wiidem itfell a guide will needs 
We little thought, when Cafſar H'cd. 
That a wn Catar would tucceld, 
And we ve under ſuch a curic, 
We caunut change but forthe worſe ? 
Ii. 
With fair pretence of foreign force 
iy which Rome muſt kerf- If cnthral; 
The, without bluſhes or remote, 
Proiciibe the bett, imroveriſh all. 
the Gaul themſelves, our 21catett ſors, 
Could act no milchicls wat ic than thoſe, 
III. 
That Julius, with ambitious thoughts, 
Had virtucs tuo, bis foes could und; 
Theſe cqual him in all his ſaults, 
But naver in his noble mind, 
That ſrec- bern ſpirits ſlould obey 
Vretches, who know not hove to way! 
IV. 
Late we repent our haſty choice, 
In vain bemoan ſo quick a turn, 
Hark al ro Rome's united voice ! 
Better that we a while had borne 
Ev'a {i thoie ills which moſt diſp'caſe, 
Than fought à cure iar worſe thau the diſeaſe. 
CHORUS IV. 
UR vows thus chceriully we ſing, 
While martial mulic fircs our blood 3 
Let ali che neighbouring ec hovering 
With clamuurs Tor our conmmry'> good 5 
And, fur reward, of the jutt gods we cm 
Aue with ſreedam, or a death with fene 
May Rome be freed from war's alarms, 
And tarts heavy to be borac 3 
May ſhe beware of forcign arms, 
nd {end them back wick nubic ſcorn ; 
nd, for reward, cec. 
Muy ſhe no more confide in friends, 
V ho nothing farther underil.ood, 
1] han oniy, for their private Clids, 
10 waille her wth, and pill her blood : 
Aud, for reward, &c. 
* Se the f.. . fern? ber gc, in the f c of 
fiir. Pope. © 
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Our ſenators, great Jove, reſtrain | 
From private piques, they prudence call; 
From the low thoughts of little gain, 
And hazarding the loſing all: 
And, for reward, &c. 


ihe ſhining arms with haſte prepare, 
Then to the glorious combat fly ; 
Our minds unclogg'd with farther care, 


PRIOR'S porus. 


Except to overcome or die: 
And, for reward, &c. 


1 hey fight, oppreſhon to increaſe, 
Ve lor our liberties and laws; 
It were a fin to do: bt ſucceſs, 
When freedom is the noble cauſe + 
And, for reward, of the juſt gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or a death with fams, 


OF 


Mx. 


On Exodus iii. 14. © I am that I am.” 
AN > ou © 
WRITTEN 1 88, AS AN EXERCISE AT ST. 
JuaN's COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 


J. 


AN ! fooliſh man! 
Scarce kuow'ft thou how thyſelf began; 

Scarce haſt thou thought enough to prove thou 
art; 

Yet, te:!'d with ſtudy'd boldneſs, thou dar'ſt 
try 

To ſend thy doubting reaſon's dazzled eye 

Through the myſterious gulph of vaſt immenſity. 

uch thou canſt there diſcern, much then im- 
part, 

Vain wretck ' ſuxp:eſs thy knowing pride; 
Mortity thy k ara d luſt. 
Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyic!f art 
duſt. 


II. 


Let wit her ils, her oars let wiſdom lend; 
The helm let politic experience guide 
Yet ccaſe to hope thy ſhort-liv'd bark ſnall ride 
Down ſpreading f:tc's unnavigable tide. 
What though flill it farther tend, 
Still "tis farther from its end; 
And, in the boſom of that boundleſs ſea, 
>till finds its error lengthen with its way. 
111. 
With daring pride and inlolent delight, 
Your doubt» teſolv'd you boaſt, your labours 


crown'd, 


3 


| 


And, your Go9, ſorſooth, is found 


. 


i Incomprehenſible and infinite, 


But is he therefore ſound ? vain ſearcher ! no: 
Let your imperfcR definition ſhow 
That nothing you, the weak de iner, know. 
IV. 
Say, why ſhould the collected main 
Ile If within itfe tf contain? 
Why to its caverns ſhould it ſometimes creep, 
And with delighted ſilence ticep 
On the lov'd boſom of its parent deep? 
V ty ſhould its numerous waters ſtay 
In con:ely diſcipline, and fair array, 
il winds and tides exert their high command 
Ihen, prompt and ready to obey, 
hy do the ring ſurges ſpread 
Their openirg ranks © er carth's ſubmiſhre 
head, 
Marching through different paths to differen! 
ds ? 


V. 


Why does the conſtant ſun 
With mcaſur'd iteps his reqiunt journie: run? 
Why docs he order the diurnal hours 
To leave earth's other part, and riſe in ours? 
Why does he wake the corrcipondent moon, 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 
Commanding her with delegated powers 
i © beautify the world and bleſs the night ? 
Why does cach animat-d ſtar 
L/ ve the jult limits of its proper ſphere ? 
Why does each conſenting fign 
With prudent harmony combine 
In turns to move, and ſubſequent appear, ; 
To gird the globe, and regaiats the 5c% 
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* 


it, 
Kan dees with dangerous curioſity 

Theſe unathom d wond: rs {iy : 

With fancy 'd rule: and arbitrary Ws 
Matter aud motion he retrams; 
And ſtudied lines and ſictiou circles &raves: 

Juen with imagtu'd ſovercign y 

Lord of kis new hypotheſis he teigus. & 

H- rein- : how eng ti. l tome uturper tue; 

And lie too, miglity thoughtſn , mgl. welt, 

Stu: lies new lines, Ad other cir eit 187 

tiom this laſt toil again what khucsdeder 

: flows? 
Juſt {> much, perhaps, as ſhows 
hat all 21s predoceilir's rules 
Were empty cant, all jargon of the $lnos; 
Tit he on t'other's rum rears his thiruir ; 
Aud moss friend's mittake, and thence? 
coulirns his on. 
. 

Or earth in air, awidſt the ſeas and fries, 
Mountatnous hcaps of wonders 140; 
Whote rowering fircngth will ne'er tubmi: 

Torcatoa's batteries, or the mines of wit: 

Ve: ſtili inquiring, ſtiſi mittaken man, 
Each hour repuls d, cach hour dares ouward 
re is; 

Ard, levelling at God his wandering gueſs 

(Zhat feeble cine of his reazoning war, 

Which guides his doubts, and combats his 

deſpair , 

Laws to lis Maker the learn'd wretch can ive: 

Can bound that nature, and preſcride that will, 

Wuole pregnant word did either ocean u.: 

C.n tell us whence ali beings are, and how hey 
move and live. 
Through cither ocean, feoliſh man 
hat pregnant word ſent forth agam, 
Might to a world extend cach atom there ; 


— — — — 


191 
* 


— OO" - 


* 
8 = 
2 


— wp — — — — 


| 


VIII. 


For every drop call forth a ſca, « heaven for every 
tar, 
Let cunning earth her fruitſu! wonders bide | 
And on.) lift tay ſftaggerin,; re.lon up, 
To trembling Calvary 's attoniſh's top; 
hcn mock thy knowledge, and conſound thy 
pride. 
Explaining how Perſection ſufſer'd pain, 
Almighty laiiguiih'd, and Eternal died 
How by her patient victor death was flain ; 
And carth vrofan'd, yet bleſs'd, with Deicide. 
Then down with all thay boalted volumes, down ; 
Only refer e the Sacred One. 
Low, revereutly lo, 
Make thy ſtubborn knowledge bow ; 
Wrep out thy rcalton's and thy bud. 's cyes ; 
De'e& thyſel , that thuu may'ſt riſe ; 
To look to Hua yin, bebl.int to all below. 
Ilien Faith. lor Reaſou's glimmering light, ſhall 
Eve 
Her immortal perſpective; 
And Grace's preſcuce Natur:“ loſs retrie ve: 
Then thy culiven'd soul ſha!! ſer, | 


— 


Be thou my refuge aud be thou my fricpd : 


+l.cd b your blen commands, avd great cxanye 
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With all their commente, never could invent 

So politic an tall ent, 
1+, reach the heaven of heavens the high abode, 
herr Nofes places his myſterious God, 
Was the adder which ob! acob rear'd, 
when light divine had human darkneſe clear'd ; 
Ard has enlarg'd ideas found the road, 
Which Faith had dictated, and Angels trod. 


— — — 
CONSIDERATIONS on PART or rut gk 
Pe AL Ri. 

A COL!FGE EXERCIS?, 1090. 

J. 
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H r 0 l:.crd, on me thy judgments ie. 
A court i am, while God rejcds my cry. 
#3 rh nd mn darkn. is and de{parr | ran * 
nd verry plince is hell; for God is gone, 
O Lord, aride, ant let thy laums control 
1boſe hort. d clouds, that profes wy fright d ſaal: 
Save the pobr wanderer from eternal ui lit, 

Thou that art th: Cod of Light. 

1. 

Downward I haſten to my del in d place + 
There none obtain thy aid, or Ing thy praite, 
*oan | ſhall lie in death's deep oceun drown'd : 
Is mercy there, or {weet forgiveneſs found ? 
Rebuze the orm, and wait my Joul to land. 
O let her reſt ben-vath +hy wings fſccure, 

Thou that ert the God of Power. 

II. 

Behold the prodigal ! to thee 1 come. 

To hail my father, and to ſeek my home. 
Nor reſuge could I find, nor friend abroad, 
Staying in vice, and deſtuute of God. 

O let thy terrors, and my anguiſh end! 


Thou that art the God of Love. 


ro TRE 
Rev. Da. F. TURNER, BISHO? or ET. S 


Wild HAD ADVISED A TRASNSIATION 
DTNTIUS, 


Of Þ; 
F poets, ere they c|t}'4 their inſont thought, 
And the rude werkto juſt perfection, broazht, 
Did ſtill ſome god, or goduke man i 
Whoſe mighty name their ſacred f;! mice bre: 
Your gooducſs, Sir, will exfily exc! 
The boid reguetts of an aſpiring Xt ; 
Who, with your bleſſing, would your 
plore, 
nd in her weaknefs ſuſtiſy vour power -— 
From your fair pattern (he wou'y {trive th write, 
Aud wich vncq al ftreny:th purſue vour flip lit ; 
et hopes ſhe ne'cr can err that follows vou. 


nee 


-% th | 


im- 


ple roo. 
hen imiling and aſpiring influence give, 


1 bat all the velumes of Philu.cyby, 


And make the Mu nd or er doaroms lives 
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Claim all her future labours as your due, 

Let every ſong begin and end with you. 

80 to the b'eſt retreat ſhe Il gladly go. 

Where the Sau's pa m and i» uſcs* laurel grow; 

Where kindly both in glad enibrice ſhall join, 

Ang round your brow their mingled honours 
t inc; 

Both to the virtue due, which could excel, 

As much in writing, as in living ucll.— 

So ſhal. ſhe proudly preſs the tus efal ſtring. 

And mighty things in mighty numbers ſing; 

Nor doubt to ſttike Prudentius' daring lyre, 


And humbly bring the verſe which you inſpire. 


A PASTORAI. 


TO TUE RISUOP OF ELY, ON nis DEPARTURE 
FAOM CAMBKIDGTE. 


FL.L, dear lexis, tell thy Damon, why 
Doſt thou in mournful thades obicurely lic? 
Why doit thou figh, why ftrike thy panting 
breaſt ? 
And ſtcal from life the ncedſul hours of reſt? 
Are thy kids ftarv'd by winter's early froſt ? 
Are any of thy btcating ſtragglers loſt ? 
Have ftrengers' cattle trod thy new-plough'd, 
ground ? | 
Has great Joanna, or her greater ſhepherd, 
ſruwn'd ? 
ALEXIS» 
Sce my kids browze. my lambs ſecurely play: 
(Ah ! were their maſter unconcern'd as they !) 
No beaſts (at noon 1 look d) had trod my 
ground; 
Nor has Joanna, or her ſhepherd, frown'd. 
DAMON, 
Then ſtop the laviſh ſountain of your eyes, 
Nor let t oſe fig hs from your {woln boſum riſe 
Chaſe ſadneſs, friend and ſolitude aw ay; | 
Aud once again rejoice, and ance again look 
gay. 
Aurxis. 
Say what can more our turtur'd ſouls annoy, 
"than to behold, admire, and Joſe our joy? 
Whoſe fate more hard than tho who ladly ren, 
For the laſt glimpſe ot the departing ſun ? 
Or what ſeverer ſenteuce can be given, 
7 han, having ſeen, to be excluded heaven? 
DAMON. 
Nonc, ſhepherd, none 
ALEXIS. 
Then ccaſe to chile my carcs ! 
And rather pity than reſtrain my rears; 
"Thoſe tears, my Damon, which I ;uſily ſhed, 
 o think how great my joys; how ſoon they 
fed. 
I told thee, friend (now bleſs the ſhepherd's 
name, 
From whoſe dear care the kin occaſion came), | 
That 1. even l, might happily receive 
I bat facred wealth, which Heaven and Daphnis 


ive: 
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| 


That |] might ſce me lovely awiul ſwain, 
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Whoſe holy croſicr guides cur willing plain: 

Whoſe pleaſing power and ruling goodnep, keey 

Our ſouls with equal care as we our ſheep; 

Whoſe praiſe excites cac“ lyre, employs each 
ton ue: 

Whilſt only he who caus'd, diſlikes the ſong. 

To this great, humble, part ng man I gain d 

Acceſs, und happy for an hour I reign'd; 

Happy as new-torm'd man in Paradile, 

Ere fin debauck'd his inoffenſive bliſs; 

Happy as heroes after battles won, 

Prophets entranc'd, or monarchs on the throne » 

But (oh, my friend !) thoſe joys with Vaphni 
flew : 


To them theſe tributary tears are due, 


DAMOYN- 


Was he ſo humble then? thoſe joys ſo vaſt? 
Ceaſe to admire that both io quickly paſt. | 
Too happy ſhould we be, woutd ſmiling fate 
Render one bleſſing durable and great ; 
But (oh the ſad viciſſitude) how ſoon 
Unwelcome night ſucceeds the cheerful noon ) 
And rigid winter nips the flowery pomp of * 
June ! ) 
Then 8 ſriend, like you, ſince all man- 


A certain change of joy and ſorrow find. 
Suppreſs your ſigh, your down-caſt eyclids raile, 
V hom preſent you revere, him abſcut praiſc. 


— — —— — 


TO THE COUNTESS OF EXETER, 


PLAYING ON THE LUTE., 


V Har charms you have, from what high 
race you ſprung, 

Have been the pleaſing ſubjects of my ſong : 

Uuikill'd and young, yet ſomething fill I writ, 

Of Ca'ndiſh* beauty jain'd to Cecil's wit. 

But when you pleaſe to ſhew the labouring Muſe, 


| What greater theme your muſick can produce; 


My babbling praiſes I repeat no more, 

But hear, rcjoice, ſtand filent, and adore. 
The Perſiaas thus, firit gazing on the ſun, 
1 how high 'twas plac'd, how bright it 

one 
Bur, as his power was known, their thoughts were 
raiſ d; 


And ſoon they worſhip'd, what at firſt they 


praiſ'd. 
Eliza's glory lives in Spenſer's ſong ; 


And Cowley's verſe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you cxcel, 

The Muſe might dictate, and the Poet tell: 
Your art no other art can {peak ; and you, 

To ſhew how well you play, zvuit play anew : 
Your muſick's power your muſick mult dilcloſe ; 
For what light is, tis only light that Mons. 


Strange ſorce of harmony, that thus controls 


Our thoughts, and turns and ſanctiſics our ſouls: 
While with its utmoſt art your ſex could move 
Our wonder only, or t beſt our love: 


You tar above both theſe your God did places 


enen | 


W 
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That your High power might worldly thoughts 


deſtroy 3 a 
That with your numbers you our zcal might 
raiſe. 


And. like Himſelf, communicate your joy. 
When to your native heaven you ſhail repuir, 
And with your preſence crown the bleſlings 

there, 
Your Inte may wind its ſtrings hut little higher, 
To tune their notes to that immortal quir., 
Your art is perfect here; your numbets do, 
More than our books, n.ake the rude Atheiſt 
know 
That there's a heaven by what he hears below. 

As in ſ»me rice, while Luke his kill expreit, 
A cunnir'>+ angel came, and drew the reſt : 

So when you play, ſome godl, cad does impart 
Harmonious aid divinity helps art; 

Some cherub finiſhes what you begun, 

And to a miracle {inproves a tune. 

To burning Rome, when frantic Nero pla; 'd, 
Viewing that ſace, no more ha had ſarvey'd 
The raging flames; but, ſtruck with ſtrange 

ſurprile, 
Confcſs'd them 1-fs th n thoſe of Anna's eyes: 
But, had he heard thy Inte, lie foon had found 
His rage cluded and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphion's hand, had wak'd the 
ſtone, 
And from deſtruQion call'd the riſing town: 
Malice to muſick had Leen ſo7c'd to yield ; | 
Nor could he burn ſo ia, as thou could'ſt | 
build. 


— — ——_— | 
ON A PICTURE OF SENECA DYING IN 
A BATH ; BY JORDAIN: 


At the Farlof Excter's, a: Burl:igh-bmſe, 


\ HILE cruel Nero only drains 
'Y The moral Spaniard's chbing veins, | 
By ſtudy worn, and flack with age, 
How dull, how thoughtleſe, is his rage 
Heirhten'd revenge would he have took, | 
He thould have burr: his tutor's book ; 

And long have rt i d ſupreme in vicg: | 
One nobicr wret 1 can only rife ; 
ITis he whoſe ſury ſhall deſace | 
The ſtoic's image in this piece : | 
For while unhurt, divinc Jer Zain, 
Thy work and Seneca's remain, 
He hi has body, ſtill hes ſout, | 
And lives and fpeaks, reſtor d an whole. | 


—— — 


AN ODE. | 


I. [ 


3'9 
= 
II. 
But would you meanly thus re'y 
On power you know 1 mult obey ? 
Lxert a legal tyranny, 
And do an ill, becauſe you may? 
Still muck 1 thee, as atheiſts Heaven, adore x 
Not ſce thy mercy, and yet dread thy wer? 
III. 


Take heed, my dear: youth flies apace; 
As well as Cupid, Time is blind : 
Soon muſt thoſe g'orics of thy face 
The fate cf vulyar beauty find : 
The thouſand 1.ovcs, that arm thy potent eye, 
Muſt arop their ..:rs, flag their wings, and 
dic. 
IV. 
Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each frown 
A hatciul wrinkle more appears ; 
And putting pccviſh humours on, 
Seems but the lad eſſect of years: 
Kindnef: itſelf too weak a charm will prove 
To raite the ſceble fires of aged love. 
\ 


Forc'd compliments, and formal bows, 
Will ſhew thee juſt above negle® : 
The hit with which thy lover giows, 
Win ſettle into cold reſpect: 
A talking dull p!atonic 1 ſhall turn: 
Learn to be civil, when I ccaſc to burn. 
VI. 
Then hun the ill, and know, my dear, 
Kindneſs and conſtancy will prove 
The only pillars, fit to bear 
Bo vaſt a weight as that of love. 
If thou canſt wiſh to make my flames endure, 
Thine mult be very fierce, and very purc. 
VII 


Haſte, Celia, haſte, while youth invitc*, 
+ Obey kind Cupid's preſent voice ; 


| Fill every ſenſe with ſoft delights, 


And rivc thy ſoul a looſe to joys: 
Let millions of repeated blifſes prove 


| That thou all kindneſs art, and I all love. 


VIII. 
Be mine, and only mine; take care 
Ihy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, to guide 
To me alon; nor come ſo far, 
As liking any youth beſide : 
V hat men cer court ther, fly them, and be- 
lie ve x 
They're ſerpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 
IX. 
So ſhall I court thy dcareſt truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage; 
So, thinking on tay charming youth, 
Ill love it o'er agaiu in age: 
So time itſelf our raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtill we wake to joy, and live to love. 


| 


HILF blooming youth and gay delight 
dit on thy roſy; cheeks conteſt, 
Thau haſt, my dear, undoutrted right 
To triumph o'er this deftin'd breaſt. 
} Tcaſun bends to what thy eyes ordain 
or 1 wat berg 0 ler, and thou to rggn 


| AN EPISTLE 
To FLIETWOOD SHEFPHARD, E*#Q. 
WII crowCing folks, with ſtrange all 
faces, 


Were making legs, ant begging places; 


4220 FRIOR's rofus. 


1 And ſome with patents, ſume with merit, 
Fird out my goud lor HDorſit's ſpirit ; 
S*neaking 1 ftood among it the crew, 
Deltriug much to ſpeak witi: you. 
I waited while the clock firuck thrice, 
And ſobtman brought out i,fry lies; 
ill, patience vet, ard legs grown weary, 
1 thouyht it was iu vain to tarry : 
But did opine it might be better, 
By penny-poft to ſend a letter; 
Now, il you mil> of th's cpiſile, 
I'm banlk'd again, and may go whiſtle, 
My bulineſs, Sir, you I quickly guels, 
Is ro deſire ſome little place; 
A. And fair pretenſions 1 have for 't. 
Much necd, and very {mall deſert. 
+ Whene'er | writ to you, 1 warted ; 
] aiways beog'd. vou always granted. 
Now, as you took me up when little, 
Gave nu mp, learning and my vittle; 
Aid for me, from my lord, things fitting, 
Kind as lad been your own begetting ; 
Couſirm what ſormerly you've given, 
Nor leave me now at fix and even, 
As Sunderland ha leſt Mun Stephen. 
No 1amily, that takes a whe! 
When firſt he laps, and ſcarce can yelp, 
Neglects or turns him out of gate 
When he's grown up to dog's eſtate: 
J Nor pariſh, if they once adopt 
Ihe {purious brats by ttrollers dropt, 
Leave them, when grown up luſty fellows, 
To the wide woric, that is, the gallows : 
No, thavk them for their love. that s worſe, 
Than if they 'ad throttled them at nurſe, 
My uncle, reſt his foul! when living, 
Mahr have contre d me ways of thriving ; 
Taught me with cyder to repleniſh 
M - Lats, or ebbiug tide of Rheniſh. 
So when for nock | drew prickt white-wine, 
Swear 't had the flavour, and was right wine. 
Or ſent me with ten pounds to Furni- 
val's inn, to ſome good rogue-attorvey ; 
Where uow, by furging deeds, and cheating, 
1d ſuund ſome handiome ways of getting. 
All thi- you made me quit, to fuliow 
That ſneaking whey-iac'd god Apollo; 
Sent me among a fiddliug crew 
Or folks, 1 'ad nuev.r ſcen nor kacw, 
Cailiope, and God knows who. 
To add no more invectives to it, 
You ſpoil'd the youth, to make a poet. 
lu conunon juſtice, Sir, there s no man 
That makes the whore, hut keeps the woman. 
Among al: honeſt Chriliian people, 
Whoc'er breaks limbs, mauitains the cripple. 
The ſum of ail I have to lay, 
Is, that you'd put me in ſome way 
And your petitioner ſhall pray 
1:2rc's one thing more i had aimoſt ſipt, 
1! chat may do as well in poſtſcript : 
Al icicud Charles Montague's pielerr'd; 
Nour would | have it long obſers'd, 
Aut dus mouſe cats, while t ochei . ſtarv d. 


ANOTHER EPISTLEF. TO THE sant. 


ern. Burleigh, May 13. 168g. 


A 8 once a twelvemonth to the pri eil, 
Holy at Rome, te antichrift, 
The Spaniſh king preſcuts a jennet, 

Lo ſhew his love, that's all that's iu it: 
Tarif his hotfin-f, would them 

Hs reveren bum *gainft bores rump, 
THe migh b equirt from his own ſtable 
With one More white, and cle more Able. 

Ur 03. with rondolns and men, his 
Good cxcelience the Duke of Venice 
(1 with, for rhyme, 't 114d rente king) 
Jails out, aud give the guiph a ring; 
Wich trick of Hate, ke wiſely maintain, 

K erp kin nes up 'twizt od acquaintauce ; 
For eiſe, „ honeft tutu, the ſea 
IH. much iis need of gold than he. 

Or, not % rove, and PEMP one's ſancy 
Cor popith limiles beyond fea ; 

As ſolhs from mud-ewall'd tenement 
Ling landiords pepperecoct tor rent; 
Þratent a turkey, or a hen, 

To thole mig! t better (pare them ten; 
Ev'n io, with al! ſubmiſhm, I 

(For firſt men mitance, then apply) 
Send vou vach year 2 homel ; letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay ripe, a d not ſhew wit : 
Nor look atkew at what it {aith ; 
There's ug petition in it— faith. 

Here ſome weuld ſcratch their leu, and try 
Wh-t they ſhouid write, and how, and why 
But 1 conceive, ſuch folks are quite in 
Miitekes in ther ry of writing, 

If ouce for principle tis laid. 

That thought is trouble to the head; 

l argue thus: the worl . azzrecs 

That he writes well, who writes with caſe; 
Then he by teqtcl logi d, 

Writes bett, whonever thinks at all. 

Verl comes from heaven, like inward lig t: 
Mere human pains can neer come by & ; 
The prod, vot we, the hem makes; 

We only tell folks what he ſpraks. 

Hence, when anatomitts dijoont i” 

How like brutes organs art to ours; 

They graut, if higher powers think bt, 

A bear mig!it ſoon be made a Wit; 

And that, for way thing in nature, 
Pigs might ſqueal love-odgs, dogs bark ſatire. 

Memuon, though ſtone, was counted vocal! ; 
But *twas the god, meanwhile, that ſpoke all. 
Rome ofr has head a croſs haranguing, 

With prompting pricit behind the hanging! 
The wooden head reſolv'd the quettion 3 
While you aud Pettis heip'd the jet on 

Your crabbed rogues. that read I. uczetus, 
Are againit gods, you know; an! teak vn 
The gods make not the poct; but 
The theſis, vice-verſa put, 

Should Hebrew-wiic be under Rood 


1 And mcans, the poc: makes th. 01, 
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Agyptian gardeners thus are ſaid to 
Have ſet the l=cks they after pray'd to: 
And Romiſh bakers praile the deity 
They chipp'd while yet in its pancity- 

That when you pocis {wear and cry, 
The god np 2 I rave, die 3 
If inward wind does truly ſwell ye, 

A mult be the colick in your bcily : 

That writing is but juſt like dice, 

And lucky mains make people wiſe : 

That jumbl-d words, if fortune throw 'em, 
Shall, well is Dryden, form a poem; 

Or make a ſpeech, correct and witty, 

As you know Who—at the committee. 

do atoms dancing round the center, 

They urge, made all things at a venture. 

But, granting matters ſhould bu ſpoke 
By method, ratker than by luck; 

Thi may confine their younger ſtyles, 

Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's ; 

But never could be meant to tye 

Authentic wits, like you and I : 

For as young children, who are tied in 

Go-carts, to keep their ſteps frum fliding; 

When members knit, and legs grow ſtronger, 

Make uie of tvch machine no longer; 

But Icap pro bio, and ſcout 

On kortc call'd hobby, or without; 

So when at ſchool we firit declaim, 

Old Buſby walks us in a theme, 

Whoſe props ſupport our infaut vein, 

And help the rickets in the brain: 

Put, when our ſouls their ſorce dilate, 

And thoughts grow up to wit's eſtate ; 

In verſe or prole, we write or chat, 

Nat ſixpence matter upon what. 

"Tis not how well an author ſays; 

But tis how much, that gathers praiſc. 

Tonſon who is himſclf a wit, 

Counts writers“ merits by the ſli-et. 

Thus cach ſhould down with all hc thinks, 

A+ boys cat br-ad, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sit, I ſhould be glad to ſee you; 
Il hope y are well; ſo God be wi' you; 
Was all I thoaph: at firſt to write; 

Lut things fince then are alter'd quite; 
Fancies Zo” in, and Muſe flies high: 
do God knows when my clac< will ite : 
muſt, Sir, prattle on, as afore. 

And beg your pat don yer this half-hour. 

50 at pure barn ot ioud Non-con, 
Where with my granam 1 have gene, 
When Lubb had fitrea all his text, 

And I well hop'd the pudding next; 
Now to apply,“ has plagu d me more 
Than all his villain cant before. | 

For your religion, firſt, of ker 
Your triends do ſavoury things aver: 
They ſay, ſhe's honeſt 45 your claret, 
Not ſour'd with cat nor itumm'd with merit; 
Your chamber is the ſole rettcat 
Of chaplains every Sunday night 
Of grace, no doubt, a certain ſign, 

When lay-men kerds with man divine; 

You, IV 


Which, though they're things I've no concern 


And wreaths round William's glorious hed. 
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For ii their fame be juſtly great, 
Who would no popiſh nuncio treat ; 
That his is greater, we mutt grant, 
Who will treat nuncios proteſtant. 
One ſingle politive werghs more, 
You know, than negatives a ſcore. 

In politics. I hcar, you're ſtanch, 
Directly beat againſt the French; 

D-ny to have your free-born toe 
Dragoon'd into a wooden ſhoe : 

.\re in no plots; but fairly drive at 
The public welfare, in your private 
And will for England's glory try 
Turks, Jews, and Jeſuits, to defy, 
And keep your places till you die. 

For me, whom wandcring fortune threw 
From what | lov'd, the town and you: 
Let me juſt tell you how my ime is 
Paſt in a country life. —Imprimis, 

As ſoon as Phœbus rays inipeR us, 

Firſt. Sir, I read, and then 1 breakſaſt; 

So on, till fyreſaid god docs ſet, 

| ſometimcs ſtudy, ſometimes eat. 

Thus, of your herocs and brave boys, 
With whom old Homer makes ſuch noiſe, 
The g ecatett actions I can find, » 

Are. that they did their work, and din'd. 

The books. of which I". chi: fly fond, 
Are ſuch as you have whilom coun d; 
That treat of China's civil law, 

And ſubjects“ right in Golconda ; 

Ot h ghway-elcphants at Ceylan. 

That ob in clans, like men o th' Highland ; 
Of apes that ſtorm, or keep a town, 

As well almoſt as Count Lauzun; 

Of unicorns and alligators, 

Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, ſatyrs, 
Aud twenty other ſtranger matters ; 


; 


in, 

Make all our grooms admire my learning. 
Critics 1 read on other men, 

And hypers upon them again ; 

From whole remarks 1 give opinion 

On twenty books, yet ne'er look in one. 
Then all your wits that flecr and ſham, 

Dowa from Don Quixote to Tom Tram ; 

From whom [I jeſt: and puns purloin, 

And lily put them off for mine; 

Fond to be thought a country wit : 

The reſt—when Fate and you think fir. 
Sonietimes I climb my mare, and kick her 

To bottled ale, and neighbouring vicar ; 

Sometimes at Stamford take a quart, 

<quire Shephard's health—With all my heart, 
Thus, without much delight or grief, 

I fool away an idle life : 

Till Shadwell from the town retires 

/ Choak'd up with fame and ſca-coal fires), 

To bleſs the wood with peaceful 1yrick : 

Then hey for praiſc and panegyrick 

Juſtice reſtor'd, and nations freed, | 


Te 
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TO THE COUNTESS OF DORSET. 


WRITTEN IN HER MILTON, 
BY MR. BRADBURY. 


. 


one, 
And how the firſt ſond lover was undone. 
Such «harming words, our beautcous mother 
ſpoke, 

- Milton u rote, and ſuch as yours her loox. 

ours, the beſt copy of th original face, 
Whoſe beauty was to furniſh all the race : 
Such chains no author could eſcape but he; 
There's no way to be ſaſe, but not to lee. 


TO THE LADY DURSLEY. 
On the ſame ſubje?. 


ERE reading how fond Adam was betray'd, 
And how by ſin Eve's blaſted charms de- 
cay'd ; 
Our common loſs unjuſtly you complain ; 
So ſmall that of it, which you ſuſtain. 
You ſtill, fair mother, in your offspring trace 
The ſtock of beauty deſtin'd for the 1ace ; 
Kind nature, forming them, the pattetn took 
From _— firſt work, and Eve's original 
ook, 


- trol: 
Scarce any actual guilt defiles your ſoul : 
And hell does o er that mind vain triumpt. boaſt 
Which gains a Heaven, for earthly Eden loft. 
With virtue ſtrong as yours had Eve been 
arm'd, 
In vais the fruit had bluſ d, or ſerpent charm'd; 
Nor had our bliſs by penitence been bought ; 
Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton wrote. 


TO MY LORD BUCKHURSF, 


Very young, playing with a cat. 


HE amorous youth, whoſe tender breaſt 

Was by his darling cat poſſeſt, 
Obtain'd of Venus his deſire, 
Howe'cr i regular hi: fire : 
Nature the power of love obey d, 
The cat became a bluſhing maid ; 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ'd his wender and his joy. 
Take care, O beauteous child, take care, 
Left thou prefer ſo raſh a prayer: 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
VV: cer thy favourite s charms improve. 
O quickly from her ſhrine retreat; 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 

The quecn of love, who ſoon will ſce 

Her own Adonis live in thee, 
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| 


| 


ö 


| 
| 


þ 
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; 
þ 
| 


| While cold as northern blaſts you prove, 


| 


| 


That bear me far ſrom what 1 love ? 
Alas! what dangers on the main 


From flighted vows, and cold diſdain ? 


Tow 


| 
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Will lightly her firſt loſs deplore; 

Will cafily forgive the boar: 

Her eyes with tears no more will flaw ; 
With jealous rage her breaſt will glow ; 
And, on her tabby rival's face, 

She deep will mark her new difgrace. 


AN ODE. 
V 
rom our looks, fair nymph, you 


9 ſ 
gueſs 
The ſecret paſſions of our mind ; 
My heavy eyes, you ſay, confeſs 
A heart to love and grief inclin d. 
n. 
There needs, alas but little art, 
Io have this fatal ſecret ſound ; 
With the ſame caſe you threw the dart, 
'Tis certain you may ſhew the wound, 
II. 
How can I ſee you. and not love, 
While you 2; opening caſt art fair ? 


How can 1 love, and not deſpair ? 
IV. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may releaſe : 
Soon, if my love but once were crown'd, 
Fair propheteſs, my grief would ceaſe, 


— 


AS ON G. 
1 vain you tell your parting lover, 

You wiſh fair winds may waft him over. 
Alas! what winds can happy prove, 


Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, 
yr and in pity chocſec 


That, thrown again upon the coaſt 

Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd heart was loſt, 
may once more repeat my pain; 

Once more in dying notes complain | 
Of flighted vows, and cold diſdain. 


THE DESPAIR'NG SHEPHERD. 
LEX:'S ſhunn'd his fcllow-ſwains, 
"Their rural ſports, and jocund ſtraius: 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow !) 
He loſt his crook, he leſt his flocks ; 
And, wandering through the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleis wo-. 
The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came: 
His grief ſome pity. others blame ; 
1 he fatal cauſe ail kindly ſeek : 
He min, led his concern with theirs ; 
He gave them back their friendly tears; 
He ſigh'd, but would not ſpeak. 


Clarinda came among the reſt; 


Aud ſus 100 kind ng. ru expreſt, 


the wildeſt tempeſts looſ: : | 


a> 4&4 
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And aſk d the reaſon of his woe: 
She aſk d. but with an air aud mien, 
7] hat made it eaſily foreſcen, 

She fear'd too much to know. 

Ihe ſhepherd rais'd his mournſul head; 
And will you parJon me, he ſaid, 

While | the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breaſt could tear, 
V hich never ſhould oftend your car, : 

But that you bid me tell. 


lis thus | rove, tis thus complain, 

Since you appear'd upon the p au; 
You are the cauſe of all my care; 

Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart ; 

Ten thouſand torments vex my heart: 

L love, and | d-ipair. 

Too much, \ lexis, I have heard: 

'Tis what I thought ; tis what 1 fear'd : 
And yet | pardon you, ſhe cried : 

But you ſhall promile ne er again 

19 breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pæ in: 
He bow'd, cbey'd, and died. | 


TU THF 
HON. CHARLES MONTAGUE, ESQ. 
AFTERWARDS FAFL OF 


HALIFATY. 


OWT'ER, tis well. that while mankind 


Through fare « perverlc meander errs, 
He can imagin d pleaſures find, 
lo combat againſt real carcs. 
It. 
Fancies and nntions he purſues, 
Which ne er had being but in thonght : 
Each, like the Grecian artiſt, woos 
The image he himſelf has wrought. 
III. 
Againſt experience he believes; 
He argues againſt demonſtrat ion; 
Pleas'd, when his reaſon he decerves ; 
Aud ſets his judgmen by Eis paſſion, 
IV. 
The hoary fool, who many days 
Has ſtruggled with continued ſorrow, 
Reuews his hope, and blindly lays 
The deſperate bett upon to moi row. 
V 


To- morrow comes; *tis noon. tis 2ight ! 
This day like all the ſormer flies: 
Let on he runs, to ſeek delight 

To-morrow, till to-night he dies. 
VI. 
Our hopes, like towering falcons, aim 
At objects in an airy height: 
The litre pleaſure of the game 
ls from atar to view t e flight, 
VII. 
Our anxious pains we, all the day, 
_ Inlearch of what we like, employ : 
Scoring at night the worthleſs prey, 
Ve bad the labour gave the joy. 


— 
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VIII. 
At diſtance through an artful glaſs 
To the mind's eye things will appear : 
They loſe their forms, and make a maſs, 
Contus'd and Llack, if brought too ncar, 
IX. 
If we ſce right, we ſee our woes: 
ben what avails it to have eycs ? 
From 1gnorance our comfort flows: 
The only u retched are the wile. 
X. 
We wearicd ſhould lie down in deach: 
1 his cheat of life would take no more, 
If you thought fame but empty breath, 
i, Phyllis, but a perjur'd whore. 
VARIATIONS 2N A COPY, PRINTED 1694, 
OUR hopes, like towering fal-ons, aim 
At objes in an airy height; 
But all the zuraiure of the game 
Is afar off to view the flight. 


The worthleſs prey but only ſhews 
Tac joy conſiſted in the ftrife ; 

V hate et we take, as foon we loſe 
In Homer s riddle znd iz life. 


So, whilſt in feveriſh exp we think 
Ve taſle what wiking we debre, 

T. e cam is bettet than the drink, 
Which only feeds the ſickly fire. 

To the mine's eye things will appear, 
At diſtance through an artiul plal:; 

Bring but the flattering objects near, 
They rc ll ſenſeleis gloomy mals. 

Seeing aright, we ſee our woes : 
Then what avails it to have eycs * 

From 1gnorance our comfort flows, 
The only wretched are the wilc. 


We wearied ſhould lie down in death, 
This hrat of life would take no more ; 

If you thonght ſame but ſtinking breath, 
Aud Phyllis but a perjur'd whore, 


AD YVIRUM DOCTrISSIN UM DOMINUM SAMUFLEM 
$SMAW, CUM 1HESES DE ICTERKO PRO nab 
DCCUYGRIS DEFFNDERET, 4 JUNI:, 16y2 


HE BE, potens ſavi-meorlisvel ladere gentc:, 

P I. a ſas folerti vel relevarc manu, 

Aſpice tu decus hoc noftrum. pl:ciduſque ſatere 
Indomitas quantum proſit in arte labor: 

Non icterum polthac peſtemve minaberis orbi, 
Fortius hic juvenis Cum medicamen habet. 


TRANSLATION. 
0 Can ſpread diſcaſes through the joy ful land, 
When thie ur pride ; cute, confeſs you find 


Mitte dchinc iras, et nato carmina dona; 
Neglectum telum dejice, fume lyram. 
FY MR, COOXE, 
' PHEB\U-, deny, whoſe powerful hard 
Alike all-powerful torclicve the pain, 
Aud bid the gtening nations ſmile again; 
In him what art can do wun labour 1oin'd; 
112 ; ; 
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No more the world thy direful threats ſhall fear, 
While he, the youth, our rem dy, is near; 
Suppreſs thy rage; with verſe thy fon inſpire, 

1 he dart neglected, to aſſume the iy re. 


— 


ON THE TAKING OF NAMUR. 


2— town which 1.cuis bought, Naſſau re- 

claims, | 

And brings inſtcad of | ribes avenging flames. 

Now Louis, take thy titles from above, 

Boileau ſhall ſing, and we'll believe thee Jovc , 

Jove gain d his miſt. eſs with alluring gold, 

Bu; jove like thee was impotent and old 

Active and young did he like William ſtand, 

He ad ftunn'd the dame, his thunder in his 
hand. 


—.—— . — — — 


1 


IN 1M. TAT ION OF HORACE, 3. 0D II, 
WAI TT IX 1692. 


I. 
T OW long. deluded Il ion, wilt thou lie 
nt e lethargic fleep, the lad repolc, 
By which thy cluſe, thy couſtant enemy, 
Has loftly lul! d thee to thy woes? 


Or wake, degenerate iile, or ceaſe to own 

What thy old kings in Gallic camps have done; 

Te ſpoils they brought thee back, the crowrs 
won: 

William ſo fate requires) again isarm'd ; 
Thy father to the ficld is gone: 
Again Maria weeps her abſent .crd, { 

For thy repoſe content to rule alone. 
Are thy enervate ſons no yet alarm'd ? : 
When William fights, dare they look tarne.y 
on, 
So flow to get their ancient fame reſt-r'd, g 
As not to meit at Beauty's trars, nor {ollow Va- 


lour's ſword? 


4 


II. 

See the roponting ile awakes, 0 
Her vicious chem the zenerous poddeſs bre ak- 
The fogs arennd her temples ate diſpelbd; 
Abroad the to1lk;s, and ſces arm d Beigin land 
Prepac'd to mect their commu Lord's com- 

mand; , : 
Her lions rowing by her fade, lr arrows in her 
hand : 
And, bluſhing tc have been fo Jong with-heid, 
W-eps off her crime, and haſtens to the field. 
Henceforth her youth Nall be 12421 d to bear 

Hazardous toil and active War; 

o march bencath the dog-ſtar's raging heat, 

Patient of ſummers drought, and martial 
ſweat 8 | 

And only grieve in wintcr's camps to find 

Its dayt too ſhort ior labours they defign'd : 

All ri ht beneath hard heavy arms to watch; 
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And all the ruꝑged paths to read. 
Where William and his virtue lead, 
mu 


Silence is ti e ſoul of war; 

Deliberate counſel muſt prepare 
The mig ty work, which va our muſt complete ; 
Thus William reicued. thus preierves the Nate 

hus teaches us to hink and dare. 

As whilſt his cannon juſt prepar'd to breathe 

Avenging anger and iwitt death, 

In the tried metal the cloſe dangers glow, 

And now, too late, the dying toc 
Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the blow; 
So whilſt ia: William's breaſſ ripe counſels lie, 

Secret and ſure as brooding Fate, 

No more of his deſign :ppears, 

2 v hat awakens Gallia s fcars ; 

And (though Guilt s eye can ſharply penetrate 

Diſtracted Lewis 3 ſery * e 
Only a long umacaſur'd ruin nigh. 

; 17. 
On Norman coaſts and banks of frighted Scine 

Lo! the impending ſtorms begin: 
Britannia ſafely through ker maſter's ſca 

Ploughs vp her victorious way. 

The French Salmoncus throws his boits in v. in, 
Whilſt the true Thunderer aſſerts the main: 
Tis done ! to ſhelves and rocks ki: fects retire, 

Swif victory in vengeful flames 
Burns down the pride of their preſumptuous name: 

They run to ſhipwreck. to avoid our fire, 
And the torn veſſe'sthat regain their coaſt 
Are the ſad marks to ſhew the reſt are loſt : 


, Ali this the mild. the beauteous, Qucen has dene. 


And William's ſufter-kalf ſhakes Lewis throue: 
Maria docs the ſea com mand 

Whilſt Gallia flizs her kiſband's arms by land. 

So, the Sun al ſcnt, with full ſway the > oon 

Governstheiſes, and rules the wave: alone: 

So Juno thunders when: her Jove is gone. 

lo Brita mia | looſe thy 0:54 chains, 

Wit Rafſel ferries the biow thy queen ordains; 

Tis rſcutd, thus rever'd, for ever ftand, 


And blefs the counſel, and rewerd the hand, 


io Pritznvia! thy Maile feigus. 


Vs 


From Mary's conqueſts, and the reſcue“ main, 


Let Fronce lock torth to Sambre's armed ſhore, 


And boaſt her joy for Wlliarn's death no mort. 
He lives; iet France confeſs, the vidor lives; 
Her triumphs for his death were vain, 

And ſpuke her terror of his life too plain. 

The mighty years begin, the day eravs righ, 
In which / ene of Leviis' many wives, 

Who, by the beleful ſorceof guilty charms, 


| Has long enthrall'd him in her wither'd arms, 


Shall o'r the plains, from diſtant towors on high, 
Caſt art und het mournſul + ve, 
Aad with prop' etic ſorrow cry, 
« Why docs my ruin'd lord retard his fight ? 
Why does deſpair provoke his age to fight a 


As well the wolf may veature to engage 


The angry lion's generous rage; 


Ali d*y to mount the trench, to erm Lye | 3 he ravenous vulture, and the bird of night, 
breach; „ 


As iafely tempt the ſtoo; ing eagle's fight; 


PRIOK 5 ports. 


Ag .* neun arms defy 
Yon' hero owa with blonming victory. 
un triampling o'er rebel-rage reſliain'd,. 
And yet unhicath'd from attles gain'd. 
See | l yo! duſty ticld's quite cover'd oer 
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| When bound in double chains poor Belgia lay, 
Po trreign arms and inward f{trife a prey, 

Want one good man huvy'd up ber fis king fate, 
And Virtac labour'd againit Fate; 

When Fortune baleiv with Ambition joir,'d, 


Mich hoitil: troobe, and Orange at their head; 
Orange, daſtin'd to complete 
The great deſigns of labouting Fate; 
Orange, the name that tyrants dread : 
He comes; our ruin'd empite is no more ; 
Down, uke the Lerlian, goes the (alc thiune 
Darius flies, young Ammon urges on.“ 
VI. 
Now f 6m the dubious battle's mingled heat. 
Let Fear look back, and fQretch her halty wing, 
Impatient to ſccure a baſe rettea:: 
Let the pals cowar leave his wonnded King, 
For the vi e privilege to breathe. 
To live with ſhane m dread of glorious death ! 
In vai: for Fate has ſyiſter wings than Far, 
She foilows hard, ad frikes hum in the rear; 
Dying aud mal (he traitur bes the ground, 
His bac tense with a diſhoneſt wound; 
Whit riovph the flerceſt troops, and thickeſt 
preis, 7 : 
Virtue carries on ſncee fs x 
Whilit cqual Hcaven guards the diſt in uiſh d 
brave, 
Ard armies canuo 


— — 


2 


— 
= 


hurt when: angels ſave, 
Yi. 
Virtue to verſe ira mortal laſtre gives, 
Each by the other's mutual ſriendſhip lives; 
Aucas fuller d, and Achilles fought, 
The Hcro's acts enlerg'd the Pozt's thought, 
Or Virgil « majeſty, and Homer's rape, 
H:d ne'et like laſting nature vanquiſh d xge. 
Wilt Lewis then his riiing terror dro vas 
With drums alarms, and trumpets founds. 
Whilft, hid in arm'd retreats and guarded 
towns, 
From danger 2s from honour far, 
He bribes clele murdet againſt open war 
In vain you Gallic Mutes ſtrive 
With labour d vec to keep his fame alive: 
Your mouldering monuments in vain ye raiſe 
On the weak bels of the tyrant's Prailc : 
Your longs are {:d, your numbers are profanc, 
lis incente to an idol given, 
Mea. oſſer' au to Prometheu man 
That had no ſou: from Heaven 
Againſt hie will, you chain your frighted king 
On rapid Rhyac's divided bed; 
And mork your here, whaill ye ſing 
The wounts ter which he never bid; 
Fallehood docs poiſon on your praile diftuſe. 
And Lewis“ fear gives Ceaih to Eviiciy's Muſe 
Vil. 


On is own worth true majeſty is crar'd, 
Ac Virtue is ber own reward ; 
With'tolid beans and native glory bripht, 
She neither darkneſs dreads, nor covers l. 
True to herſcl{, and fix'd to inbor Jaws, 
Nor ſunk by tpi, nor Fired by applauſe, 


ht a 


And all was couguer'd but the Patriot s mind ; 
When ſtorms lat looſe and raging fras, 
Juit ready the tora vele! to o'erwheim. 
Forc'd not the faithful pilot trom his heim, 
Nor all the Siren ſo s ot 1uture peace, 
And dazzling proſpects of a promis'd crown, 
Cou'd lure tas ſtubborn victue down; 
But againſt charms, and threats, aud gell. he 
tool 
To thit which was ſeverely good: 
Then, had no trophies juſtified his ume, 
No Poet blelt his fong with Nals name, 
Virtue alone did all thut honour bring, 
And Reaven as 4 lainly prned out Tut K. 88, 
As when he at the altar und 
In all Ins types and robes ei power, 
Whilit at his feet religious Brittin bow'd. 
Aud owu'd kim next to whic we there adore. 
IX. 
Say, joyful Macſe, and Boyne's vidtor ions land, 
(For cach has mixt bis waves with roa Hood ) 
When William's exanes palt, did he retire, 
Or view from far the hattle's diftant fire? 
Coult he beli-ve his perſon was too de ir? 
Or uſe his greatneſs to conceal his fear ?. 
Could prayers or fighs the duuntleſs hero move? 
Arm'd with Heaven's juſtice, aud his people's 
love ? 
Through the firt waves hc wing'd his venturous 
way, 
And on the adverſe ſhore aroſe, 
(Ten thouſand flying deaths in vain oppoſe“. 
Like the great ruler of the day, 
With firenugth aud ſwiſtueſs mounting from the 
ſc: 
Like him all day he tcild ; but long in night 
the gad has cas d his wear ed light, 
Fre vengeance leſt the Hubbern foes, 
Or William's labou s found repoſe ! 
Wien his troops t»:ulter d, flept not he between? 
Reftor'd the dubious fight again, 
Mark'd ont the coward that durit flv. 
And led the fainting brave to Victory? 
Still as ſhc fled him, did h- not o'crrake 
Her dou: ful could, ft: brought her biel ng 
back ? | 
By his keen ſword did not the boldeſt fall ? 
as bunt king, commander, ſoldier. a!! ? 
His davgers 'ucn as With beconung C:ead, 
His ſuhjects yet unhorn ſn ul weep to read: 
Aud were put these the only dvs that Cer 
Ilie pious prince refus'd to her 
His friends“ advic s, er his lubjccls“ prayer ? 
X 


Whercer ol Rhine his fruitful water turns, 

Or fills his v. Kals“ tr butary urns 6 

To Belgia s fav'd dominie ard the fer, 

Whoſe righted waves ref ice in William's ſway ; 
Is there a rown where chi'drem ar: not taugl e, 
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The from her settled orb looks c.lmly duws, 
On lifz or death, a prifon or & crew, 


lere Helland profpcr'd,for here Orange tough: ; 
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Through rapid waters, and though flying fire, 
Here ruſh'd = prince, here made whole France 
retire 
By diſſer ent nations be his valour bleſt, 
In dificrent languages confeſt; 
And then let Shannon ſpeak the reſt : 
Let _—_— ſpeak, how on her wondering 
ore, 
When Conqueſt hovering on his arms did wait, 
And only aſk'd ſome lives to bribe her oer; 
The god-like man, the more than conqueror, 
With high contempt ſent back the ſpecious bait ; 
And, ſcorning glory at a price ſo grevt, 
With ſomuch power, ſuch picty did join, 
As made a perfect virtue ſoar 
A pitch unknown to man before ; 
And lifted Shannon's waves oer thuitc of Boyne. 
XI. 
Nor do his ſubjects only ſhare | 
The proſperous fruits of his indulgent reign ; 
His enemies approve the pious war, | 
Which, _ their weapon, takes away their 
chain. 
More than his ſword his coodneſs ſtrikes his foes; 
"They bleſs his arms, and ſigh they muſt oppoſe. 
Juſtice and freedom on ki; conqueſts wait; 
And *'tis for man's delight thac he is great: 
Succeeding times ſhall with long joy contend, 
If he were more a victor, or a friend: Mm 
So much his courage and his mercy ſtrive, 
He wounds, to cure; and conquers, to forgive. 


XII. 
Ve heroes, that have ſought your country's cauſe, 
Redreſs'd her injurics, or ſorm'd her laws, 
To my adventurous ſong juſt witnel(> bear, 
Aſſiſt the pious Muſe, and hear her ſwear ; | 
That *tis no Poet thought, no flight of youth, 
Put ſolid ſtory, and ſevereſt truth, 
That William treaſures up « greater name, 
Than any coumry, any age, can boaſt ; 
And all that ancient lock of fame 
He did from his for--ſathors take, 
Fle has improv'd, and gives with intereſt back ; 
And in his conſteilation ors unite 
Their ſcatter'd rays oi fainter light : 
Above or Envy's laſh, or Forrune's wheel 
hat ſettled glory ſhall fc ever due. 
Above the rolling orbs. and co mon ſky, 
Where no hing cont:'s that cer ſhall dic. 
XIII. 
Where roves the Mule? Where, thougl.ileia to 
return, 
her ſhort-· liv'd veTc] borne, 
By potent winds too ſubject to be toſt, 
Aid in the ſea of William's praile Joſt ? 
Nor let her tempt that deep, nor make the ſhere, 
Where our abandon'd youth ſhe ſecs, 
Skipwreck'd in luxury, and loſt in caſe; 
Mom nor Britaunia's danger can alarm, 
Nar Wilkam's excnpi2ty virine warm: 
J them, howe'er, the king can yet furgive 
"3 hr guilty Noth, their homage vet receive, 
And lat their wounded honour hve : 
B.- {urs and ſudden be then juſt remorſe ; 


{ Sacred as Naſſau's long renown, 


PRIOR $ POEMS. 


For though ſor certain years and deſtin'd times, 

Merit has lain conſus d with crimes ; | 

Though Jove ſeem'd negligent of human 

Nor icourg'd our follics, nor teturn'd our 
prayers, | 

His juſtice now demands the equal ſcales, 

Sedition is ſuppreſs d. and truth prevails: 

Fate its great ends by flow degrees attain, 

And Europe is redeem d, and William reigns. 


HYMN TO THE SUN. 
SET BY DR. H, PURCELL. 


AND INTENDED TO BF SUNG BEPORE Tarts 
MAJESTIES ON YEW YEAR'S DAY, 1693 4. 


= IGHT of the world, and ruler of the year 
Wich happy ſpeed begin thy great caree- 
Aud, as thou deſt thy radiant journies run, 
Through every diſtant climate own 

That in fair Albion thou haſt ſeen 

The greateſt prince, the brighteſt queen, 
That ever ſav'd a land, or bleſt a throne. 
Since firſt thy beams were ſpread, or genial 

power was known, 
In 
So may thy godhead be confeſt, 
So the returning year be bleſt, 
As his infant months beſtow 
Springing wreaths for William's hrow ; 
As his ſummer's youth ſhall ſhed 
Zternal ſwects around Maria s head. 
From the bleſſings they beſtow, 
Our times are dated, and our aras move: 
They govern and enlighten all oclow, 
| As thou doſt all 1 * 
Let our hero in the war 
' Active and fierce, like thee, apprar : 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee, 
When, clad in rifing majeſty, 

Thou marchelt down o'er Delos“ hill cone, 
With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory dich, 
Like thee, the hero docs his arms employ, 

"Che raging Python to deſtroy, 

And give the iujur d nations peace and joy. 
| IV. 
tom faireſt years, and time's more happy fler, 
F Gather all the fmiling hours; 
Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 

Such as with conqueſt have rewarded 

Triumphant victors' happy cares; 
©uch as tory has recorded 


For countrics fav d, und battles won 


, # 

March then gais in fair array, 
Ard bid them form the happy dag, 
The happy day defign'd to wait 
On Wilkani's tame, and Eurepe': tate. 

Let the happy dey be crown d 
With great evciit, and fait ſucceſs; 
| No brighter in the year be found, 


$7732; by their virtue s , and Long its courſe; 


Bat wut wich brings che v.Ctor Lome in peach a 


a Ss £4. th Ferne 


TD 


PRIOR'S TOEMS. 


VI. | 
Again thy godhead' we implore, 
Great in dom as in power; 
Again, ſor good Viaria's fake an ours, 
Choolc out other ſmuilinig hours; 
©uch as with joyous wings have fled, | 
When happy counſels were adviſing ; 
Such as have lucky omens ſhed 
O'er forming laws, and empires riſing ; 
Such as many courſes ran, 
Hand in hand a goodly train, 
To bleſs the great Eliza's reign ; 
And in the typic glory ſhow 
MV hat fuller bliſs Maria LR beftow. 
As the ſolemn hours advance, 
Mingled fend into the dance 
Many fraught with all the treaſures, 
Which thy eaſtern travel views ; 
Many wing d with all the pleaſures, 
Man can aſk, or heaven diffuſe : 
That great Maria alt thoſe joys may know, 
Which, from her cares, upon her ſubjects flow. 
VIII. 
For thy own glory ſing our ſovereigu's praiſe, 
God of ver ſcs and of days: 
Let all thy tuncful ſons adorn 
Their laſting work with William's name; 
Let choſen Muſes yet unborn 
Take great Maria for their future theme : | 
Etei nal ſtructures let them re iſe 
On William's and Maria s praiſe ; 
Nor want new ſubject for the ſong, 
Nor fear they can exhauſt the ſtore, 
Till nature's muſic lies unſtrung, 
Till thou, great god, ſhalt loſe thy double power, 
And touch thy lyre, aud ſhoot thy beams no 
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Once more xt leaſt loca back, faid T, 
Thyſelf in that large glaſs deſcry : 

When thou art in good humour dreſt; 
When gentle reaion rules thy breaſt : 
Ihe ſun upon the calmeſt ſea 

Appears not half fo bright as thee : 
"Vis then that with delight 1 rove 
Upon the boundleſs depth of love: 

| ble(s my chain; I hand my our ; 
Nor think on all 1 left on ſhor.. 

But when vain doubt and groundleſs ſear 

Do that dear fooliſh boſom tear ; 

When the big lip and watery eye 

Tell me, the riſing ſtorm is nigh : 

"Tis then, thou art yon” angry main 
Deform'd by winds, and daſh d by rain ; 
And the poor ſailor, that muſt 

Its fury, labo rs leſs than 1. 

Shipwreck d, in vain to land I make, 
While Love and Fate till drive me back: 
Forc'd to doat on thee thy own way, 

I chide thee firſt, and then obey. 
Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nigh, 
1 with thee, or without thee, dic. 


LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP : 


A PASTORAL. 


BY MRS, ELIZABETUY SINGER, AFTERWARDS 
ROWE, 


AMARYLLIS, 

| HILE from the ſkies the ruddy ſun do- 
ſcends, 

And riſing night the evening ſhade extends : 

While pearly dews o'erſpread the peaceful field: 


pa And cloling flowers reviving odours yield : 
Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading trees, recite 
Cat What from our hearts our Mules may indite. 
| Nor need we, in this cloſe retirement, ſcar, 
Tur Leſt any ſwain our amorous ſecrets hear. 


LADY'S LOOKING-GLASS 
IN IMITATION OF A GREEK IDYLLIUM. 


ELIA and I the other day 
(C Walk'd o'er the ſand-hills to the ſea : 
The ſetting ſun adorn d the coaſt, 
is beams intire, his ſierceneſs loſt: 
And, on the ſurfa.e o' the deep, 
The winds lay only not aſlcep : 
The nymph did like the ſcene appear, 


1 


derenely pleaſant, calmly fair; 
Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 
With ſecret joy 1 heard her ſay, 
That ſhe would never miſs one: day 
A walk ſo fine, a fight to gay. 
But, oh the change! the winds grow high; 
Impending tempeſts charge the ii: y; 
The lightning flies. the thunder roars; 
And big waves laſh the frighten'd ſhores. 
Struck with the horror of the ſight, 


SYLVIA. 

To every ſhepherd I would mine proclaim ; 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt theme : 
A ſtranger to the looſe delights of love, 


My thoughts the nobler warmth of friend hip 
prove : 
And, while its pure and ſacred fire 1 ſing, 
Chaſte goddeſs of the groves, thy ſuecour bring. 
AMAKYLLIS» 

Propitious god of love, my breaſt inſpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleating fire x 
Propitious god of love, thy ſuccout bring, 
Whilſt I thy darling, thy Alexis ſing; 

Lovely as light, and ſoft as yielding air. 

For um each virgin fighs ; and on the plains 

The happy youth above each rival reigns. 

Nor to the echoing groves, and whifperirg 
ſpring, 

In ſweeter ſtrains does artful Conon ſing ; 

When loud applauſes fill the crowded groves, 


She turus her head, and wings her flight 


And, trembling, vows ſhe'll ne'er again 


Approach the ſhore, or view che main. 


And Phoebus the ſuperior ſong approves. + 
SYLVIA, 

Beauteous Aminta is as early light, 

reaking the melancholy ads ole ght. 
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When ſhe is near, ali anxious trouble flies, 
nd our revivinp hearts cone her cyes. 
Voung love, and blooming joy, and gay eſires 
In every breaſt the beaurcous nymph infpires ; 
And on the plam when ſic no 1avre apy urs, 
The plain a dark and gloomy proſpect wears. 
Tn vain the ſtrcams roll on: the eaſtern breeze 
Yances in vain ameny the trembling trees: 
In vain the birds begin their evening ſong, 
And to the ſilent night cher notes prolung 
Nor Ro nor cryſtai fircaras, vor verdant 
eld, a 
Does weontcd pleaſure in her abſence yield. 
 AMARYLLIS. 
And, in his abſence, all the penſive day 
In ſome obſcure retreat 1 loncly ſtray , 
All day te the repeating caves complain, 
In mourntul accents, and a dying ftrain ; 
Dear lovely youth. 1 cry to all around; 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales reſound. 
SYLVIA, 
On flowery banks, by every murmuring 
ſtream, 
Aminta i* my Muſe's ſofteſt theme: 
is ſhe that does my artſu! notes refine: .. 
With fair Aminta's name my nobleſt verſe ſhall 
thine. 


N 


3 AuAR T1118. | 
Tl twine freſh garlands for Alexis' browe, 
And conſecrate to him eternal vous: 
The charming youth ſhall my Apollo prove; 
He ſhall adorn my longs, and tune my voice to 


love. 
— 
To THE 
AUTHOR OF 'THE FOREGOING PASTO- 
RAL. 


BY Sylvia if thy charming ſe f be meant; 
If Friendſhip be thy virgin vows extent: 

Oh! let me in Aminta's praiſes join: 

Her's my eſteem ſhall be, my paſſion thine. 

When for thy head the garland | prepare, 

A fecond wreath ſhall bind Aminta's hair ; 

And, when my choiceſt ſongs thy worth pro- 

claim, 

Alternate verſe ſhall bleſs Aminta's name; 

My heart ſhall own the juſtice of her cauſe, 
And Love himſelf ſubmit to Friendſhip's laws. 
But if, beneath thy numbers“ ſoit diiguiſe, 

Some favour'd ſwain, ſome true Alexis lics ; 
If Amaryllis breathes thy ſecret pains, 

And thy ſond heart beats meaſure to thy trains ; 
May'f thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind ! 

May Venus long excrt her happy power, 

And make thy beauty, like thy ver.e, cndure ! 
May every god his friendly aid afford, 

Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bleſs thy board ! 


| 
| 


But, if by chance the ſeries of thy joys, 
Permit one thought let> checrful to ariſe, 
Pitious transfer it to the mournful ſwain, 
Who, loving much, who, not belov'd again, 
Feels an ill-fated paſſion's laſt exceſs, 
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1 0 A LADY: 


ent REPUSING, TO CONTi\<UE A DISIUTP ura 
ME, AND LLAVING MEIN THE AKGUMEYyT 


AN ODE. 
. 
P.\RF, generous vi cor, ſpare the flare, 
HJ Who did uncqual war purlue, 
That more than triumph he meglit have, 
In bewg overcome by you. | 
II. 
in the diſpnte whate'er 1 ſaid, 
My heart was by my tonpue belied ; 
And in my leaks you might have 1cad 
How much ! argued on your fide, 
| II. 
You. far from danger as from ſear, 
Mipht have fuſtain'd an open fight: 
For Jeldom your opinions err; 
Your cycs arc always in the right. 
Why, fair one, would you not rely 
Or. Renjon's force with Beauty's join d? 
Cou'd I their prevalence deny 
1 muit at once be deat and blind. 
*. 
Alas ' not hoping to ſubdue, 
I only tv the fight afpir'd : 
To keep the beauteous ſo- in view 
Was all the glory I defir'd. 
VI 


But ſhe, howe'er of victory ſure, 
Contemns the wreath too long delay'd : 
And. arm'd with more immediate power, 

Calls crucl ſilence to her aid. 
. \ / "Ro 
Deeper to wound, ſhe ſhuns the fight; 
She drops her arms, to gain the field ; 
Secures her conqueſt by her flight; 
And triumphs, when ſhe ſcems to yield. 
Vil. 


So, when the Parthian turn'd his ſteed, 
And from the hoſtile camp withdrew, 

With cruc! ſkill the backward recd 
He 1cnt ; aud, as he fled, he ficw » 


_— 
— 


SEEING THE DUKE Gr ORMOND'S Nc. 
TURE AT SIR GODFREY KNELLER'S. 
O⁰ from the injar'd canvas, Knelle:, 

| ſtrike 


— — 


Theſe lines too faint : the picture is not like. 


Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again: 
Dreadful in arms, ou Landen's glorious plain 
Place Ormond's duke : impendent in the air 
Let his keen ſabre, comet-like, appear, | 
Where'er it points, denouncing death: below 
Draw route d ſquadrons, and the numerous ſor, 
Falling bencath, or flying from his blow: 
Till, weak with wounds, and cover d o et * 
blood. . 
Which. ſi om the Patriot's breaſt in torrents flon 0. 
He faints ; his ſteed no longer feels the rem; 


And dies in woe, that thou may'ft live in peace. | But ſtumbles oer the heap, his hand had in. 


N 


Thc Gallic chief their troops around him call ; 


FRIOK'S 


And now exhauſted, bieecing, palc Lc lies ; 
Lovely, lad object! in hie half-cl.s d cyecs 
stern vengeance yet, and haſlile terror ſtand : 
His front yet threat ins. and Jus f.] ynunand. 


ar ts approach him, though they fee him fall. 
0 X thy ſhades and light expreſs 
h- perſect hero in that glorious dreſs ; 

4 ges to come might Ormond's picture kuow. 
And palms for thee beneath his laurcls grow: 
In ſpitc of time, thy work might ever ſhine; 
Nor Homcr's colours laſt ſo long as thine. 


3 3... —-V—¼0 — 


e CELIA TO DAMON. 
| | 
„ Aimue in amore mala hc proprin, ſummrgue fer 


« undo Inv nuntty 
Lucuer. lib. iv. 


* HAT can I ſay, what arguments can 
prove, 
Ay truth, what colours can deſcribe my love, 
li its exceſs and fury be not known, 
In what thy Celia has alroady done ? 
Tay infant flames, whilſt yet they were con- 
ceal'd 
In timorous doubts, with pity I bebeld; 
With caſy Gniles diſpell'd the filent fear, 
That dutit not teil me what I dy'd to hear, 
Ii vein 1 ſtrove to check my growing flame, 
Or ſhelter paſſion under ſriendſhip's name. 
You ſaw my heart how it my tongue bely d; 
And when you preſs d, how faintly I deny'd.— 
Ire guardian thought could bring its ſcatter'd 
411, 
Ert reaſon could ſupport the doubting maid, 
My foul, furpris d, and from herſelf di-join'd, 
Left all reſerve, and all the ſcx, behind: 
Frum pour command her motions ſhe recceiv'd 
And nut for me, but you, ſhe breath'd and lix'd, 
But ever bieſt be Cytherea's ſhrine, 
And fires eternal on her altars thine, ! 
Since thy dear breaſt hu fclt an cqual wound ; 
SR ai thy Kindneſs my deſires are crown d. 
E, ii. each look, · and thought, and .aic, tis 
ſhown, 
Tiy joys are center'd all in me alone; 
Aud lure | am, thou wouldlt not changethichoug 
Fer all the white ones Late has in its power.,— 
Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to excels, 
Yet thus receiving and returning bliſs, 
It, thus receiving and returning bliſs, 
It. this great mowent, in this golden now, 
Vi ken every trace of what, or when, or how, 
0.04.4 rom my foul by raping love be torn, 
Aud for on iweilng ſeas of rapture burur ; 
A melancl oly teer affiicts my ce, 
Ind 1y heart labours with a eden ſigh; 
l. radinꝶ fears repel my card joy, 
And ills forefern the preaent bliſs deſtecz. 
Poor as it 18, this braut; was ti. e Calle, 
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Tear with nrit „ gus ver ranitg lem reſe f 
\ Ol. 1 * * a 
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Bot with no owner Beauty long will ſtay, 

Upon the wings of lime borne fv- au y; 

Paſs but fome fleeting yew: d ſe oreyes 

(Where now without a tf lies 

No longer ſhall their little honours 1.vcp 

Shall enly be of uſe to red M : 

And on this ſorchead, wher r + b aid, 

he Loves delighted, and the Graces pl. 

Inſulting age will trace his cruct v1, 

And leaves ſad marks of his d-ftry1c:ive way. 
Mov'd by my charms, with them your love 

may ccaſe, 

And as the ſuel ſinks, the flame decreaſe: 

Or angry Heaven may quicker darts pi epare, 

And ſickneſe ſtrike what timca while would ſpare? 

"Chen will my ſwain his lewing vows renew , 

Then will lus throbbing heart ro mine beat true 3 

When my own face derers me from my glaſs, 

And Kneller only ſh:ws what Celia was? 
Fantaſtic Fame may ſound her wide alarms. 

Your country, as yuuthink, may want your arms; 

You may neglect or quench, or hate the flame, 

Whoſe ſmoke too long obſcur d your riſing name 

And quickly cold indifference will enſue, 

When y*u Love's joys through Honour's optic 

view, 

Then Celia's loudeſt prayer will prove too weak, 
To this abandon d brealt tv bring you back; 
When my loſt lover the tall ſhip aſcends, 

With muſic gay, and wet with jovial friends, 
J he tender accent of a woman's cry 
ill paſs unheard, will unregarded die 
hen the rough {camecn's louder ſhouts prevail, 
\\ hen fair occaſion ſhews the ſpringing gale, 
And Intercſt guides the heim, and Honour 
ſwell the fail. 
Some wretched lines, from this negle&ed 
hand, 
May find my hero on the foreign ſtrand, 1 
Verm wit! new fires, and picus d with new 
command: a 
While ſhe who wrote them, of all joy ber-it, 
To the rude centure of the world is lest; 
Her mangled fame in barbarorvs peſtimt loſt, 
The coxconib's novel, and the drumkard's toaſt. 
But ncarer care O pardon it ſupplics 
Sigks to my breait, anc lorrew er, my exes. 
Love, Love himſelf the 65) v friend 1 have) 
Nay fcorn histriumph. hat. „ hound his ave, 
That tyrant-god, that reli its conqueror, 
May quit his pleaſure, to aſſert his power ; 
Porſake the provinces that hlt ſe his ſway, 
Tc vanquiſh thoſe which will not yet obey. 
Another Nymph with fatal powr, may riſe, 
To damp the ſinking beam- of Celia's yrs; 
With haughty pride may hear her charms con- 
ſcit, 
And ſcorn the ardent vows th: I have VUleſe, 
You every night m:.y ſigh for 1: + -n vain, 
And rife cach morning to lot, - 1idain * 
.\ hile Celia's feftcit look may <4: ww vim, 
und her embraces want the pow. www no ; 
\i kite theſe foud arms, thus circling y .- 
prove 


may 


ore hkeuvy chains than thoſe of hopeleſs love, 
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Juſt Gods aN other things their lize produce; 
The vine ariics from her mother's jui e: 
V hen feeble plant: or tender flowers decay, 
They to their ſeed the ir images convey ; 
here the old wyrtic her good influence ſucds, 
Sprigs of like l-at cre their ſilial hea ls: 

And when the patent roſe decays and ics, 
With a reſembling face the douyhrer-buds ariſc. 
That product only which our pathons bear 
Eludes the planter es mil-rable care. 

While blooming Love afiures us golden fruit, 
Some mborn p. Kon taints he ſecret root : 
goon fall the flowers o. Joy, ſoon ſceds of H- 

tred ſhoc t. | 
Say, itgpherd, foy, are thife refleSions 
tru: ? 

Or was it but the woman's fear that drew 
Tl i+ .rncl ſcenc, nnjuſt to love and you ? 
Mu zu be oni and fur ever mire ? 
Shuli neither time ner age our ſouls dizzoin ? 
From this dear boſom ſh. 1 ne'rr be torn ? 
Or von: grow cold, rcſpedſul, and forſu orn ? 

A d ct yea nut for her you jove do more 
Than any youth for any nymph beſcre? 


; 


PROLOGUE. 


SPOKIN BY eb BUCKIHIURST, IN wasT Mix- 
STER=SCHOUL, 


AT A REPRESENTATION OF MR. DRYDEN'S CLE- 
OMENES, A1 CHEISTMAS, 10695 


ISH, lord. I wiſh this prologue was but 
Greck, 
Then young Cleor.idas wo: Id boldly ſpeak :: 
But can lord Buckhurſt in poor En; liin lay, 
Gentle ipectators, pray excule the pay? 
No. witneſs al: ye gods ancient of Greece, 
Rather than condeſcend d terms like theſe, 
I'd go to to ſchool fix hours on Chriftmas-day, 
Or ccouſtruc Perfiue while my comrades play. 
Such work by hircling actors ſhould be done, 
Who tremble when they ice a critic frown'; 
Poor ropues, that ſmart like fencers for their 
bread, 

And, if they are not wounded, are not fed. 
But, Sirs, our labour has more noble ends, 
We act our tragedy to ſee our friends: 
Our generous icencs are ſor pure love repeated, 
And il you are not plcas'd, at leaſt you're treated. 
The candles and the cluthes ouriclv.s we bought, 
Our toys negledted, and our balls forgot. 
Fo lcatn our parts, we leſt our midnight bed, 
Moſt of you mor'd whilſt Cleommnesread : 
Not that from this contefſhon we would ſue 
Praile undeſerv d; we know ourſelves and you: 
Rc ſolv'd to ſtand or periſh by our cauſe, 
We neither cenſure tear, no beg applauſe, | 
For theſe are Weſtmiuller and Sparta's laws. 
Yet, if we fee ſome judgment well inclin'd, 
To young deſczt, aud growing virtue Lind, 


N 


| 


The great 
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That critic by ten thonſand marks ſhoulda 
'T hat greateſt ſouls to goodneſs only bow ; 
And that your little hero does inherit 


Not Clevumencs' more than Dorſet's ſpirit, 
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AN ODF, FRESENTED TO THE KING, 


ON 11S WM JESTY'S ARRIVAL IN HOLLAND Ar- 
TFR YHE QUEEN $ DEATH, 1695. 


«« O,.; 55 * 5 Ly 
5 A d fader: ft ; nicer aut W008 


Tan cart cis! fr ecipe lugubres 


ce, Canius, Df Lelpoirene,"? 


I. 


T Mary's tomb {ſad ſacred place !) 
Ihe Virtues ſhall heir vigils keep: 
And every Xiuſe, and every Grace, 
In tol:mn flate fall 2 Weep. 
The future pious. mournſul fair, 
Oſt as the rolling years return, 
V. ith fragrant wreaths and flowing hair, 
Shall viſit her diſtinguiſh'd urn. 
For her the wiſc aad great ſhall mourn, 
V lien jate records her deeds repeat: 
Ages to come, and men unborn, 


Shall blcſs her name, and ſigh her fate - 


Fair Albion ſhall, with faithful truſt, 
Her holy qucen's ſad reliques guard, 
Till Heaven 2wakes the precious duſt, 
And gives the ſaint her full reward. 
V. 
But let the king diſmiſs his wocs, 
Reflecting on his ſair renown ; 
nd take the cypreſs from his brows, 
1 © put his wonted * on. 
If preſt by grief our monarch ſtoops, 
in vain the Lriciſh lions roar : : 
Iſ he whoſc hand ſuſtain'd them, droopy, 
The Belgic darts will wound no more. 
VII. 
Embattled princes wait the chief, 
Whoſe voice ſhould rule, whoſe arm ſhould 
lead ; 
And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief, 
Which hinders Europe being freed. 
VIII. 
example they demand 
Who ſtill to conqueſt led the way; 
Wiſhing him preſent to command, 
As they ſtand ready R obey. 


They ſeck that joy, which us'd to glow, 
Expanded on the Hero's face ; 

When the thick ſquadrons preſt the foe, 
And William led the giorivus chace. 
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X. 


To give the movruiny ntions joy, 
Reſtore them thy auſpiciou: Halit. 
Great ſun: with radiant beams dcoilrop 


Thoſe clouds, which Ecep thee frem cur ſight, 


XI. 
Let thy ſublime meridian courſe 
For Mary's letting rays atong. 
Our luftre, with recoubled force, 


Muit now procecd irom thee alone. 
XII. 


dec, pions king, with diffcrent rife 
Thy Qruggling Albion's buſom torn : 

So much ſhe tears for William's liſe, 
That Mary's fate ſhe darcs net nio urn. 


XIII. 8 


Her beauty, in thy ſoĩter halſ 
Bury d and loſt, ſhe ought to grieve; 
But let her ſtreugth in thee be ſalc ; 
And let her weep ; but let her live. 


XIV. 


Thou, guardian angel, fave the land 
From thy own grief, her fierceſt oe ; 
Leſt Britain, reſcucd by thy hand, 
Should bend and kink bencath thy woe. 
XV. 
Her former triumphs all are vain, 
Uuleſs new triumphs al! be lought, 


And hoary majeſty ſuſtain 
The battles which thy youth has fought. 


k XVI. 


Where now is all that fcarful love, 

Which made her hate the war's alarru? 
That ſoft exceſs, with which ſhe {trove 

Jo keep her hero in her arms ? 


XVII. 


While ſtill ſhe chid the coming, ſpring, 
Which call'd him o er his fubjec ſcas: 
While, for the ſafety of the king, 
She wiſh'd the victor's glory lcfs, 


XVIII. 
*Tis chang'd ; tis gone : ſad Pritain now 
Haſtens her lord to foreign wars: 
Happy, if toils may break his woe, 
Or danger may divert his cares. 
XIX. 
In martial din ſhe drowns her ſighs, 
Leit he the ring grief ſhould heuwr x 
She pulls her helmet o'cr her cye*, 
Leſt he ſhould {ic the falling tcar. 
XX. 
Go, mighty prince; let France be taught, 
How conſtant minds by grief arc try d; 
How great the land, that wept and fought, 
When William led, and Mary dy d. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


E dt. 


| 


| 


F erce in the bottle moke it known, 
nere Death with all his darts is een, 
That he can tovehk thy heart with none. 
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* 


But that which ruck the beautcous queen. 


XXII. 


Belgia indulg'd her open grief, 
MWlild yet her maſter was not near: 
With (ullen pit le refus'd telief, 
And lat obdurate in deſpair. 
As water» from her fluices, flow'd 
Unbounded for ow from her eyes: 


To earth her bended front ſhe bow d, 
And 1:vt her waihnps to. the ties. 


XXIV. 


But when her anxious lord return'd, 
Rais dis her head, her eye re dry'd; 

She inter, as V illiam ne'er had momtn d, 
dle looks, as Mary ne'er had dy'd. 

XXV. 

That freedom which all ſorrows claim, 
She does for thy cuntent raſigu: 

Her picty itieli would Lame, 
If her regrets ſhould weaken thinc. 

XXVI. 

To cure thy woe, ſhe ſhews thy ſame . 
Leſt thy great mourner ſhould forget 

That all the race, whence Orange came, 
Made Virtue triumph over Fatc. 

XXVII. 

V illiam his country's cauſe would fight, 
And with his bleed ker freedom feal 3 

Maurice and Henry guard that right, 
For which thcir pious parents fell. 

XXVII. 


How heroes riſe, how patriots ſet, 
"Thy tather's bloom and death may tell: 
Fxceliing others, theſe were great: 
Thou, greater ftill, muſt thele excel. 
XXIX. 
The laſt fair inftance thou muſt give, 
Whence Nafſſa.?; virtue cn be try'd ; 


Aud fhev: the world that thou can ſt livgy, 


lutrepid, as thy conſort dy d; 


XXX. 


Thy virtue, whoſe reſiſ:leſs force 
No dire event cauld ever fray, 
Nluſt carry on 45 deſtin d courte. 
Though death and envy top the War. 


XXXI. 


Fer Pritain's fake, for De gia's Nie; 
Picrc'd by their gtief, forget thy own ; 

New to, cudure, new corgttelt gwe, 
Aud bring them caſe, though the. hat now, 
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3 XXXII. 
quiſh again; th | XXX 
Whoſe garland _ = ve game, Beyond where IX. 
And rei wn'd the victor's hai : matter moves, or pl 
nd reign, though ſhe has left the th s haiz ; Receives its forms, thy h_— "ny 
ho made thy glory worth thy == _ Mary"s glory, angels tra 4 roll; 
r XXXIII. | The benny of her partace's foul. 
"air Britain nearer XL 
er yet before Wiſe F R . 
F 1 d to her king an uſeleſs | — Tn. which docs its heaven decree 
ond Belgia never did implort — Haſten crocs, when they yield their breath, | 
While M illiam turn d averſe his car | bs _— triumph. Half of thee | 
XXXIV ; — - | 
* — the weeping hero now Alone to thy MITT. ; | 
8 clentleſs to their wiſhes prove; Unbounded through — | | 
ould he recall, with pleaſing woe, BS «oy eee yn mariah 
The objeR of his grief and love 3 rA | 
3 ſuſtain'ſt the orb bclow. * 
H 1. . XXXV. of 
2 touland be auties bleſt — 
Ae mind with thouſand virtues ftor” d, f | 
MM with boundleſs joy confeſt IN IMITATION 
perſon only not ador d: We OF ANACREON, , 
: them cenſure: | 
Ver XXXVI. | The herd of ure : what care | ? ] 
ought his ſorrow to be checkt; Let the wrench critics | defy. 1 
Yet -ught his paſſion to abate ; : Regardleſs 7 es know, | write, ] 
If the great mourner would relle of their grace, or ſpite. 1 
Her glory in her death complete. | No, No : the fair, the gay, the l 
XXVII. r 0 
She was inſtructed to command All that they approve is ſweet 7 « 
Ar king, by long obeying thee : And all is ſenſe that they repeat, . 
Þ OED guided by thy hand, : Big . | 
reſerv'd the iſles, ard rul'd the ſea, v. d the warbling Nine retire; 
XXXV enus, ſtring thy fervant's Iyre : ; 
III. Love ſhall be my endleſs th 2 J 
But oh! ö Pleaſure ſhall triumph 1 8 
O' er cui th and waters bears thy f. Aud, when theſ ee : 1 
Amidſt the ſtars to fix his * May | praip at emp 1 ; 2 
name. | And lot th wty praiſe ; Þ 
| che nymph, to gain the bays ! Q 
—— — CO mm —_—_———_—_—_—— C 
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SUR LA rRISsT DE NAMUR, PAR LES AR an 
PAR M ROT, AN NTT INNT 1692 MES DU | ON THE TAKING OF N4AMUR v THE Kix 00 
DES ERITAIN, 1695. N 
a PREAUX. 55 * T 
hw eſt deſipete in loco. D 
— E docte & ſaint yvreſſe I. and II 
G Aujourd'hui me fait la loi 2 O ME folk . - 
- naſtes Nymphes du Pc Y Jy oO drunk, yet do not know it Et 
N rmeſſe So might : 
> taeda goes. ee ; App = ag v5 oa R 
CCOUrCeZ, trou | ſcav - T - 5 6 * ty Poet, 
Des ſons que 1 1 — 2 Virgin of $i. Cyr, you ſaw ? Ei 
C yre entante ; hy all this ſury ? 
cs arbres ſont rejoũis: x That = ury ? what's the matter, W 
ATlarquez en bien la cadence : Muſt dun i 1 muſt come from Thrace to dance? U 
3 vous, vents, ſaites ſilence . And 5 4 _—_ A —_— Sucre? 
Je vais parler de Louis. ; Why muſt — * 2 
I. $ all hold their tongue ? 
Dans ſes chanſons immortelle Was of 2 breath ſhould railc, ; — 
f — un aigle audacicux a Or put” 4 ave ſpoil'd the Poct's ſong, = 
2322 ctendant ſes 1 Pind away the Monarcli“ praile ? 4 
Ai. - loin des vulgaires yeux. "Whit _ __ —_— C 
* oe, tor boy bg dane 0: 
, Canis ardeur qui m'infpirc Wh © vulture Botleau dies, | De 
ere ſordid lutereſt thews tc prey s Ce 


Tu pens ſuivre mes tran;ports : 
Les chenes des monte dc Ihrace 
N ont rien oui, que uc“ eſlace 
La douccur de tes accords. 

III. 
Eſi- ce v pollon et Neptune, 
Qui ſur ces rocs ſourcall-ux 
Ont, compagnons de Fortune, 
Baſti ces murs orgueilleux ? 
De leur enceinte, ſameuſe 
La Sambre unic 2 la Mcule, 
Defend le fatal abord ; 
Et par cens bouches horribles 
L'atraintur ces monts terribles 
Vomit le fer, & la mort. 


IV. 


Dis mille vaillans \lcides 
Les vordant de toutes parts, 

D <clairs au Join hom. des 
Fort petiller leurs remparts ; 

Et dans fon fern infidecle 

Par toute k: terre y reccle 

In for: pret às Cluncer, 

Qui ſoudain percant jon gonſre, 
Ouvre un ſepulckre de ſuulre, 
A quiconque oe avancer, 


Wi | 
Namur. devant tes muraiiles 
Jadisla Grete £1 vingt ans 
Sans fruit ven 1-5 funstailles 
De ſes plus fiers com battans, 
Quelle eſſroyable puiſſance 
Aujourd hui pourtant sLavance. 
Pretc 3 ſoudroyer tes. ments ? 
Quel bruit, quel feu Verviturme? 
C'eſt Jupiter en poriorns ; 
Ou c cſt le vainqueur oc Mowsse 


VI. 


N'en doute point: c'eſt lui- meme, 
Tout brille en lui; tout eit row 
Dans Bruxclles Nailau blome 
Commence a trembler pour tot. 

En vain il voit lc Butivc, 
Deſormais docile cſclave, 

Range ſous ſe+ Cter darts: 

Ea vain au lion R \gique 

ll voit l' aigle Germongue 


Uni ſous les 1copards. 


Vit, 
Plein de la frayeur nouvelle, 
Dont es ſens font agit&s, 
A ſon ſecours il appc!lc 
Les peu; les Ies plus vantCs- 
Ceux-la viennent du rivagc, 
Ou s'enorgucillit le Lage 

Vor, qui roulecu ſecs caux : 

Ceux- cides champs, us la nr e 
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When once the Poet's honour ceaſes, 
From reaſon far his tranſporte rove - 
And Bailcan, for eight hundred pieces, 

Makes Louis take the wail of Jovc. 
II. 
Neptune and Sol came from above, 
Sap d like Mrgrigny and Vauban: 


—— 


Ot Marlh wood the wonlraus plan. 
Such wall-, theſe three wiſe yods agreed, 
By human force could ne'et bt haken: 
| But vou an Tim Homer read 
Of gods, a+ well as men, miſtaken. 
Sanibre and Mac: their waves may join; 
| But ne'er can William's force rettrain : 


— 


K- ;acmbirr this, aud arm the Seiuc. 
IV. 
Full fifreen thouſand luſty ſellows 
With lire ond ſword the fort maintain : 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us; 


Cannons above, and mines below, 

Did death and tombs for focs contrive 3 
| Yer matters have been order d fo, 
That mwft of ys ate Hill alive, 


L V. 
If Namur be compar'd to Troy; 
Then Britain“, boys cxcell'd the Greeks ; 
Their fiege did ten long rears employ ; 
We've dont cur buliact+ in tcu weeks. 
What gedhead dos fo vaſt advance, 


"Tis litcle Wil, the ſcourge of France; 
No gedhqad, but the firſt, of men. 
Bis mor ul arm exerts the power 
Jo keep e'en Mons's victor under: 
d that fume upper no more 


- VI. 
Our King thus tremliies at Namur; 
Wihnift Viieruy, who nc'er Afraid is, 
To Eruxclics marches on ſecure, 
% bomb the mouks, and ſcare the ladies 
| After this glorious expedition, 
| One battle makesthe Marthal great: 
He muſt perfor the King's commiſſion . 
% knows but Orange may retreat? 
Kings are allow to feign the gout, 
Or be prevai!'d with not to fight : 
And mighty Louis 10p'd, no doubt, 
| 1kat William would preſerve that righ! 
i VIL. 
I Frum Seine and Loire, to Rhoue and Po, 
| nec every mother s lon appear: 
In ſuch à caſe ne er blame « foe, 
If he betrays tome little fear, 
Hc comes, the mighty Villeroy comes; 
Finds a mall river in his way; 
So waves his colours, beats his drums, 


| And thinks zt prudcut there to ſtay. 


They arm'd their rocks; then ſhew'd vid Jove 


| He'll puls them both, who paſo d the Boyne: 


Yet out they march'd, like common men. 


With dreadful power, thoſe hills to gain? 


„ „„ 


- 


all fright ths wrd with impious thunder. 
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Des marais de la Norvege 
Neuf mois couvte les toſcaurx, 


VIII. 

Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumcaux eftraycs, 
Des ſroids torrens de Decembre 
IL.es champs par tout ſout no: CC. 
Ceres $'cnſuit, Eploree 
De voir en proye a à Borce 
Ses puerets 4 epics charges, 
Et ſous les urns fangeuſlcs 
Des Hyadcs orageuies 

Tour is ticlors lubmerges, 


IX, 
Deplovyez toutes vos rages, 
Princes, vents, peuples, frimats ; 
Ramaſſez tous vos nuages; 
Malgre vous Namur cu poudre 
S'n va tomber tous la ſoudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gurteda ſuperbe Eſpegnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezancon, Nole, 


Ypres, Maſtricht, & Cambray. 


X. 
es preſages Saccompliſtent; 
Il commence à chanceler :; 
Sous les coups qui retentiſſent 
Scs murs sen vont s'ecrouler. 
Mars en feu qui les domine. 
Souffle a grand bruit leur ruine, 
Et les bombes dans les airs 
Allant chercher le tonnere, 
Semblent tombant fur la terre, 
Vouloir s'vuviir les cnficrs. 


XI. 
Accourez, Naſſau, Bivierc, 
De ces murs unique cſpoir : 
A couvert d'une riviere 
Venez : vous pouvez tuut voir. 
Conſidercz ct> approches : 
Voyez gi imper ſur ces rochcs 
Ces athletes belliqucux ; 


Et dais les eaux, dans la flame, | 


Louis a tout donnant I'ame, 
Marcher, courir avec cux. 


* XII. 

Contemplez dans la tempète, 
Oui ſort du ces boulevar da, 

— I jo 
La piume qui ſur fa tete 
Attire tous les regards. 
A cet aſtre redoubtable 
Toujjour un fort ſavorable 
S'attache dans les combats z: 
Et toüjors vec la gloire 
Murs amcnant la vidtoire 


Vole, & le ſuit à grands pa? 


+ 
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The Gallic troops breathe blood and wars 
The Marſha: cares not to march {aſter , 
Poor Villeroy moves fo flowly here, 
We fancied all, it was his Maſter. 


? VIII. 


Will no kind flood, no friendly rain, 
Diſguiſe the Marſhal's plain diſgrace? 
Ko torrents ſwell the low \ chayne ? 
The world uA fay, he durſt not paſs, 
Why will no Hyades appear, — 
Dear Poet on the hanks of Sambre; 
Juſt as they did that mighty year, 
hen you turn'd June into December? 
The watcr-nymphs arc too unkind 
To Villeroy; are the land 1ymphs ſo? 
And Ay they all, at once combin'd 
To ane a Generel, and a Brau? 
XI. 
Truih, juſtice, ſcnſe. religion, fame, 
Nay join to finiſh William's ſtory : 
Nations ſet free may bleſs his name; 
And France in ſecret own his lory, 
But Yorcs, & aſt:icht, and Cambray, 
Bcſancon, Ghen , St. Omers, Liſle, 
Courtray, and Dole Ye critics, lay, 
How poor to this was Pindar's ſtyle? 
W:ti cke's and allo's tack thy ſtrain, 
Great bard ' and ſing the dcathleſs Prince, 
Mio Joſt Namur the ſame campaign 


He bought Dixmuyd, and piuncer'd Deyale, 
- 0 dy 


II hold ten ten pound my dream is out: 
I'd tell it you, but for the rattle 
Of thoſe confounded drums; no doubt 
You” bloody rogues intend à hattie. 
Dear me! a hundred thouſand French 
With terror fill the ncighbouriag field: 
Wh:le William carries on the trench, 
Ti] both the town and caſtle yield. 
Villeroy to Boufllers ſhould advance, 
Says l. ars, th ough cannon's mouths in fe 
71 ft, one Mareſchal of France 
Tells t'other, he can come uo nigher, 
XI. 
Repain the lines the ſhorteſt way, 
Villeroy; or to Verſailles take poſt ; 
For, having ſcen it, thou canſt ſay 
The tteps, by which Namur was Joſt. 
The ſmuke and fame may vex thy sight: 
Look not once back: but, a» thou g 
uicken the ſquadron: in their flight, 
Aud bid the devil take the ſloweſt. 
Think not what reaſon to produce, 
From Louis to conceal thy fear: 
Hc'll oven the ſtrength of thy excuſe; 
Toll him that William was but there. 
XII. 
Now let us look for Louis' feather, 
That us'd to ſhine ſo like a far : 
The Generals could not get together, 
Wanting that influerce, great in wats 
O Poet thou hadſt bern difcrceter, 
Hanging the monarch's hat ſo high, 
if thou havit dubb'd thy ſtar, a meteors 
That did but blaze, aud rave, and die. 
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2 XIII. 
Grands def enſevre el Etpagne, 
NMoutrez-vous : il en eſt tems: 
Cour ge; ers la Mahagre 
Toila vi drapeaux flottaus. 
Jams ſes ondes craintivzes 
N'ont vu lur leurs ſoibles ri ves 
Tant de guerriers vum aſler. 
Courea donc: Qui vous retarde ? 
Tout l'uni vers vous regarde. 
Noſcz vous la traverſer? 


XIV. 
Loin de fermer le paſſage 
A vos numbroeux bateaei.ons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Recuie ſes pavillons. 
Quoi ? leur ſeul aſpect vors glace? 
Ou ſpat ces chef+ p.eins Vandaccs 
Vl ſi prompts 4 marcher, 
Qui dev ent de Na Lamiſe, 
E: de la Drave lofimile, 
Julqu' 4 Paris nous chercher? 


XV. 
Cependant l' e ſſroĩ redouble 
Zur les renipart de Namur. 
Son gouverneur qui ſe trouble 
$'enjuit ſous fon dernier mur. 
Deja juſques a ſes ports 
Je voi monter nos cohorres, 
La flame & le fer en main : 
Et ſur les monceaux de piquee, 
De corps morts, de rocs, de biiques, 
S'ouvrir un large chemin. 


XVI. 
C' en eſt ſait. Je viens d entendre 
Sur ces rochers Eperdus 
Battre un ſignal pour ſe rendre; 
Le feu ceſſe. ls font rendus. 
Depouillez votre arrogance, 
Fiers ennemis de la France, 
Et deſormais gracicux, 
Allez à Liege, à Bruxelles, 
Porter les humbles nouvelles 
De Namur pris a vos yeux. 


Wa 
Wy 


XIII. 
To animate the doubtſul fight, 
Namur in vam expects that ray: 
In vain France hopes, the fickly light 
Should ſhin near William's fuller day 
It knows Verfailles,i:s prope, ſRtatioa ; 
Nor cares for any foreign ſphere : 
Where you ſce Boileau's conſtellation, 
Be ſure uo danger can be near. 


- 


XIV. 

The Trench had gather 'd all their ſorce 

And William met them in their way: 
Yet off they bruſh'd, both foot amthorle. 

What has fricud BayJeau left to ſay ? 
When his high Mule is bent upon't, 

To fing her king—that great commander, 
Or on the ſhores of Helleſpont, 

Or in the valleys near Scamander ; 
Would it not ſpuil his noble taſk, 

If any fooliſh Phryzian there is, 


 Impertinent enough to aſk, 


How far Namur may be from Paris ? 


XV. ; 

Two ſtanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and fire ; 
Leave them behind you, honeſt fricud ; 

And with your countrymen retire. 
Your ode is ſpoilt : Namur is freed ; 

For Dixmuyd ſomething yet is due : 
So good count Guiſcard may proceed; 


But BoulMers, Sir, one word with you. 


XVI. 
"Tis done. In fight of theſe commanders, 
Who neither fight, nor railc the ſiege, 


| The foes of France march ſaſe through Flan- 


ders; 

Divide to Bruxelles, or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Boufflers may new honours gain: 
He the fame play by land has ſhewn, 

As Tourville did upon the main. 
Yet is the Marſhal made a pecr : 

O William! may thy arms advance! 
That he may loſc Dinant next year, 

And ſo be conſtable of France. 


—  — — — 


AN ODE. 
I. 


HE merchant, to lecure his treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name: 
Euphelia ſerves to grace my meaſure ; 
But Cloe is my rca! flame. 


My ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre, 
Upon Euphelia s toilet lay; 
When Cloe noted her deſire, 
That 1 ſhould ſing, that 1 ſhould play. 


| 


TIT. 


My lrc I tune, my voice I raiſe, 

But with my numbers mix my {.ch« ; 
And, whilſt I ſing Euphclia's praiſe, 

I fix my ſoul on Cloc's eyes. ; 


IV. 


Fair Cloe bluſh'd: Euphelia frown'd : 
i ſung, and gaz d: I play'd, and trembicd ; 
Aud Venus: to the 1.oves around 


Bemark'd, how ill we alldiſſembled, 


| 
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PRESENTED TO THE. KING, 


AT mis ARRIVAL IN HOLLAND, AFTER THE 
UV15COVERY OF THE CON>PIKACY, 1696. 


« Scrus in cœlum redeas, diũque 
«+ Le&ts itterſis populo Quirini : 
Neve te noſtris vitiis iniqum 

« Ocyor aura 


« Tollat —“ Hon. ad Auguſtum. 


E careſul angels, whom eternal Fate 
Ordains, on earth and human acts to wait; 
And bid predeſtin'd empires rife and all: 
Your ſactred aid religious monarchs own, 
When firſt they merit, then aſccnd the throne ; 
But tyrants dread you, leſt your juſt decree 
Transfer the power, and ſet the people free. 
Sec reſcued Britain at your altars bow ; 
And hear her hymns your happy care. avow : 
That fill her axes and her rods ſupport 
The judge's frown, and grace the awful court ; 
"That law with all her p mpous terror ſtands, 
To wreſt the dagger from the traitor's hands; 
And rigid Juſlice reads the fatal word, 
Pojſcs the balance firſt, then draws the ſword. 
Britain her ſaſety to your guidance owns, 
That ſhe can ſeparate parricides from ſons ; 
That, impious age diſarm d, ſhe lives and reigns, 
Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. 
And thou, great miniſter, above the reſt 
Of guardian ſpirits, be thou for ever bleſt ; 
"Chou who of old waſt ſent to Iſrael's court, 
With ſecret aid great David's ſtrong ſupport, 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And ftrike the uſeleſs javelin to the wall. 
Thy later care o'er William's temples held, 
On Boyne's propitious banks, the heavenly 
ſhield ; 
When power divine did ſovcrcign right declare; 
Aud cannons mark'd whom they were bid to 
ſpare. 
Still, bleſſed angel, be thy care the ſame ! 
Be i illiam's life untouch'd as is his fame 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand : 
Save thou the King, as he has ſav'd the laud ! 
We angels forms in pious monarchs vicw z 
Ve reverence \\ 1'liam ; for he acts like you; 
Like you, commiſſion d to chaſtiſe and bleſs, 
He muſt avenge the world, and give it peace. 
Indulgert Fate our potent prayer receives; 
And ſtill Britannia ſmiles, and \\ ilham lives. 
Te hero dear to carth, by heaven belov'd, 
By troubles muſt be vex'd, by dangers prov'd: 
His foes muſt aid, to make his fame complcte, 
And fix his throne ſecure on their defeat. 
So, though with ſudden rage the tempeſt 
comes; 
Though the winds rear ; and though the water 
foams ; 
imperial Britain on the ſea looks down, 
Aud ſmiling fees her rebel- ſubjects frown. 
$rriking her cliff, tſtorm confi ms her power - 
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In vain they would advance, in vain retreat; 
Broken they daſh, and periſh at het feet, 
For illiam ſlill new wonders ſhall be ſhown; 

The powers, that reſcucd, ſhall preſcrve the 
throne. 

Safe on his darling Britain's joyful ſea, 

Bchold, the monarch ploughs his liquid way; 

His fleets in thunder through the world de- 
care, 


| \ hoſe empire they obey, whoſe arms they bear, 


Bleſs'd by aſpiring winds, he finds the ſtrand 


| Blacken'd with crowds; he ſecs the nation 


ſtand, 
Bleſſing his ſafety, proud of his command. 
lu various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great leader's praiſe ; by turns tity 
toll, 
And liſten, each with emulous glory fir'd, 
How * illiam conquer d, and how France re- 
tid ; 
How Belgia, freed, the kero's arm confeſs'd, 
But embled ſor the courage which the bleſt. 
O Louis, from this great example know, 
To be at once a hero and a for ; 
By ſounding trumpets, hear, 1d rattiing drums, 
V hen i ithiam to the ohen vergean:e comes; 
And fee the ſoldier plead thre munzrch's right, 
Heading his troops, aud for moſt in the light. 
Hence then, cloſe ambuſh and periidious war, 
Down to your native 1eats of aight repair, 
And thou, Pcliona, werp thy crue! pride 
Reſtrain d, behind the victor's chariot tied 


in brazen knots andeveriaſting chains 


(So Europe's peace, ſo \\ iliiam's fate ordains), 
\.. hile on the ivory chair, in happy late, 

He ſits, ſecure in mnoccnce, and great 

In regal clemency ; and views bct:cath 
Avericd darts of rage, and y :anticls arms ct 
— death. 
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THE SECRETARY. 


Written at the IIe. 1696. 
W HILE with labour afliduv::s due plcaſure 
| mix. 
And in one day atone for the buſiueſs of fir, 
In alittle Dutch chaiſc on a Saturday night, 
On my left hand my Horace, a Nymph on N 


ripht : 

No memoirs to compoſe, and no poſt-boy to 
more, 

That on Sunday may hinder the ſoſtucſs of 
love ; 


For her, neither viſits, nor parties at tea, 

Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee. 

This night and the next ſhall be hers, ſhall be 
mine, 

To good or ill-ſortune the third we reſign: 

Thus ſcorning the world and ſuperior to fate, 

drive on my car iu proceſſional tate. 

So with Phya through Athens Piſiſtratus rode: 

Men thought her Mincrva, and him 2 ne 

god, 
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ut why ſhould I ſtories of Athens rehearſe, | 
— — knew love, and were partial to 


verie ; 3 
Since none can with juſtice my pleaſures op- 


In pales half drowned in intereſt and proſe ? 

By Greece and paſt ages what need | be tried, 

When the Hague and the preſent are both on 
my ſide ' 

And is it enough ſor the joys of the day, | 

To think what Anacrcon or Sappho would ſay ? 

When good Vandergoes, and his provident 
Vrow, 

« aze on my triumph, do freely allow, 

8 all the province, you'll find no 

man dar is, 


So bleſt as the Engliſhen Heer Sccretar is. 


To CLOE WEEPING. 


EF, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Cloe, ſee, | 
The world in ſympathy with thee. 

The checrful birds no longer fing ; | 
Lach drops his head, and hangs his wing. | 
The clouds have bent their boſom lower, 
And ſhcd their ſorrows in a ſhower. | 
The brooks beyond the t limits flow ; 
And louder murmurs ſpeak their woe. 
The nymphs and ſwain3 adopt thy cares; 
They heave thy ſighs, aud weep thy tears. 
Fantaſtic nymph ! that grief ſhould move 
Thy heart obdurate agaiuſt love. 
Strange tears whoſ: power can ſoſten all, 


But that dear breaſt on which chey lall. 


TO MR. HOWARD. 
AN ODE. 
I. 
CAR Howard, from the ſoft aſſaults of 


love. 
Poets and Painters never are ſecure; | 
Can 1 untouch'd the f.ir-one's paſſions move, 
Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its power? 


IT. | 


| \ | 

To great Apelles when young Ammon brought 
The darling idol cf lis cn tive heart; 

And the pleas'd nyniph wit: kind attention ſat, 
To have her charm s recorded by his art: 


III. 


The amorous maſter own'd her t eyes; 
og» when he look'd, and trembled as be 
rew ; 
Each flowing line confirm'd his firſt ſurpriſe, 
And, as the piece advanc'd, the paihon grew. 
IV. 


While Philip's ſon, while Venus' ſon, was near, 
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| 


What differen; torture. doce A boſom 52d ! 


Sans I Vs 
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Great was the Rival, and the Gcd ſevere : 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durſt reveal. 
V. 
The prince, renown'd in bounty as in arms, 
With pity ſaw the ill-conceal'd diſtreſs ; 
Quitted his title to Campaſpe's cha ms, 
And gave the fair-one to the fricnd's embrace 
f VI. 


Thus the more beauteous Cloe ſat to thee, 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art 8 
But happy thou, ſrom Cupid's artow free, 


And —_ that picrc'd ; thy predeceſſor's 
I 
Had thy poor breaſt receiv'd an equal pain ; 
Had I been veſted with the — pamer; 


Thou muſt have figh'd, unlucky youth, in vain 5 
Nor from my bounty hadſt thou found a cure. 


VIII. 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 


would have ſooth'd the flame I could not heal; 
ew 55 the world; though I with-held the 


— — — 


LOVE DISARMED. 


ENEATH a myrtle's verdant ſhade 


As Cloc hal! afleep was laid, M 


Cupid perch'd lightly on her breaſt, 
And in that heaven deſir'd to reſt; 
Over her paps his wings he ſpread ; 
Between he found a downy bed, 


And neftled in his little head. — 


Sti.l lay the God : the nymph, ſurpris'd, 


vet a iſtreſs of herſelf, de vis'd 


How ſhe the vagrant might inthral, 
And captive him, who captives all. 

Her bodice half-way ſhe unlac'd; 
About his arms ſhe ſlily caſt 
The filken bond, and held him faſt, 

Ihe god awak'd ; and thrice in vain 
He ſtrove to break the cruel chain; 
And thrice in vain he ſhook his wing, 
lucumber d in the ſilken ſtring. 

Fluttering the God, and weeping, ſaid, 


| Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 


Who happen d, being blind, to ſtray, 
And on thy boſom loſt his way ; 

Who ftray'd, alas! but knew teo well, 
He never there muſt hope to dwell ; 

Set an unbappy priſoncr ircc, 


| Who nc'er intended harm to thee. 


To me pertains not. ſhe replies, 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What are his haunts, or Which his way; 
Where he would dwell, or whither ſtray: 
XR s 
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Yet will I never ſet thee free; 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 
Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart ! 
I' give thee up my bow and dart; 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 
Aud freely let me fly again. 
Agre-d : ſecure my virgin heart: 
Inftant give up thy bow ud dart: 
"The chain Il in return untie; 
And freely thou again ſhalt fly. 
I hus ſke the captive did deliver; 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The God Ciſarm'd, e er ſince that day, 
Paſſes his life in harmlels play; 
Flies round, or fits upon her breaſt, 
A little, fluttering, idie gueſt. 
E'er ſiuce that day, the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid's ſtead ; 
Directs his arrow as ſhe will ; 


Gives grief, or pleaſure ; ſpares, or kills. 


CLOE HUNTING. 


EHIND her neck her comely treſſes tied, 
Her ivory quiver graceful by her ſide, 
hunting Cloe went: ſhe loſt her way, 


In ready money, all the tore 

Pick'd up long fince from Danie's ſhower g 
A ſnuff-box, ſet with bleeding hearts, 
Rubies, all pierc'd with diamond darts; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood 
(The tree in Ida's foreſt ſtood) ; 

His bowl pure gold, the very ſame 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
Two table-books in ſhagreen covers, 
Fill'd with good verſe from real lovers; 
Merc iſc rare! a billet-doux, 


Its matter paſlionate, yet true ; 


Heaps of hair-rings, and cypher'd ſeals z 
Rich trifles ; ſerious bagatelles. 

What ſad diſorders play begets ! 
Deſperate and mad, at length he ſets 
Thoſe darts, whoſe points muke gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his power; 
Thoſe darts. whence all our joy and pain 
Ariſe : thoſe darts—Come, ſeven's the main, 
Cries Ganymede 3; the uſual trick; 

Seven, flur a fix ; eleven; a nick. 

Ill news faſt ; twas quickly known 
That ſim 8 Cupid was undone. 
5wifter than lightning Venus flew ; 

Too late ſhe found the thing too true. 
Gueſs cow the goddeſs grects her ſon ; 
Come hither, firrah ; no, 3 


And through the woods uncertain chanc'd te And, hark ye, is it ſo indeed ? 


y. 
Apollo, paſſing by, bcheld the maid ; 
And, fiſter dear, bright Cynthia, turn, he ſaid 
The }:unted Hind lies cloſe in yonder brake. 
Loud Cupid laugh'd, to ſee the God's miſtake; 


A comrade you for Ganymede ? 
An imp as wicked, for his age, 


: | As any earthly lady's page; 


A ſcandal and a ſcourge to Troy ; 
A prince's ſon ; a black-guard boy g 


And, lavghing, cricd, Learn better, great dis | A ſharper, that with box and dice 


vine, 
To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 
Rightly advis'd far hence thy ſiſter ſeek, 
Or on Meandcr's bank, or Latmus' peak. 
But in this nymph, my ſriend, my fiſtcr know: 
She draws my arrows, and ſhe bends my bow ; 


Draws in young deities to vice, 

Ali Heaven is by the ears together, 

Since firſt that little rogue came hither ; 
June herſelf has had no peace ; 

And truly I've been favour'd leſs ; 

For Jove, as Fame reports but Fan:e 


Fair Thames ſhe haunts, and every neighbouring | Says things not fit for nte to name), 


rove, 

Sacred to ſoft receſs, and gentle love. 

Go, with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed ſpear 
At the rough boar, or chaſe the flying deer ; 

I and my Cloe take a vobler aim; 


Has acted ili for ſuch a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 
And thou, unhappy child, ſhe ſaid, 
(Her anger by her grief allay'd) 
Unhappy child, who thus haſt loſt 


At human hearts we fling, nor ever miſ. the All the eſtate we e'cr could boaſt ; 


ams. 


CUPID Z GANYMEDE. 


N Heaven, one holy-day, you read 
In wiſe Anacreon, Ganymede 

Drew heedleſs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to paſs an hour. or fo. 
The little Irojan, by the way, 
By Hermcs taught, play'd all the play. 

The god uuhappily engey'd, 
By nature raſh, by play enrag'd, 
Gon plain'd, and figh'd, and cried and fretted 
Lof: every carthly thing he betted ; 


Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 
Thy name deſpis'd, thy weakneſs known ? 
Nor ſhall thy ſhrine on carth he crown's ; 
Nor ſhall thy power in heaven be own'd ; 
When thou nor man nor god carſt wound. 
Obedient Cupid kneeling cried, 
Ceaſe, dcareſt mother, ceaſe to chi de: 
Gany's a cheat, and I'm a bubble : 
Yet why this great exceſs of trouble? 
1 he dice were falſe ; the darts are gone: 
Yet how are you, or I, undone ? 
he loſs of theſe 1 can ſupply 
With keener ſhaſts from Cloe's eye: 
Fear nut we c cr can be diſgrac'd 
While that bright magazine ſhall laſt : 
Your crowdcd alzurs fill ſhall ſmeke; 
| | Aud man your ſricudly aid invoke ; 
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Jove ſhall again revere your power, 
And riſc a ſwan, or fall a ſhower, 


CUPID MISTAKEN. 
I. 


8 after noon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river ; 
Cupid a-ſhooting went that way, 
New frung his bow, new fill d his quirer. 
= | 


With ſkill he choſe his ſharpeſt dare, 
V ith all his might his bow he drew ; 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too-well guided arrow flew. 


III. 


I faint! Ide! the goddeſs cried ; 
O cruel, could'ſt thou find none other, 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou haſt flain thy mother. 
IV. 
Poor Cupid ſobbing ſcarce could ſperk ; 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye ; 
Alas! how caſy my miſtake ! 
+ I took you for your likeneſs Cloe. 


VENUS MISTAKEN. 


EN Cloe's picture was to Venus ſhow, 
Surpris'd, the goddeſs took it ior her 
own. | 2 
And what, ſaid ſhe, does this bold painter mean? 
Vi hen was 1 bathing thus, and naked ſeen ? 

Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his mother 's 


ide; 


And who's blind now, Mamma ? the urchin 


cried. | 
"Tis Cloe's eyc, and check, and lip, and breaſt 
Friend Howard's genius fancicd all che reſt, 
— 
A SONG. 
F wine and muſic have the power 
To eaſe the ſickneſs of the ſou! ; 
Let Phœbus every ſtring explore, 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 
Let them their ſri:ndly aid employ, 
To make my Cloe's abſence light ; 


And ſeek for pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The ſorrows of this live- long night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return : 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great; 
Thy myrtles ſtrow, thy odours burn ; 
And mcet thy favourite nymph in ſtate. 
Kind goddeſs, t no other powers 
Let us to-morrow's bleſſings own ; 
Thy darling loves ſhall guide the hours ; 
Aud all the day be thine alone. 


, 


| 
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THE DOVE. 
« —» Tantzne animis cœleſtibus irz ? Vina. 
I. 


N Vi'gil's ſacred verſe we find, 
That paſſion can deprets or raiſe 
The heavenly, as the human mind ; 
Who dare devy what Virgil ſays ? 


II. 


Nut, if they ſnould, what our great maſet 
Has thus laid down my tale ſhall prove: 
Fair Venus wept the ſad diſaſter 
Of having loſt her favourite Dove. 


= III. 


In complaiſance poor Cupid mourn'd ; 
His grief reliev'd his mother's pain; 
He vow'd he'd leave no ſtone unturn'd, 

But ſhe ſhould have her Deve again. 


IV. 
Thouph none, ſaid he, ſhall yet be nam'd, 
I know the felon well enoi gh; | 
But be ſhe not, Mamma, condenn'd 
Without a fair and legal provi. 
V. 
With that his longeſt dart he took, 
As conſtable would take his ſtaff: 
That gods deſire like men to look. 
Would make ev'n Heraclitus laugh. 


VI. 


Love's ſubalterns, a duteous band, 
Like watchmen, round their chief appear: 
Each had his lantern in his hand ; 
And Venus maſk'd brought up the rear. 
VII. 
Accoutred thus, their eager ſtep 
To Cloe's lodging they directed: 
(Ar once 1 write, alas! and weep, 
That Cloc is of theft ſuſpeaed). 
| VIII. 


Late they ſet out, had far to go: 
St. Dui ſtan's as they paſs'd ſtruck one, 
Cloe, for rcaſons good, you know, | 
Lives at the ſober end o' th town. 
IX. 
With one great peal they rap the door, 
Like ſootmcn on a viſiting-day. 
Folks at ber houſe at ſuch an hour! 
Lord ! what will all the neighbours ſay ? 
X. 
The door is open: up they run: 
Nor prayers. nor threats, divert their ſpecd: 
Thieves! thieves | cries Sulan; were ungone ; 
They'll kill my miſtreſs in her bed. 
XI. 
In hed indued the nywph had been 
"I'hrce hours: for, all hiſtorians ſay, 
She commonly went up at ten, 
Uuleſs piquet was in tht Wi, 
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| XII. 
She wak d, be ſure, with ſtrange ſurpriſa: 
O Cupid, is this right or law, 
Thus to diſturb the brighteſ eyes, 
That ever ſlept, or ever ſav; ? 


XIII. 
Have you obſerv'd a fitting hare, 
Liſtening, and ſearſul of the ſtorm 
Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear, 
Aſraid to keep, or leave her form ? 
XIV · 
Or have you mark d a partridge quake 
Viewing the towering falcon nigh ? 
She cuddles low behind the brake: 
Nor would ſhe ſtay ; nor dares ſhe fly. 


XV. 
Then have you ſeen the beauteous maid ; 
When gazing on her midnight foes, 
She turn'd each way her frighted head, 
Then ſunk it deep bencath the clothes. 


XVI. 
Venus this while was in the chamber 
Incognito : ſor Suſan ſaid, 
It ſmelt ſo ſtrong of myrrh and amber— 
And Suſan is no lying maid. 
XVII. 
But, ſince we have no preſent need 
Of Venus for an epiſode : 
With Cupid let us e en proceed; 
And thus to Cloe ſpoſ e the god: 
XVIII. 
Hold up your head: hold up your hand: 
Would it were not my lot to ſhew ye 
This cruel writ, wherein you ſtand 
Indicted by the name of Cloe 
XIX. 
For that, by ſecret malice ſtirr'd, 
Or by an emulous pride invited. 
You have purloin'd th favourite bird, 
In which my mother moſt delighted. 
XX. 
Her bluſhing face the lovely maid 
Rais'd juſt above the milk-white ſheet ; 
A roſe-tree in a lily bed 
Nor glows ſo red, nor breathes ſo ſweet. 
XXI. 
Are you not he whem virgins fear, 
And widows court? is not your name 
Cupid ? If.ſo, pray come not near— 
Fair maiden, I'm the very ſame. 
XXII. 
Then what have I, good fir, to ſay, 
Or do with her you call your mother? 
If 1 ſhould meet her in my way, 
We hardly court'fy to each other. 
XXIII. 


Diana chaſte, and Hebe ſweet, 
Witneſs that what I ſpeak is true: 
would not give my Paroquet 
For all the Doves that ever flew. 


| XXIV. 
Yet, to compoſe this midnight noiſe, 
Go freely ſearch here- e er you pleaſe 
(The rage that rais'd, adorn'd her voice) 
Upon yon toilet lie my keys. 
XXV. 
* 12 takes; her doors unlocks; 
rough wardrobe and through c loſet bounces 
Peeps into every cheſt and — 
Turns all her furbeloes and flounces, 
XXVI. 
But Dove, depend on't, finds he none 
So to the bed returns again : | 
And now the maiden, bolder grown, 
Begins to treat him with diſdain. 
XXVIL 
I marvel much, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 
Your poultry cannot yet be found; 
Lies he in yonder ſlipper dead? 
Or, may be, in the tea- pot drown'd ? 
| XXVIII. . 
No, traitor, Love replies, 
He's hid ſomewhere about your breaſt; 


| A place nor god nor man denies, 


For Venus' Dove the proper neſt. 


| XXIX. 


Search, then, ſhe ſaid, put in your hand, 
And Cynthia, dear protectreſa, guard me: 
As guilty I, or free, may ſtand, 
Do thou or puniſh or reward me. 
| XXX. 
But ah! what maid to Love can truſt ! 
| He ſcorus aud breaks, all legal power: 


| Into her breaſt his hand he thruſt ; 


And in a moment forc'd it lower. 


XXXI. 
O, whither do thoſe fingers rove, 
Cries Cloe, treacherovs urchin, whither ? 
O Venus! I ſhall find thy Dove, 
Says he; for ſure I touch his feather. 


A LOVER'S ANGER. 
| A Cloe came into the room t* other day, 
Lage or ack where ſo long could you 
ay ? 


In your life-time you never regarded your hour; 

You 1 two; and (pray look, child) tis 
our. 

A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels; 

"Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and ſeals. 

A temper fo heedleſs ne mortal can bear 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 

Lord bleſs me ! ſaid the ; let a body but ſpeak ! 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fallen into my neck: 
It has hurt me, und vext me to ſuch a degree 
See here! for you never believe me; pray ſee, 


made 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 
That ſeat of delight 1 with wonder ſurvey'd, 


And forgot every word I d«fign'd to have faid. 


On the left fide my breaſt, what a mark it has 


— 
am 


* rr r rr — al _ ww” 


Rlon's 


MERCURY ax CUPID. | 


* ſulſen humour one day Jove 
Sent Hermes down to Idas grove, 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 

i« ſtore of darts, his total quiver ; 

That Hermes ſhould the weapons break, 
Or throw them into Lethe's lake. 

Herines, you know, muſt do his errand : 
Re found his man, prodauc'd his warrant ; 
Cupid ! your dir: —this very hour— 
There's no contending againſt power ! 

Ho ſullen Jupiter. juſt now, 

I think 11aid ; and you I allow 
That Cupid was 25 bad as he : 
H-ar but the youngſter's rapartee. 

Came, kinſ nan laid the little pod), 
Pat if vour wings, lay by your rod; 
Retire with me to vonder hower, 

And reſt yourſ:'! for half an hour: 
'Tis far indeed from hence to Haven; 
But you fly laſt: and "tis but ren. 
W. U talks one cooling cup of n-Aar; 
And drink to this celcſtial reQor. 

He hre * ray darts or hurt my power 2 

He, Leda lwaen, aud Dand's ſhower! 

Go, bid him his wiſe tongue rell rain, 

An1 mind his thunder, and his rain.— 

My dar's ! © certainiy Lil give 'em + | 
From Cloc's cye+ h ſhall receive em. 
There's one, the beſt in all my quiver, 
Twang ! through his very heart and liver; 
He then ſhall pine, and figh, aud rave: 
Good Lord! what buſtle ſhall we have! 
Neptune mult ſtraight be ſent to ſca, 

And Flora ſummou'd twice a day: 

One muſt find ſhells, and t* other lowers, 
For cooling grots, and fragrant bowers, 
That Cioe may be ſerv'd in ſtate, 

The Hours muſt at her toiler wait: 
Whil& all the reaſoning fools below | 
Wonder their watches go too flow 
lybs muſt fly ſouth, and Eurus exRt, 
For je wels for her hair and breaxft. 

No matter, though their crucl haſte 
Sink cities, and lay foreſts walte. 

No matter, though this flcet be loſt ; 
Or that lie wind-bound on the cnaſt. 
What whiſpering in my mother's car! 
What care. that Juno ſhould not hear! 
What work among vou ſcholar gods 
Phabus muſt write him amorous ods. 
And thou, poor couſin, muſt compoie 
His letters in ſubmiſſive proſe : 

Wialit hanghty Cloe, to ſuſtain 

The honour of my myſtic reign, 

Shall all his gifts and vows Giſtain, 
And lauch at your old buily's patu. | 

Dear couz, ſuid Hermes in a ſricht, | 
For Heaven's ſake ! keep your darts: gool n'gitt. 


on BEAUTY. _- 


A KID D. E. 
ESOL VE me, Cloc, what is this: 
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"Tis the firſt offspring of the Graces + 
Bears ferent forms in different pluce ; 
Acknowledg'd five, where'er beheld ; 
Vet fancy'd finer, when conceal'd. 
was, lora's wealth, and Circe's charm 
Pandora's hox of go and harm: 
Was Mars's wiſh, Endymion's dream 
Anelics' draught and Ovid's theme. 
Chis guided Theſens through the maze; 
And ſent him home witk life and praiſ* 2 
But this undid the Phrypian boy; 
And blew the flames that ruin'd Troy. 
his thew d great kindaeſs to old Greece, 
And he'p d rich Jaſon to the fleece. 
This through the Faft juſt vengeance hurb'd, 
nd lofr poor Anthony the wor!'d. 
Inſur'd, though Lurrece found ker doom, 
Tins baniſh'd tyranny from Rome, 
Appeas'd, thou h Lais gain'd her hire ; 
Fhis ſet Perſepolis on fire. 

For this * lcides l-arn'd to ſpin : 
| is club laid Jown, and lion's Kin. 

For tins Ap o deign'd ro kom, 

\ ith ſervile car, a mortal « ſheep. 
For this the father of the Gods, 

ontent to leave his high abo41-s, 
In borrow d fiznres looſely ran, 
Furopi's hull and Leds ſwan : 
For this he reuſſumes the nod 
| Whi'e Semele commands the 601: 
Launches the bolt, and ſhakes the pil; 
Though Momus laughs, and Juno ſcold«. 

H-re liſtening Cloe ſmi.'d, and ſaid ; 

| Your rivule is not hard to read. 
1 pucls it —Fai-one, if you do, 
N-e4 l, alas! the theme purſue ? 
Foi this, thou ſceſt, for this 1 I-2ve 
hate er this world thinks wiſe or grave, 
| Ambition, bufinzls, fri-n 'ſhip, nes, 
ty uſeful books, and ſerious Rluſe. 
For this, I willingly decline - 
Tie mirth of feaſts, and joys of wine; 
And chooſe to fit and talk with thee 
(A thy great orders may decree) 
Of cocks and bulls ant fines and fiddies, 
Ot idle tales and foolith riddles. 


THE QUESTION. 
TO LISETTA. 


IN HAT Nymph ſho::id I admire, or truſt, 
/ Bat Cloe bemntrons, Cloc jut? 
Wiut Nymph ſhould I defire th fee, 

But u r who leave the plain for m- ? 
e whom ſhould ! comyaſe the lay, 
But her who Jiſters when | pizy ? 

ho whom in ſong repeat my cat, 
But her who in my ſorrow ſfrarcs ? 
For whom ould the garland wake, 
But her who joys the gift to take, 
And bouſts ſhe wears it for my ſabe ? 


> Or {orfeit me one precious Kiſs. 


In love am not fully blies 7 
Liſetta, pr*ythee tell the ret. 


-— oe 7 ow ecw bat 


—— Do _ 


— _— 
_— 
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LISETTA'S REPLY. 


URE Cloe juſt, and Cloe fair, 

Deſerves to be your only care : 
But, when you and ſhe to-day 
Far into the wood did ſtray, 
And 1 happen'd to paſs by ; 
Which way did you caſt your eye? 
But, when your cares to her you fivg, 
Yet dare nut tell her whence they ſprivg 3 
Does it not more afflict your heart, 
That in thoſe cares ſhe bears a part? 
When you the flowers for Cloe twine, 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meaneſt lud that falls from mine? 
Sirypleſt of ſwains ! the world may ſee, 
Whom Cloe loves, and who loves me. 


——— ¶d— —ũ— l. 


THE OARIL ANN P. 
I. 


HT. pride of every grove I choſe, 
4 Ihe wolet ſweet and lily fair. 


dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 


At morn the nymph vouchſaf'd to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 
The flowers leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſceut leſs fragrant than her breath. 
The flowers ſhe wore along the Cay : 
And every nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 
That in her hair they look'd more gay 
Than glowing in * native bed. 
V. 
VUndreſt at evening, when ſhe found 
Their odours loft, their colours paſt ; 
She chang d her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt, 


V. 
That eye dropt ſenſe diſtin& and clear, 
As any Muſc's tongue could ſpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling, down her beauteous check. 


VI. 
Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, ſaid I, explain 
This change of humour: pr*ythee tell: 
That falling tear what does it mean? 


— 


VII. 
She ſigh'd; ſhe ſmil'd: and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lovely Moraliſt ſaid ; 
See, friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 
Zee yonder, what a change is made, 


VIII. 

Ah mc! the blooming pride of May, 
And that oſ Beauty, are but one: 

At morn both flouriſh bright and gay; 
Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 


— 
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IX. 
At dawn poor Stella danc d and ſung: 
The amorous youth around her bow d: 
At night her fatal knell was rung; | 
I ſaw, and kiſs d her in her ſhroud. 


Such as ſhe is, who died to-day ; 


Such I, alas! may be to-morrow ; 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 
The juſtice of thy Cloe's ſorrow. 


— ————p. —— ſ— 


THE LADY WHO OFFERS HER LOOK; 
ING-GLASS TO VENUS. f 


TAKEN FROM AN ETICRAM OF PLATO, 


v take my votive glaſs; 
Since I am not what 1 was; 
What from this day 1 ſhall be, 
Venus, let me never ſee. 2 


—— ͤ— 
CLOE JE ALOU 6 
J. 


OR BER to aſk me, why I weep; 
Vext Cloe to her ſhepherd ſaid; 
'Tis for my two poor ſtraggling ſheep, 
Perhaps, or for niy — Sead. 


For mind I what you late have writ? 


- Yobur ſubtle queſtions and replies? 


Emblems, to teach a ſemale wit 
The ways, where changing Cupid flies . 
Your riddle purpos d to rehearſe 
The general power that beauty has : 
But why did no peculiar verſe / 
Deſcribe one charm of Cloe's face ? 
| | IV. 
The glaſs, which was at Venus' ſhrine, 
With ſuch myſterious ſorrow laid : 
The gar!and (and you call it mine) 
Which thew'd how youth and beauty fade: 


Ten thouſand trifle- light as theſe 
Nor can my rage, nor anger, mo ve: 
She ſhould be humble, & ho would pleaſe; 
And ſhe muſt ſuffer, who can love. 5 
. 
When in my glaſs I chanc'd to look ; 
Of Venus what did | implore ? 
That every grace, which thence I took, 
Should know to charm my Damon morc. 
VII. 
Reading thy verſe; who heeds, ſaid 1, 
If here or there his glances flew ? 
O, free for ever be his eye, 
Whoſe heart to me is always true ! 


| 


5 
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VIII. 

My bloom indeed, my littl: flower 
Of beauty quickly loſt its pride: 
For, ſever'd ſrom its native bower, 

It on thy glowing _ dy'd. 


yet car'd I not what might preſage 
Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth; 
Love leſteem d more ſtrong than Age, 
And Tane leſs A; i than Truth, 


Why then I weep, forbear to know: 
Fall uncontroli'd, my tcars, and ſree; 
O Damon ! tis the only woe, 
| ever yet conceal'd from thee. 
XI. 
The ſecret wound with which I bleed 
Shall li: wrapt up, ev'n in my hearſe ; 
But on my tomb-ſtone thou ſhalt read 
My anſwer to thy dubious verſe. 


— — —— K—— — 


ANSWER TO CLOE JEALOUS 


IN THE SAME STYLE; TUE AUTHOR Sick. 


I. 
8, faireſt proof of beauty 's power, 
Dear idol of my panting heart, 
Nature points this my fatal hour: 
And I have liv'd; _ we muſt part. 


While now 1 take my laſt adieu, 
Heave thou no ſigh, nor ſhed a tear ; 
Leſt yet my half-clos'd eye may view 
On carth an object ** its care. 
* 
From Jealouſy's tormenting ſtrife 
For ever be thy boſom freed ; 
That nothing may diſturb thy life, 
Content l haſten to the dead. 
IV. 
Yet when ſome better - fated youth, 


Shall with his amorous parley move thee ; 
Reflect one moment on his truth 


Who, dying thus, perſiſts to love thee. 
— 


A BETTER ANSWER. 
I. 


face! 
y check all on fire, and thy hair all uncurl'd: 


* Cloe. how blubber'd is that pretty 


Pr'ythee quit this caprice; (and as old Falſtaff 


lays) 


Let us ev'n talk a little like folks of this world. 


II. 


Now oa thou preſume, thou haſt leave to de- 
of 
The beauties, which Venus but lent to thy 


kcepiug ? 


| 


Thoſe looks were deſigu'd to inſpire love and 


): 
More er eyes may ſerve people for 
ono: oi 


To be vext at a trifle or two that I writ, 
Your judæment at once, and my paſſion, you 


wrong : 
You take that for fact, which will ſcarce be 
foun4 wit : 
Od s- Life mult one ſwear to the truth of a ſong. 
IV. 
What 1 ſpeak, m air Cioe, and what I write 
ſhows 


The difference there is betwixt nature and art: 
I court others in verſe ; but I love thee in proſe : 
And they have my whanſics, but thou halt my 


V 
The God of us verſe- men (you know, child) the 


Sun, 
How after his journeys he ſets up his reſt : 
If at morning o'er earth tis hi: fancy to run; 
At night ge reclines —_ Tnetis s breaſt. 
8 
To when I am weary'd with wandering all day, 
To thee my delight in the evening 1 come: 
No matter what brauties 1 ſaw in my way; 


They were but my viſits, but thou art my home. 
V 


Then fin ſn dear Cloe. this paſtoral war; 
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree: 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 

As he was a post ſublimer than me, 


PALLAS ax» VENUS, 


AN EPIGRAM. 


f how Trojan Swain had judg'd the great diſ- 
ute, : 
And "VEIN. + power obtain'd the golden fruit; 
When Venus, looſe in all her naked charms, 
Met Jove's great daughter clad in ſhining arms. 
The wanton goddeſs view'd the warlike maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly ſhe ſaid : 
Yield. ſiſter; rival, yield: naked, you ſce, 
I vanquiſh : gueſs how potent I ſhould be, 
Iſ to tneficld I came in armour dreſt; 
Dreadful, x then, my ſhield, and terrible my 
creſt ! 
The warrior goddeſs with diſdain reply'd : 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advile, 
And Venus (if *tis poſſible) be wiſe. 
Thou, to be ſtrong, muſt put off every dreſs . 
1hy only armour is thy nakedneſs ; | 
And more than once (or thou art much bely'd) 
By Mars himſeif that armour has hecn tried. 


FRE — — — - 
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10 4 YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN LOVE. 


A TALF., 


ROM public noiſe and fact ĩous ſtriſe, 
From ail the bvly ills of life, 
Take me, my Ccli«, to thy breatt ; 
And lull my wearire Joul to r: ſt, 
For ever, in this humble ce! 
Let ther and 1, my fair one. dwell ; 
None enter elſe, but Love—and he 
Shall Lar the Cour. and keep the Ley. 
To parted roofs aud ſhiuing tpucs 
(Uncaly feats of high deſtres 
Let the unthiuking many crowd, 
That dure be cov. rou- anc proud: 
In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter happ nef: ſor ſtate. 
Eut 6h ! my Celia, when thy Iwain 
Veſires to fre a court agoin, 
Muy Heaven around this deftin'd head 
The ctoiccſt of its curics ſhed | 
Jm up all ric rage of fate { 


In the two things 1 dread an! hate, 
Muy it thou be 1uife, and I be great ! 
1 hus, on kis Celia's penting brraſt, 
Fend Celadon his foul expreft ; 
While with delight the luvely maid 
Recciv'd the vows ſhe thus repaid : 
Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 
Blcit muracle of love and truth; 
All that could e'er be counted mine, 
My love and life, long ſiuct are thine ; 
A real joy | never knew. 
Till I bcliev'd thy peſſion true: 
A real pricf | ne'er can find, 
Till thou prov'ſt perjur d, or unkind. 
Contempt and poverty, and care, 
All we abhor, and all we fear, : 
Bleſt with thy preſence, 1 can bcar. 
Through waters and through flames I'll go, 
Suffercr and lutace of thy woe: 
Trace me ſome yet unheard-of way, 
That 1 thy ardour may repay ; 
And make my conſtant paſſion known 
By more than woman yet has done. 
Had la wiſh that did not bcar 
The ſtamp and image of my dear; 
I'd picrce my heart through cvery vein, 
And die, to let it out again. 
No : Venus ſhall my witneſs be 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me), 
hat for one hour 1 would not quit 
My ſhepherd's arms, and this retreat, 
To be the Perſian Manarch's bride, 
Partner of all his power and pride ; 
Or rule in regal ſtate above, 
Mother of Gods, and wile of Jove. 
O happy theſe of human race!“ 
But ſoon, alas our plcaſures paſs. 
He thenk'd her on his bended knee; 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea; 
And, Icaving her ador'd enibrace, 
Ilaſten'd to court, to beg a place. 
While ſhe, his abſence to bemoan, 
"Che very moment be was gone, 


Calld Thyrſs from beneath the bed 
Where all d. is time he had becen hid, 


MORAL. 


\ J HILL men have theſe ambitious fancies 
Ad wauton wenches read romances ; 
Uur ſex wik— What f Out withit, Lye; 
Au theirs n cqual {trains reply. 
| he moral of he tale 1 fing 
(A puly ivr a we. dig ring) 
In this ſhort ver: will be confin'd: 
Love is a jcli, and vews are wind, 


AN ENGLISH PADLOCK. 


A 4 18S Dana®, when fair and young, 
/ ; * - 
(as Horace has divine y fung, 
Could nut be kept from Jove's embrace 
y doors of Reel, and walls of brats. 
The reuioa of the thing is clear, 
Would jure the naked truth aver. 
Cupid was with Lim of the party; 

And ſhew'd himiclf fincere and hearty ; 


{ tor, give that Whipſter but his crrand, 


He takes my lord chief juſtice' warrant : 
Deuntilels as death away he walks; 


{| Lrcaks the doors open, ina; s the locks ; 
j : carclics the parlow, chamber, ſtudy; 


| Nor ſtops till he has culprit's body. 
Since this las been authentic truch, 
By age dcliver 'd down to yuuth ; 
Tell us miltaken huſband, tell us, 
Why ſo myitcrious, why to jealous ? 
Does the veſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make us icls curious, her leſe fair? 
| The ſpy, vic! docs this rreafu c keepy 
Does ſhe ur ſay her pravers, nor licep ? 
Docs ſhe te 10 excels in:cliue + 
| Docs ſhe fly mutic, mirch, and wins: 
Or have not gold and flattery power 
Jo purchaic one unguarded hour? 
a You: care does further yet extend: 
That ſpy is guarded by your friend. 
But has tis friend nor eye nor heart ? 
May tc not icel the crucl dart, 
Which, ſvou or late, ali mortals feel ? 
| May h. not with too tender zeal, 
| Give the fair priſoner cauſe to lee, 
How much he wiſhes ſhe were free ? 
May he not craltily inſer 
The rules of ſriendſhip too ſevere, 
Which chain aim to a hated truſt; 
{| Which make him wretched, to be jult ? 
And may not ſhe, this darling the, 
Youthful and healthy, flcſh and blood, 
Eaſy with him, ill us'd by thee, 
Allow this logic to be good: 
dir, will your queſtions never end © 


| ttrus to neither ſpy au Hriand. 
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In dart l hep het frem the ſiaht f 
Of every hun 4:1 face — She'll wite. 
From peu and paper ſuc's debarr'd. 
Hos the u hodkn: ard a card? 


whe prick her mind. — She will, you ſay : 


But L ſl ſuc that mind convey ? 

| keep lier in One rom: | Jock it: 

e key Yook here is in ths pocket. ; 
The key-bole, is that left f Moſt certain. 


Sbe il thraft her letter through Sir Martin. 


Pear angry iricne, what muſt be done ? 
Is there wo way I here is hut one. 
Send her abroad; and Jet her ve, 
That all this mingled maſs, vkiih ſhe, 
Being forbidden, lovgs to kuow, 
|« 1 Cuil farce. an empty ſhow, 
Powder, and peck: t-glits, »nG beau; 
A ſtaple of romance and lies, 
ralſe terre and re] per juri-s: 


Mere firbs ond lovks are bought and ſold, 


Ard love is mate but to be tend: 

Where the fat hawd and laviſh heir 

r ſpoils of ruin'd beauty ſharg; 

And youth, ſeduc'd rom friends and fame, 
lust give up ape to want and ſhame. 

Let her behold the fra tic feere, 

The women wrete hed, falte the men: 

And u hen, theſe certain ills to ſhun, 

de would to thy embraces run; 

Receiie her with extended arme, 

derm more delighted with her charms 
Wait on her to the park and play, 

Put on goot-humour ; make her gay; 

Be to her virtues very kind; 

Be to her ſa Its a lit: le hli, d; 
Let all h-r ways be unconfin'd; 


Ard clip your paclock—on her mind. 


HANS CARVEL. 
NS CARVEL, impotent and old, 


Merr':d a laie of London mould; 
 Henifume ? erounh; extremely gay; 
Lov'd «ufc, company, and pizy : 
Hh ſlig hrs ſlie hat, and wit at wil; 
And 10 ker tongue Jay [dom Mill ; 
Vor in all viſits who hurt ſhe, 
Vo argue, or to tcpartée? 

*he made it plain that h- man paſſion 
W... order'a by pre deſtimation; 
bar, it week women went uſtray, 
Ther tlars were more in fau't than they : 
Whole tragedies ſhe had by heert; | 
Futer' d inte Roxana's part: 
+6 tuinph in her rival's blood, 
he action certainly was good. 
How like a vine young Ammon curl'd ! 
Oh that deer conquerer of the world! 
She piticd Betterton in age, 
That ridicul'd the god-like rage. 

he, füt the rown, was told, 


1... 1 * — 

W'hete n= l thine; w-re leld ; 
5 * 

Ys, . 
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; 
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| 


do in a morning, without bodice, 
Shpt ſometi ut ta Nirs. Thody's ; 
To cheapen a, to buy a ſcreen: 
What elf . ould fo tuch virtue mean ? 
For. to prevert the leaſt reprosch, 
Betty went with her in he conch. 
But, wher to very «reat atfair 
Excited ber j- vhiar carc, 
She withert! was wak'd nt ten; 
Drank chocolate then fl-ut again: 
At twelve ſhe Cle; wit, much ado 
Her clothes ut uddled «© by ewog 
Then, {es 1:4 dy dine at home:? 
Yes, ſure - . c is the Colon! cone ? 
Next, how to {pon de after on, 
And not o me hem axain ton on; 
1he Chroge. the City, or the Play, 
As each was prener ior the Cay + 
A tirn in ſummer to Hyde- ark, 
When it grew tu crably dark. 
Wit. 's peafure cauſes kuſband”s pain: 
Strange fancics come in Hans's brain : 
He thought of what he did not name; 
And would reform but durii not blame. 
At firſt he therefore preach'd his wife 
he comforts of a pious liſe; 
Told her, how trauſient beauty was; 
That all muſt die and fleſh was grass: 
He bought her ſermons, pſalms, and graces ; 
And doubled down the uſctul places. 
But {till the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for prayer: 
And Cleopat.a was read ober; 
While Scot, and Wake, and twenty more, 
That teach one to deny one's-ſ[clf, 
Stood unmoleſted on the ſheif. 
An untouch'd Bible grac'd her toilet: 
No ſcar that thumb of her's ſhould ſpoil it. 
In ſhort, the tr..de was ſlill the ſame ; 
he Dame went out; the Coloncl came. 
What's to be done ? poor Carvel cry'd ; 
Another battery mult be try d. 
What if to ſp-lis 1 had recourl: ? 
"Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe, 
The end muſt juſtify the mcans ; 
He only fins who ill intends : 
vince tE-rcfore is to combat evil; 
"Tis lawtul to employ the Devil. 
Forthwith the Devil did appear, 
(Tor zune him, and he s always ncar) ; 
Nat in the ſhape m which he plies 
At Mils's elbo u hen ſhe lies; 
Or Ran s before the nurſery- doors. 
to take the naughty boy that roars $ 
But, without fawcer-eyc er claw, 
Like a grave Barriſter« Law. 
Haus Carvel, lay aſide our grief, 
The Devil lays; bring rc ici. 
Relief ſays Hans . pray, le: me crave 
Your nume, Sir—Satan—Sir, your lla ve . 
did not look upon your fert: 
You'll pardon me: Ay, now I ſee't: 
And pray, Sir, when came you frum bell? 
Our friends there, did you leave them well? 
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All well; but pr'ythee, honeſt Hane, 


(daye Satan) leave your complaiſance: 

The truth is this : 1 cannot ſtay 

Flaring in ſun- ſuine all the day: 

For, entre nous, We helliſh ſprites 

Love more the ſre{co of the nights; 

And oftencr our receipts convey 

Iu crcams, than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend, 

re morning dawns, your fears ſhall end: 
Gothen this evening, maſter Carvel, 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel; 
Let fricnds and wine diſſolve yer care; 
Whilſt | the great receipt prepare : 

"To-night I'll bring it, by my faith ! 

Believe for once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans : glad? not a little; 

Obey'd the Devil to a tittle ; 

Invited friends ſome half a dozen, 

The Colonel and my Lady's couſin. 

The meat was ſerv'd ; the bowls were crown'd ; 
Catches were lung; and healths went round ; 
Warbadocs waters for the cloſe ; 

Till Hans had fairly got his doſe : 

he Colonel teaſted “ to the beſt: 

The Darac mov'd off, to be undreſt; 

The chimes went twelve; the gueſts with- 

„ 

But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. 
demte modern anccdotcs aver, 

Hc nodded in his elbow-chair; 

From thence was carried off to bed: 

John held his heels, and Nan his head. 

My Lady was diſturb'd ; new ſorrow ! 
Which Hans muſt anſwer for to-morrew. 


In bed then view this happy pair; 
And think how Hymen triumph'd there. 
Hans ſaſt aſleep as ſoon as laid; 
The duty of the night unpaid : 
"The waking Dame, with thoughts oppreſt, 
That made ber hate both him and reſt: 
By ſuch a huſbænd, ſuch a wife 
T vas Acme's and Septimius' life; 
The Lady fighd : the Lover ſaor'd: 
The punctual Devil kept his word: 
Appear d to honeſt Hans again; 
But not at all by Madam ſecn; 
And giving him a magic ring, 
Fit for the finger of a king; 
Dear Hans, ſaid he, this jewel take, 
Aud wear it long for Satan's ſake ; 
*I'will do your buſineſs to a hair; 
For, long as you this ring ſhall wear, 
As ſure as 1 look over Lincoln, | 
That ne*er ſuall happen which you think en. 


Havs took the ring with joy extrems 
(All this was only in a dream); 
And, thruiting it beyond his joint, 
is donc, he cry'd ; I've gain'd my point. 
What pomt, ſaid ſhe, you ugly bealt ? 
You neither give me joy nor reſt : 
"Vis done — What's done, you drunken bear? 
You've thruſt ; dur finger Cod knows where. 
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| A DUTCH PROVERB. 


IRE, water, woman, are man's ruin; 

Says wiſe Profcfior Vander Bruin. 

| By flames a houlc 1 hir d was loſt 

{ Laſt year; and1muſi pay the coſt 

* his ſpring, the rains o crffo my ground; 
And my beſt Flanders mare was drown'g, 

A flave I am to Clara's eyes ; 

The gipſy knows her power, and flies. 

Fire, water, woman, are my 1vin ; 

| Ai.d great thy wiſdom, Vander Brain, 


—_— —— 


| PAULO PURGANTI AND El$ 
WIFE ; 


AN HONEFST, BUT A $IMPLE PAIR, 


« Fft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omti 

} © virtute, quod deceat : quod cogitatione 
« magis a virtute poteſt quim re ſcparari,” 

Cic. de OH. . i. 


EYOND the fix'd and ſettled rules 
| Of vice and virtue in the ſchools, 
| Beyond the letter of the law, 
Which keeps cur men and mids in awe, 
i The better ſort ſhould ſet before em 

A grace, a manner, a decorum ; 

| Something, that gives their acts a light; 
| Makes them not only juſt, but bright ; 
And ſets them in that open faine, 
Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For tis in life, as tis in painting; 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting ; 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foct, a knee, a hand, a face ; 

May juſtly own the picture wrought 
Exact to rule, exempt from fault; 
Yet, if the colouring be not there, 
The Titian ſtroke, the Gu do air; 
To niceſt judgment ſhow the piece, 
At beſt *rwill only not diſpleuſe; 
It would not gain on Jcrſcy's eye ; 
| Bradferd would frown, and {et it by. 
Thus in the picture of our mind 
The action may be well deſigu d; 
Guided by law, and buund by duty ; 
Yet want this je ne ſcai quoi of beauty: 
And though its error may be ſuch, 

As Knags and Burgeſs cannot hit; 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Wicherley's or Congreve's wit. 
| What is this talk? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end ? 
| The truth of what you here lay Cown 
By ſome example ſhould be ſhown — 
With all my heart—for once; read on. 

An honeſt, but a ſimple pair 
(And twenty other i forbear) 
May ſcrve to make this theſis clear. 
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A doctor of great fill and ſame, 
aulo Purganti was his name, 
Had a good, comely, virtuous wiſe ; 
No woman led a better life : 
Slice to intrigues Was con hard-hoorted : 
te chuckled when a bawd was cette d; 
Aud thought the nation neter won!.! thiive, 
T4! o1t the whores were burnt alive. 
()., married men, that dar'd be bad, 
She t waght no mercy ſhould be had; 
They ſhould be hang'd, or ſtarv'd, or flead, 
Or ſerv'd like Remiſh pricfts in Swede. 
In ſhort, all lewEenels the defied ; 
And ttiſſ ws her parochial pride. 
vet in an honeſt way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that fame ; 
And could from Scripture take her cue. 
That huſbands ſhould give wives their dus. 
Her prudence did io juſtly ſteer 
Betwecu the gay and the ſevere, 
That if in ſome regurds ſhe choſe 
To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe ; 
In others ſhe relax'd again, 
And govern'd with a looſer rein. 
Thus though ſhe frictly did confine 
The Doctor from exceſs of wine: 


Wich oyſters, eggs, and vermicelli, - 


dne let him almoſt burſt his belly : 
Thus drying cuffce was denied; 

But chocolate that loſs ſupplied : 

And for tobacco who could bear it?) 
Filthy conc amitant of claret : 

(Blcſt revolution / one might ſce 
Eringo roots, and Bohca tea. 

She often {et the Doctor's band, 

And ſtrok d his beard, and ſqeez d his hard : 
Kiudly complain'd, that aſter noon 
He went to pore on books too foun : 
She held it wholeſomer by much, 
To rclt a Lttle on the couch: 
About his waiſt in bed a-nights 
She clung ſo cloſe—for fear of ſprites. 
The Doctor underſtood the all; 
But had rot always whercwithal. 

1 he hon's ſkin too ſhort, you know, 

As Plutarch's Morals fincly ſhow) 
Was lengthen' d by the fox's tail: 
And art ſupplics, where ſtrength may fail. 

Unwilling then in arms to mect 
7 he enemy he could not beat; 

He ftrove to lengthen, the campaign, 
And fave his forces by chicane. 

Fabius, the Roman chicf, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 

Shews us, that all that warrior can do, 
ich force inferior, is cunct undo. 

One day then, as the ſoe drew near, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear 3 
Our Don, who knew tt-15 tittlo-tattle 
Did, ſure as trumpet, call to battle, 
Thought it extremely à propos, 

To ward againſt the coming blow: 
To ward : but how? Ay, there's the quct- 
tion; 


Fierce the aſſault, unarm'd the baſtion. 
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The Doctor tvign'd a ſtrange ſurpriſe: 
He fot her pulſe; he view'd her eyes ; 
That beat too fit, thele ro'l'd too quick; 
She was, he taid, or would be fick : 
He judy, det abſolut iy good 
That ſhe: ſhwnitd purge, and cleanſe. het blog, 
Spa water for that end were gut; 
If they paſt calily or not. 
Why motters it ? the lady's fever 
Continued violent as ever. 


Por a diſtemper of this kind 
Blackmore and Hans are of my mind), 
If once it youthful Llood infeRs, 

And chifly of the ſcmale ſex, 
Is ſcarce remo d by pill or potion ; | 
Whatc'er might be our Doctor's not ion. 

One lucklefs night then, as in bed 

The Doctor and the Dame were laid; 

Again this crucl ſever came, 

High pulſe, ſhort breath. aud blond in flame. 

What meatures ſhall poor Paulo keep | 

With Madam in this piteous taking ? 9 
She, like V acbetl;, has murder d fle-, 1 

And won't allow him reſt, though waking. | 
Sad ſtate of matter | when we Care 
Nor aſk for peace, nor offer war; 
Nor Livy nor Comines have ſhown 
What in this juncture may be done. 
Crotius might own, that Paulo's caſe is 0 i 


Wn {rr — 


Harder than avy which he placcs 
Amonglt his Bell; and his Palit. 


He ſtrove, alas! but ſtrove in vain, | 
By dint of logic to maintain 
"That al. the ſex was born to grieve, 
Dowu to her Ladyſhip from Eve. 
He rang'd his tropes, and preaci'd up patience, | 
B4:k'd nis opinion with quotations, | 
Diviucs and Moraliſts ; and run ye on 
Quite through from Seneca to Bunyan. 
As muck in vain he bid her try bi 
i ofold her arms, to cloic her eye; 
Telling her, reſt would do her good, 
If any thing in nature could : 
So held the Grecks quite Clown from Galen, 
Maſters and princes of the calling ; 
So all our modern friends maintain | 
('i hough no great Greeks in Warwick- lane. 4 
Reduce, my Muſe, the wanderiuy ſong : 
A tale ſhould never be too long. 
"The more he talk d, the more ſhe buru'd, 
And ſigh d, and toſt, and groan'd, and turu'd a 
At laſt, I wiſh, ſai: ſhe, my dear — 
(And whiſper d ſomething in his car) 
You wiſh! wiſh on, the DoRor cries: 
Lord! when will womankind be wiſe ? 
What, in your waters ? are you mad ? | 
Why poiſon is not half ſo bad. 4 
I'll do it but 1 give you warning : 
You'll die before to-morrow 72011inge 
"Vis kind, my dear, what you advile ; 
The lady with a figh reli 4 
But life, you know, at bet s pain; 
And death is wit we ſhou-d diidaig. 
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Bo do it therefore, and adieu; 

For | will die for love of you. 

Let want wives by death be iczr'd; 
But, to my comlort, Im prepar d. 


THE IA LE. 
H ſceptics think,. u 'ong ago, 


S e As czme down irncopnite, 
7 ee friends or lucs, 
+ cas fell or roſe: 


ave things their beginuing, 


- - kurlgng a-ſjanning, 
„iu their heaven remain, 
com palkon and ſrom pain: 
An frankly leave us human clv-s, 
IT cut and ſhullle for ourſelves ; 
To ſtand or walk, to riſe or tumble, 
As matter and as mction jumble. 
The Poets now and Painters hold 
This theſis both abſurd and bold: 
And your good natur d gods, they ſay, ' 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a-day : 
Elſe all theſe things we toil ſo hard in 
Would not avail one fing e ſarthing: 
For, when the hero we rchcarſc, 
To grace his actions and our verſe; 
is not by dint of human thought, 
"That to his Latium he is brought; 
Iris deſcends by Fatc's commands, 
To guide his ſteps through foreign lands : 
And Amphitrite clears — way 
From rocks and quickſands in the ſca. 
And if you ſee him in a ſketch 
Though drawn by Paulo or Carache“, 
e ſhewe not half his force and /\r-ngth, 
Strutting in armour, and at length: 
That he may make his proper figure, 
The piece muſt yet be four yards bigger: 
The nymphs conduct him to the ſi Id; 
One holds his ſword, and one his ſhie id; 
Mars, ſtanding by, aſſcrts his quarrel ; 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 
Theſe points, 1 ſay, of ſpeculation 
(As*twere to ſave or ſink the nation) 
Men idiy-leat ned will diſpute, 
Aſſert, object, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms ſuſtains the fight ; 
Till now no umpire can agree em; 
So both draw off, and fing Te Deum. 
Is it in equilibrio, 
If deities deſcend or no ? 
Ihen let th* affirmative prevail, 
As requiſite to ſorm my tale; 
For by all parties tis coufeſt, 
That thoſe opiuions arc the beſt, 
Which in their nature moſt conduce 
To preſent ends, and private uſe. 
Two gods came therefore from above, 
One Mercury, the other Jove : 
The humour was (it ſeems) to know 


H all the favours they beſtow 


| 
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Could from our own perverſeneſs cafe vs; 
And if our wiſh enjoy d would plcaſe us. 
Diſcourſing largely on this theme, 
O'cr hills and dales their godſhing came; 
ill, well nigh tit d at almoft night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 
Note here, that it as true as odd is, 
That in diſyuiſe a god or goddels 
Exerts no ſupernatural powers ; 
But acts on maxims much like ours. 
They ſpicd at laſt a country farm, 
Where all was ſnug, and cican, and warm 
For woods before, and hills hind, 
Secur'd it both from rain and uind: 
Large oxen in the ficld were le wing; 
God grain was fow d: good fruit was grows 
ing : 
Of a corn in barns great ſtore : 
Fat turkeys gobbling at the door : 
And wealth (in ſhort) with peace conſented 
That people here ſhould live contented : 
But did they in eſſect do ſo ? 
Have patience, friend, and thou ſhalt know. 
The honcſt farmer and his wife, 
To years declin'd trom prime of life, 
Had ſtruggled with the marriage nooſe ; 
As almoſt every couple docs: 
A plaguc | ſometimes, my dar- 
g 
Kiſſing to-day, to morrow ſnariing ; 
Jointly ſubmitting to endure 
That evil, which admits no cure. 
Our gods the outward gate unbarr'd : 
Our farmer met them in the yerd ; 
Thought they were folks that luſt thei way, 
And aſked them civilly to ſtay ; 
Told them, for ſupper, or for bed, 
They might go on, and be worle ſped. 
So ſaid, {o done; the gods conſent : 
All three into the parlour went.: 
They compliment; they fit ; they chat; 
Fight o er the wars; reform the ſtate ; 
A thouſand knutty points they clear, 
Till ſupper and my wife appear. 
Jove made his leg, and kiſe d the dame: 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 
Jove kiſs'd the farmer's wife, you ſay ! 
He did—but in an honeſt way : 


Oh! not with half thar warmth and life, 


With which he kiſs d Amphitryou's wiſe.— 
Well then, things handiomely were ſerv dg 
My miſtreſs for the ſtrangers carv'd. 
How ſtrong the beer, how good the meat, 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they 44. 
In epic ſumptuous would appear : 
Yet ſhall be paſs'd in fitence here: 
For 1 ſhould grieve to have it ſaid, 
That, by a fine deſcriptiou led, 
I made my epiſode too long. 
Or ti d my friend, to grace my 19/2 
The grace-cup ſerv'd, the cloth 3. 
Jove thought it time to ſhew ki: p:i” . 
Landlord and landi dy, be cnn.9, 
Folly aud i: 7 1219 232, 
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That ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And ſtrangers with good cher roceiy 7, 
js mighty grateful to your berters, 
And males cn gods themſelves your debtors. 
To give this theſis plaiuer proof, 
You have to-night bencath your roof 
A pair of gods (nay never Wander): 
This youth can fly, and 1 can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page my fon iudecd. but ſpurious. 
Form then three wiſhes, you and Aladam ; 
And ſure as you already had em, 
Ihe things deſir d. in half an hour, 
Shall all be here, and in your power. 

1 hank you, great gods, the woman ſays : 
Oh! may your altars ever blaze! 
A Lade for our ſilver-diſh 
Is whit 1 want, is what 1 wiſh — 
A Ladic ! cries the man, a Lavie ' 
04zzo00ks, Coriſca, you have pray'4il; 
What ſhould be great, you turn to farce ; 
] with the Ladle in your a—. 

With equal grief and ſhame, my Muſe 
The ſequel of the tale purſues ; 
The Ladle fell into the room, 
And ſtuck in old Coriſca's bum. 
Our couple weep two wiſhes paſt, 
And kindly join to form the laſt ; 
To eaſe the woman's aukward pain, 
And get the Ladle cus again. 


M OR A 1. 


HIS commoner has worth and parts, 
Is prais'd ſor arms, or lov'd tor arts: 
His head achtes for a corouet : 
And who is biefs'd that is not great? 

Some ſenſc. and more eſtate, kind Heaven 
To this well-lotted peer has given: 

What then? He mutt have rule and ſway : 
And all is wrong. till he s in play. 

The Miſer mult make up his plumb, 
And dares not touch the hoardcd ſum ;; 
The ſickly dotard wants a wi e, 

To draw off his laſt dregs of life, 

Againit our pcace we arm our will: 
Amidſt our plenty, ſomething fil] 

For horſes, houſes, pictures, planting, 
io thee, to me, to him, is wanting. 
The cruel ſomething unpoſſeſs'd 
Corrodes, and lcavens all the reſt. 
hat ſumethiag, if we could obtain, 
Would ſouncreate a future pain: 

And to the coſſin, from the cradle, 

Au all a Wiſk, aud alia Ladle. 


WKITTEN AT PARIS, Iyco, 
OF ROBE'S GEOGRAPUY., 


F all that William rules, or Robe 
Deſcribes, great Rhea, of thy globe; 
When or on poſt-horſe, or in chaile, 
With much expcucc, aud tl. Ie 


IN THE BEGINNING 


| 
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My deſtin'd miles 1 ſhall have gone, 
By Trames or Macſe, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my on; 
Great Mother, let mc once be able 
To have garden, houle, and Gable; 
Thar | may read, and ride, aud plant, 
Superior to deſite or want; 
And as health fails, and years increaſe, 
Sit down, and thiak, and die, u. Peace, 
Oblige thy favourite undertakers 
To throw me in but twenty acres : 
This number ſure they may allow ; 
lor paſture ten, and ten for plo gh: 
"Tisa'l that | could wiſh or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell and Crap. 
Then, as thou wilt, diſpoſe the reſt 
(And let not ſortune ſpoil the jet þ 
To thoſe who, at the market-rate, 
Can harter jiwonour for eſtate. 
Ny, if thou grant'ft ine my requeſt, 
To make thy votary truly bleſt, 
Lec? curit revenge and ſaucy pride 
© {ome bleak rock far off be tied; 
Nor e'er approach my rural ſeat, 
To tempt me to be baſe and great. 
And, Goddeſs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her ſou 
(Mhere-cver cite ſhe lets kim rove) 

To ſhun my houſe, and field, and grove ; 
Peace canuot dwell with Hate or Love. 
Hear, gracious Rl. ea, what | ſay : 

And th, petitioner ſhall pray. 
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| WRITTEN IR THE BEGINNING OF MEZERAY'S 


ulsiokr OF FRANCE. 


I. 


V HATF'ER thy countrymen have done, 


By law, and ſword and gun, 
In thee is faithfully recited : 

And all the l:ving world, that view 
Thy work, give thee the praiſes due, 
At once inftructed ” delighted. 

I. 
Vet for the ſame of ail theſe deeds 


Vint beggar in the fnvalids, 


Wu lamencſs broke, and blindneſs ſmitten, 


Wilk'd ever de ently to die, 
To lave been either Mezeray, 
Or any monarch he has written? 
III. 
t 's ſtrange, dear author, yat it true is, 
That down from Pharamond to Louis, 
A!; covet life, yet call ir pain; 
Al fect the ill, yer ſhun the cure : 
Can ſenſe this parade, cnuure ? 
Reſuylve me, Canzbray, and Fontaine. 
IV. 
The man, ia graver tragick known 
(Though his ben part long fince was done), 
Still cn che ſtage dehres to tir: 
And he, who play'd the Harlequin, 
After the jeſt fill Loads the cee. 
Univilling to tctuc, erg victys 
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PRIOR'S POEMS. 


WRITTEN IN TAY NOUYEAUX INTERETS rs Andin their place rejnices to indita 


PRINCES DE L"EUROPL. 


LEST le the princes, who have ſomgh- 
For pompous names, or wide donumion; 
That by their error we are taught 
That happineſs is but opinion! 


AD 1ANI MORIENTIS AD ANIMAM 
S AM. a 
NIMULA vagula, blandula, 
, Hoſpes, comeſque corporis, 
uz nunc abidis in loca, 
Fallidula, rigida, nudula ? 
Nec, ut ſoles, dabis joca. 


BY MONSIEUR FONTENELLE. 


Ma petite ame, ma mi 
J t'en vas donc, ma 


vas ; 
Tu pars ſeulette. & uut tremblotante, hela: 
Que deviendont tant de jolis Ebats ? 


gnonne, 
fille, & Dieu ſache od tu 


1M ITT AT . 


POOR, little, pretty, fluttering thing, 
Muſt we no longer live together ? 
And doſt chou prune thy trembling wing, 
To take thy flight theu know | not whither ? 
Thy humorous vein, thy pleaſing folly, 
Lies all neglected, all forgot: 
And, penſi ve, wavering, melancholy, 
Thou — and hop'ſt thou know 'ſt not 
ws 8 
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A PASSAGE IN TEE MORLA ENCOMICM 
OF ERASMUS IMITATED. | 


* awſul pomp, and melancholy ſtate, 
Sce ſettled Reaſon on the judgment ſeat : 
Around her crowd Diſtruſt, and Doubt, and 
Fear, 
And thoughtful Foreſight, and tormenting Carc: 
Far from the throne, the trembling Pleaſures 
fl and, | 

Chain'd up, or exi d by her ſte n command. 
Wretched her ſubjects, gloomy fits the queen; 
Till happy Chance reverts the crucl ſcene; 
And apiſh Folly, with her wild reſort 
Of wit and jeſt, diſturbs the ſolemn court. 

See the fantaſtic minſtrelſy advance, 
To breathe the ſaug, and animate the dance. 
Bicſt the uſurper happy the ſurpr iſe! 
Her mimic poſtures catch our eager eyes; 
Her jingling bells aſſect our captive car; 
And in the fights we ſee, and ſounds we hear, 
Againſt our judgment, ſhe our ſenſe employs ; 
The laws of troubled Reaſon fac Ceftroys, 


| 


| 


| 


1 


| 


| 


— — 


Wild ſchemes 


ot mirth, and plai.s of 
light, * looſe de- 
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rRACTICAIL. DISCOURSE CONCERNING 
| DEA I'H. 


ORGIVE the Muſe, who, in unhallon 4 
„ \Rtranns, 

The Saint one moment from his God detains: 
For ſure, what'cr you do, where-e'cr you are, 
"Tis all but onc good work, one conſtant Prayer: 
Forgive her; and intreat thet God, to whom 
Thy favour'd vows with kind acceptance come, 
To raiſe her notes to that ſublime degree, 
Which ſuits a ſong of picty and thee. 

hat 2 good man ! whoſe labours may te- 

Pe 

The force of fin, may ſtop the rage of hell; 
Thou, like the Baptiſt from thy God waſt ſent 
The crying voice, to bid the world repent. 
The Youth ſhall ſtudy, and no more engage 
Their flattering wiſhes for uncertain age; 
No more, with fruitleſs care and cheated ſtriſe, 
Chaſe 3 pleaſure through this maze dt 


ec; 
Finding the wretched all they here can have, 
But preſent food, and but a future grave: 
Each, great as Philip's victor ſon, ſhall view 
This abje& world, and, weeping, aſk a new. 
Dee Age ſhall read thee, and confeſe 
Thy labours can aſſuage, where medicines ceaſe ; 
-Shall _ thy word, their wounded ſoul's re- 
The drops that ſweeten their laſt of life; 
Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at all beneath; 
Own riches gather d, trouble; ſame, a breath þ 
And Life an ill, whoſe only cure is Death. 
Thy 2 thoughts with ſo much plainncls 
uw, 
Their ſenſe untutor'd Infancy may know : 
Yet to ſuch height is all that plainneſs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter'd pride be taught. 
Eaſy in words thy fly le, in ſenſe ſublime, 
On its bleſt ſteps each age and ſex may riſe ; 
| "Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch's dream, 
Its foot on car h, its height above the ſkies 2 
Diffus'd its virtue, boundleſs in its power; 
'Tis public health, and univerſal cure: 
Of hcavenly manna tis a ſecond fealt ; 
A nation's ſood, and all to every taſte. 


To its laſt height mad Britain's guilt was 
rear d; 
And various death ſor various crimes ſhe fear d. 
With your kind work her diooping hopes re- 
vive; 


You bid her read, repent, adore, and hvc: 


| 
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Von wreft the bolt ſrom ifcaven's avenging | Conſeſs the various attributes of ſame 


hand ; | 
Stop ready de th, and ſave a ſinking land. 
O ſave us ſtill: ii] bleſs us with, thy Nay : 


Collected and complete in William's name 
o all the liſteuing world relate 
As thou doſt his ſtory read) 


O | want thy heaven till we have learnt the That nothing went beſorc fo great, 


way: 

Re ſuſe to leave thy delin'd charge too ſoon; 

And, for the church's good, defer thy own 

O live ; and et thy works urge our belief; 

1 ive to explein thy doctrine by thy life ; 

Till future lntaucy, b priz'd by thee, 

Grow ripe in years, and old in piety; 

Til Chrictians, yet unborn. be taught to die. 
Thea, in ſull 2zc and toary holinefs, 

Re: ire, great tæacher to thy promis'd bliſs : 

Untouch'd thy tomb, uninjur d he thy duſt, 

As thy own ſame among the future qult ; 

Tal in laſt unde the dreadful trumpet fpeaks ; 


And nothing greater can ſuccecd. 
IL. 


"Thy native Latium was thy darling care, 
Prudent in peace, and tcrrible in war : 
The boldett virtues that have govern'd earth 
From Latium's fruitful womb derive heir birth, 
Then turu to her fair-written pace ; 
From dawuing childhood to eſtab: Ad age 
The glories of her empire tryce ; 
Confront the heros of thy Roman race; 


And let the juſleſt palm the victor's temples 
grace. 


Till judgment calls, and quicken d Nature III. 


aas; 
ill, through the utmoſt carth, and deepeſt ſea, 
Our ſcatter'd atoms find thei celltin'd way, 
In halle to clothe their kindred fouls again, 
Perſct our tate, and bud imm:i::tul man: 
Then ſcarleſe thou, who well ſuſtain'dſt the fight 
To paths of joy. or tracts vi -ndlcis light, 
Lcad up all thoſe who heard thee, aud be- 
liev'd ; 
Midſt thy own flack, great ſhepherd ! be re- 
cciv d 5 
And glad all heaven with millions chou haſt 
lav'd. 


| The ſon of Mars reduc'd the tremblins ſwains, 
And fpread his empire o'cr the diſlant plains; 
But yet the Sabins violated charms 
Obſcur'd the glory of his riſing arms. 
Numa the rights of ſtrict relig.on knew ; 
On every altar laid the incenſe due ; 
Unſkill'd to dart the pointed ſpear, 
Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
tern Brutus was with too much horror good, 
Holding his ſaſces ſtain'd with filial blood. 
Fabius was wile, but with exceſs of care 
He ſav'd his country, but prolong'd the war. 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly fought, 
| And by their ſtrict examples taught 
How wild deſires ſhould be controll'd, 


CARMEN SECULAR E. They fear: thei Toclling thier of ans as 


FOE THE an 1700. 
TO THE KING. 


« Aſpice, venturo letentur ut cmnia ſeculo : 


« 0 mihi tam longe mancat pars ultima vitæ, 


Apis ius, & quantum fu crit tua dicere ſafta ! 8 
VIũ d. Eclog iv 


* 

TY elder look, great Janus, cait 

Into the long record of ages paſt: 
Review the years in faireſt action dreſt 
With noted white, ſup-rior to the reſt ; 
Aras deriv'd, and chronicles begun, 
From empires founded, and from battles won; 
Shew all the ſpoils by valian: Eings atchiev'd, 
And groaning nations by their arms reliev'd; 


They ſcarce their ſwelling thirſt of ſame could 
hide; 
And hoaſted poverty with too much pride. 
Excels in youth made Scipio lels rever'd; 
And Cato, dying, ſeem'd to own he fear d. 
| Julius with honour tam'd Rorae's foreign ſoes; 
| Put patriots fell, ere the dictator roſe : 
| And, while with clemency Auguſtus reign'd, 
1he monarch was ador'd ; the city chain'd. 


IV. 


With juſteſt honour be their merits dreſt; 

But be their failings too confeſt : 

Their virtue like their 'T'yber's flood 
Rolling, its courſe deſign'd their country's geod. 
But oft the torrent's too impetuous ſpeed 
From the low earth tore ſome polluting weed; 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
dome viler part, ſome tincture of the man. 


| V. 


The weunds of patriots in their country's cauſe, | Few virtues alter theſe ſo far prevail, 
And happy power ſuſtam'd by wholeſome Jaws ; | But that their vices more than turn the ſcale . 


In comely rank call every mcrit forth, 
imprint on every a& its ſtandard-worth ; 
c glorious parallels then downward bi ing 
A. o modern wonders, and to Britain's king; 
With equal juſtice, and hiſtoric care, 


| Valour. grown wild by pride, and power by rage, 
Did the true charms of majeſty impair z 
Rome by degrees, adrancin, more in age, 

| oy ſad remains & what had once been 
| air ; 


42cir laws, their toils, their arms, with his cem- Till heaven à better race of men ſupplics : 


Pare 


2 


Aud glory thoots ugy beans fen metern Frick 
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VI. 


Turn then to Phzramond and Cherlewain, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic ſtrain; 
Experienc'd chice, {or hardy proweſs known, 
And bloody wreaths in venturous battles won. 
From the firſt William, our great Nerman king, 
The bold Planta enets and Tudors bring; 
Illuſtrious virtues, who by turns have roſe 

In foreign fields to check Britannia's foes ; 
With happy laws her empire to ſuſtain, 

And with full power aſſert her ambient main. 
But ſometimes. too induſtrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expect the turns of fate, 

They open'd camps, deform'd by civil fight, 
And made proud conqueſt trample over right : 
Diſparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful ſway, 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 


VII, 


From Didier and imperial Adolph trace 
The glorious off-pring of the Naſſau race, 
Devored lives to public liberty; 
The chief ſtill dying. or the country free. 
hen ſee the kindred blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Cornct, through the lines „ Beau; 
Through Cha'on next, and there with Naſſau 


in, 
From Rhone's fair banks tranſplanted to the 
Rhine. 
Bring next the royal liſt of Stuzrts forth, 
Undaunted minds that rul'd the rugged north : 
Tili Heaven's decrees by ripening times are 
ſhown ; 
Till Scotland's kings aſcend tne Engliſh throne ; 
And che fair rivals live for evcr one, 5 
VIII. 
Janus, mighty deity, 

Be kind ; and, :s thy ſearching eye 

Does ur modern ſtory trace, 

Finding ſome of Stuart's race 

Unhappy, paſs their annals by: 
No harſh reflection let remembrance raiſe: 
Forbear to mention what thou canſt not praiſe : 
But, as thou dwell'it upon that heavenly name“, 
To grief for ever ſacred, as to fame, 
Oh! read it to thyſelf ; in filence weep ; 
And thy convulſi ve ſorrows inward kerp : 
Leſt Britain's grief ſhould waken at the ſound, 
And blood guſh freſh from her eternal wound. 


IX. 


Whither would'ſt thou further look ? 
Read William's acts, and cloſe the ample book: 
Peruſe the wonders of his dawning lite ; 
How, like Alcides, he began; 
With infant patience calm d ſeditious ſtrife, 
And quell'd the ſnakes which round his cradle 
ran, x 


Deſcribe his youth, attentive to alarms, 
By davgers form d, and perfected in arms: 


Mary. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


» » 


ö 
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ww quering 3 w 7 
When — 4 mild; when conquer d, hn 
By wrongs not lefſen'd, nor triumphs rais' 
Superior to the blind A x Re 
Of little human accidents; 
And conſtant to his firſt decree, 
To cur the proud, to ſet the injur*d free; ) 
To bow the haughty neck, and raiſc the ſup- 4 
Pliant knee. ) 
; XI. 
His opening years to riper manhood bring; 
And leg the hero perſe& in the king : 
Imperious arnis by manly reaſon ſway'd, 
And power ſupreme by ſree conſent obey'd ; 
With how much haſte his mercy meets his lors, 
And how unhounded his forgivencſs flows; 
With what deſire fe makes his ſubje ds bleſs'd, 
Hs favours granted ere his throne addreſs'd : 


{ What trophics o'er our captiv'd hearts he rears, 


By arts of peace more potent than by wars: 
How o'er himtelf as o'er the world he reigns, 


His morals ſtrengtheuing what his law ordaius, 


XII. 


Ihrouꝑh all his th read of life already ſpun, 

Becoming grace and proper action run: 

The piece by Virtue's equal hand is wronght, 

Mixt with wo crime, and ſhad-d with no fault; 
No footſteps of the vior's rage 

Left in the camp where Will am did ergage: 
No tincture of the monarch's pride 
Upon the royal purple ſpy'd ; 
His fame. like gold, the more tis try'd, 

The more ſhall its intrinſic worth proclaim; 

Shall pals the combat of the ſearching flame, 
And triumph oer the vanquiſh'd heat, 
For ever coming out the jame, 

And lolivg nor its lultre nor its weight. 

XIII. 
Janus, be to William juſt; 

To faithful Hiitory his act ions truſt : 
Command her, with peculiar care 

To trace each to:l, and comment exery war: 

His laving wonders bid her write 
In characters diſtinct ly bright ; 
That cach revolving age may read 

The Patriort's piety, the Heros deed : 

Ard ſtill the tire inculcate to his fon 

Tranſmiſhve leſſons «tf the King's renown ; 
That William's glory ſtill may live; 
hen all that prele' t art can give, 

1 he pillar'd marble, and the tablet braſs, 
Xouldering dro; the victor's praile : 
When the great monuments of his power 
Shall now be viſible no more: 2 

[PS Sambre ſhall have chang'd her wines 

flood ; 


And children aſk, vw here Namur ſtood. 


XIV. 


41 
Namur. proud city, how her towers were mm 
How ſhe contemn'd th approaching foe * 
ill ſhe by William's trumpets was alarm 


And ſhook, and ſurk, and fell beneath his blos. 


a! 
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Tove und Pallas, mighty powers, 
Guided the hero to the huſt:ic towels, | 
Perſeus fecn.'d le. itt in war. f 
When, wing'd with tpeed, he flew throngh air. 
Embattled nations ſtrive in vain | 
The hero's glory to teſtrain: , | 
git came arni'd with rock», and mountains red with 
fre, 
In vain azainſt his force conſpire. 
Recha li him from the dreadtul height appear! 
Aud lo! Britaonia's lions + ing there. 


XV. 


Furope freed, and France repe'P'd, 

The Hero from the height behebl ; 
He (puke the word, that war nad rage ſhould cealc ; 
He bid the Mas e and Rhine in lafety flow ; 

Ani di0Q ated a laitins peace 

To the 1c ing werls below. 
Ti rcicued stats, and indicated crov ne. 
H equa! hind preſcrib'd their ancient bounds ; 
Ordin'd, whom every province ſhould oe; 
H-w far cach m nuch ſhould extend his tway | 
Taucht them how clemency made power rever'ds 
Ani that the prince beln'd was truly rear'd, 
Fam by bi hc untpotted hongur ſtood, | 
Pl-and to confeſs him nut to great * good : | 
Hie head with brighter beams fair Virtue deck*d, | 
Than thoſe which ail his numerous crowns reflect; 
Eltablitioa Preedom clepp'd her joytul wings; 
Prociim's the ſirſt i men, and beſt of kings, 

XVI. 

Whither would the Muſe aſpire 

With Piada's rage, without his fire? 

Pardon me, Janus, 'was a fault, 

Created by too ercat a thought: 

Mindleis or the God and dey, 

I ;rom thy a!tzrs, Janus, tray, 
From thee, and nem mylelt, burne far away. 

The fiery Prgatus whidans 
To mind the riders voice, or hear tie reins : 
When oloricus ſic lde and opening Camps he views, ö 

Hs runs with an unbounded lone: 
Hrrly the Mule can fit the headſtrong herſe 
Nor would the, it ſhe could, check his inpetucus 

rec 3 

With the glad noile the cf und vallies ring, | 
While the throunh eurth 2nd wir Purtues the king. 


XVil. 


She now bcÞo1ds kim en the Belcic ſhore, | 
Wiki: Britain's tear hie realy help implere ; 
Dit. bling tor her lake his lining cares, 

And with vile Hit uce proadering vengetul wars. 
„She through the raping ocean now 

Vieus him àadvancing hi: avſficious pro g 

Combating acverte © nds and winter fear, | 

dighing the 2noments that deter cur eule: 

Bering to wit ld the fecptre's Vangerous weig 
Aude: kiag the commanc, ta lave the lute ; 
hongh, ere the don tn 6¹ t can be lecu1i*d, 

New wars mult be luft an'd, new wound: cadur'd. 

XVIII. 
Through rongh lern“ comms he ſounds alrms, 
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| In the dank marſtes finds her glorious theme, 


And plunges aitzr him tarovgh Boyne's fierce 
ti cam 
She bids the Nexciqs run v.ith trembling haſte, 
To tell old Ocean k-w the Hero pal. 
The Cod rebukes their fear, and owns the praiſe 
Worthy that arm, white empire he obcys. 
XIX. 


Back to his Alan ſhe delighte ro bring 
Ihe humbiett victor, and the kin.c? king, 
Albion with open triumph wou receive 
Her here, nor obtains bie I avc: 
Firm he re je the uſtars fe would rie; 
Aud thanks tne zeal, white lla Geclines the praiſe, 
Again ſhe follows him hi-veh Belgin's land, 
And countries otten {.v'd by Wuham's hand 3 
Hear: j viel nutiens ble thc happy toil, 
Which freed the people, but return'd the ſpoils, 
In various views ſhe tries her conlant theme; 
Finds him in coumil, and in arms the am z 
When certain to «*'creume, incun'd to tave, 
Tardy to vengeance, and with nere b7utc, 
XX. 
Sudden another ſcene employs ker fight; 
She ſcts her hero in another tight ; 
Paints his great mind lupctier to ſucces, 
Deciiaing congueit, to eſtabliſh prace : 
She brings Arca down to cart, a ain; 
And Quict, bivoding cr his tuture reign, 
XXI. 


Then with unweary wing the Coddeſe ſoars 
Eaſt, over Danube and Propontis' ſhores ; 
Where jarring empire“, ready to engage, 
Retard their armies, und ſuſpend their trage; 
Till William's w:.rd, like that of Fatc, declares, 
It they ſhall ſtudy pcace, or lengthen wars, 
How lacred his renown for cqual lav's, 
To whom the world defer: its common cauſe! 
How fair his friendſhips, and hi- leagues how juſt, 
Waom every nation Courts, whom all religions 
truſt ! 
RAT. 
From the Mz»1i: to the Northern fea, 
The Goddess wings her Getperate wav; 
Sees the youre Muſcovitc, the mighty bead, 
Who lovercigu terror nty natiené dread, 


1 laamori*'d with a greater; monarch* pruiſe, 


Ani p:if$og Lali the earth to his embrace ; 
She in his rule bzhald- bis Velgt's force, 
O'cr precipices with impetudu- way 


Bic-kieg, and à ke rolls lis rapid courte. 


Dicv-uiug, or bearing dywn, whatever meets Lis 
v. Ay. 

But hr own king ſhe likens to his Thames, 

With gentle eonrie Ceveiring fruitivl fireams ; 

Cerctic yet N. eng, majcliic yet ſedalg, 

Switt Without viotence, without terror great, 

Fach ard ent n. mph he ring current crave? ; 

Each ſhephker's prayer retard the parting wan es; 

The vals along the bink their Ivieets Gicioſg; 

Freſh flowers tur ever rue; and truitful harveft 
grows. 


XXIII. 
wet whither wovld th' advinturous Coddeſ go > 


| Serv the net clougs, 2nd ca the and main, beu? 
: _ 


1 
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Minds ſhe the dangers of the Lycian coaſt, 

And ficlds, where mad Belerophen was luſt ? 
Or is her towering flight reclaim'd 

By teas from Icaras's downfall nam'd ? 

Vain is the call, and uſe lets the advice: 

Te wile perſuaſion deaf, and human cries, 
Yet upward ſhe incefiant flies; 

Reſviv*d to reach the high empyrean ſphere, 

And tell great Jove, ſhe frogs his image here ; 

To aſk for William an Olympic crewn, 


To Chromius ficength, and Therou's ſpeed un- 


known . 
Till, loſt in track leſ fields of ſhining day, 
Unable to diicera the way, 
Which Naſſau's virtue only could explore, 
Untouch'd, unknown, to any Mule before ; 
She, trom the noble precipices thrown, 
Comes ruſhing with uncommon ruin down, 
Giuriovs attempt! unhappy fate ! 
The long too Caring, aud the theme too great! 
Yet rather thus the wills to die, 
Than in continued annals lie, to fing 
A ſecond hero, or a vulgar king; 
And with ignoble tafcty fly 
In fight of earth, along a nuddle fey. 


XXIV. 


To Janus altars, and the numerous throng 
That round his myſtic temple preſe, 
For William's life and Albion's peace, 
Ambitious Muſe, reduce the roving ſong. 
Janus, caſt thy forward cye 
Future, into great Rhea's pregnant womb z 
Where young ideas brooding lie, 

And tender images of things to come: 
Till, by thy high commands relcas'd, 
Till, by thy band in proper atoms dicf-'d, 

In decent order they advance to light ; 
Yet then too ſwiftly fleet by human fight ; 
And meditate ioo ſoon hit cverlaſting flight. 


XXV. 


Nor beaks of ſhips in naval triumph borne, 
Nor ſtandards from the hoſtile ramparts torn, 
Nor trophies brought from battics won, 
Nor oaken wzeath, nor mural crown, 

Cau any tuturc honours give 

To the victorious monarch's name: 

The plcaitude of Wiiliam's tame 
Can nv accumulated ſtures receive. 
Shut then, auſpicious God, thy ſacred gate, 

And make us happy» as our king is great. 

Be kind, and with a milder hand 
Cloſing the volume of the fioiſh'd age 

(Though noble, "was an iron page), 

A more delightful leaf expand, 
Free rem alarms, aa ficrce Lellona's rage: 
Did the great months begin their joytul round, 
By Flora ſome. and ſume by Ceres crown's : 
Teach the glad hours to ſcatter, as they fly, 
it quiet, gentle love, and erdicis joy; 
Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam'd, 
From Saturn's rule and better metul nam'd. 


XVI. 
Secure by William's care let Britain ſtand; 
Nor crad the bold invades's hand: 


PRIOR'S POEMS, 


That makes the knight companion to the king. 


From adverſe ſhores in ſafety let het hear 
Foreign calamity, and diſtzgt war; 
Of * let her, great Heaven, no portion 
| r! 
Betwixt the nations let her hold her ſcale, 
And, as ſhe wills, Jet either part prevail: 
Let her glad vallics ſmile with waving corn; 
Let fleecs flocks her rifing hilk adorn; * 
Around her coaſt Jet tirung defence be ſpread ; 
Let fair abundance on her breaſt be ſhed ; 
And 1 Iwc<ts bloom round the Goddeſo 
ö ! 


| 


XXVII. 


Where the white towers and ancient rooſs did ftacd, 
| Remains of Wolicy's or great Henry's hand, 
To age now yielding, or devour's by flame, 
Let a young Phenix raile her towcting head; 
Her wings with leagthen'd honour let her ipread; 
And by her greatnels ſhzw her builder's fut: 
Auguſt and open as the hero's mind, 
Be her capacious courts deſign'd: 
Let every ſacred pillar beat 
Troph.ics of arms, and monuments of war, 
| The king ſhall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His ſhoulder bleeding freſh ; and at bis feet 
Diſarm'd ſhall lie the threatening death 


(For to was a ing Jove's decree complete). 
| Echind, that angel ſhall be plac'd, whoſe ſhieli 
| Sav'd Europe, in the blow repell'd: 
On the firm baſis, from his cozy bed, 
Boyne ſhall raiſe his laure d head; 
And his immortal ſtream be known, 
Artfully waving through the wounded ſtone: | 
XXVIII. 
And thou, imperial Windſor, ſtand enlarg'd, 
With all the monarch's trophies charg'd : 
Thou, the fair heaven, that doſt the ftars incloſ, 
Waich William's boſom wears, or hand beſtows 
On the great champions who ſupport his thront, 
And virtues ncarcſt to his own. 


XXIX. 


Round Ormond's knee, thou ty'ſt the mill 
ſtrihg, 


From glorious camps return'd, and foreign pc, 

Bowing before thy lainted warrior's ſhrine, 

Faſt by his great forefuthei's cats, and ſhields 

Blazun'd from Bohun's or from Butler's linc, 

He hangs his arms; nor fears thole arms hou 
thine 

With an uncqual ray ; or that his deed 


With paler glory ſhould recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs, or lefſen'd by the fame 
Ev'n of his own materual Naſſau's numc. | 


XXX. 


Thou ſmiling ſeeſt great Dorlet's worth conſelt, 
The ray diſtinguiſhing the patriot's breaſt; 
Born to protect and love, to help and pleaſe; 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament ot peace. 

O! long as breath informs this flec ting frame, 
Ne'er let me pals in ſilence Dorſct's name; 
Ne'er ccale io mention the continued debt, 
Which the great patron only would torget, 
And duty, long as lifes tuft ſtudy to 44d. 


„ nee 


Rr rere 
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XXXI. 

Renovn'd in thy records ſhall Ca'zdiſh ſtand, 
Aſcrting legal power and juſt command : 
To the great hovle thy favour ſhall be ſhown, 
The father's tar tranſmiſſive to the ſon. 
From thee the Talbot's and the Seymour's race 
Inforn''d, their ſire's immortal ſteps ſhall trace. 

Happy, may their ſons receive : 
Tue bright reward, which thou alone canſt give! 


XXXII. 


And if a God theſe lucky numbers guide; 
IF ſure Apollo cer the verſe prefide ; 
Jerſey, belov's by all, (Lor all muſt feel 
The influence of a form and mind, 
Where comely grace and conſtant virtue dwell, 
Like mingled ſtreams, more forcible when join'd) 
Jerſey 4hall at thy altars ſtand ; 
Zhall there reccive the azure band, 
That faireſt mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiaz to the Villiers“ name. 
XXXIII. 


Science tc raiſe, and knowledge to enlarge, 

Be our great nuſter's future charge; 
Ts write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High ſchemes of government, and plans of wars; 
Py fair rewards our noble youth to raiſe 
To emulous merit, and to thirſt of praiſe ; 
Jo lead them out from eaſe cre opening dav n 
Through the thick foreſt aad the diſtant lawn, 
Where the ficgt fag employs their ardent care, 
And chaces give them nr2ges of war; 
To teach them vigilance by falſe alarms, 
Iaure them in ſeign'd camps to real arms , 
Practiſe them now to cuzb the turning ſteed, 
Mocking the foe ; now to his rapid ſpeed 
To give the rein, 3nd in the full career 
To draw the certaiu ſword, or ſend the pointed 


ſpezr, 
22 XXXIV. 
Let him unite his ſubjects hearts, 
Planting focieties for peaceful arts; 
Some that in nature ſhall true know edge found, 
And by experiment make precept ſound; 
Some that to morals ſhail recal the age. 
And purge from vicious droſs the ſinking ſtage; 
Some that with care true cioquence ſhall teach, 
Rnd to juſt idioms fix a doubtful ſpeech ; 
That from our writers diſtant realms may know 
The thanks we to our monarch owe ; 
And profeſs our tongue through every 
d, 
That has iavok'd his aid, or bleſt his hand. 


XXXV, 


Let his high power the drooping Muſes rear ; 
The Mvſcs only can reward his care: * 
Tis they that guard the great Atrides' ſpoils ; 
"Tis they that ſtill renew Ulyſſes? toils ; 
To them by ſmiling Jove 'twas given to fave 
Diſtinguiſh'd patriots from the common grave; 
To them, great William's glory to recal, ; 
When ſtatues moulder, and when arches fall. 
Nor let the Muſes, with ungrateful pride, 

The ſources of their treaſure hide: 

e hero's virtue does the ſtring inſpire, 


When with big joy they {irike the living In re. 


| 


| 
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On William's fame their fate depend :; 

With him the ſong begins; with him it ends. 
From the bright eflucnce of his deed 
They borrow that reflected light, 

With which the laing lamp they feed, 

Whoſe beanus dupel the dampe of envious night, 

XXXVI. 


Through various climes, and to each diſtaut pole, 

In happy wgdes let active commerce roll: 

Let Britain's ſhips export an annual fizece, 

Richer than Argos brought io ancient Greece : 

Returning I-a ſed with the ſhining ſtores, 

Which hie protuſe on either India's ſhores, 

As our high velſcls pals their watery way, 

Let all the naval wo11d duc homage pay: 

With halty reverence their top-honours lov er, 
Confefling the afſertcd power, 

To whom by Fatc *tv.as given, with happy ſu ay, 

To calm the carth, and vindicate the ſca. 


| wines 


Our prayers are heard ; our maſter's fleets ſhall 30 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow, 

New lands to make, new India's to explore, 

In world unknown to plant Biitannia's power ; 
Nations yet «41d! by precept to reclaim, 

And teach them arms au! wtz in William's narce. 


XXXV11I. 


With humble joy, and with zeſpectſul fear, 

The littemng pcople ſhall hie ſtory hear, 

The wounds he bore, the dangers he fuſtain'd, 
How far he ceigurrWd, and how well he rcign'd ; 
Shall own his m-rcy equal to his fame, 

And toem their children's accents to his name, 
loquiring how, and when, from Hcaven he 

| came. 

Their regal tyrants ſhall with bluſhes hide 


Nor bear to ſee their vaſſals ty'd; 
When William's virtues raiſe their opening thought, 
His forty years for public freedom tought, 
Europe by his hand ſuſtain'd, 
His conqueſt by his piet y reſtrain'd, 
And oer himmel the lait great triumph gain'd. ) 


XXXIX. 


| Daeir little luſis of arbitrary pride, 


No longer ſhall their wretched zeal adore 
Ideas of deftruQtive power, 

Spirits that hurt, and godheads that devour : 

New incenic they ſhall bring, new altars rife, 

And pl their tempics with a ſtranger'* prove , 

With the great father's charaQer they kad 

Vinbly ſtampt upon the hero's ming; 

And own a preſent Deity conſeſt, 

In valour that preſerv'd, and power that bleſt. 


XL. N 


Through the large ganvex of the azure fer 

(For thither Nature cafts „tft common ce) 

Fierce meteors ſhoot their arbitrary Iight , 

Ard cawets march with lav, les horror brig: . 

Theſe hear no rule, no righteous order or; ; 

Tkeit influence dreaded af their ways urn: 

Through threateu'd lande cy wild de ious 
throw, 

Tii: n dent pruver prerts 5 public wer, | 


{ 
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But the bright orb that bleſſes all above, 

The lacred fire. the rcal fon of Jove, 

Rules nut his actions by capricious will; 

Nr by ungovern* power declines to ill: 

Fix'd by jufl laws, ke goes for ever richt: 

Man knows his courte, and thence adcres his light. 


XLI. 


O Janus! would intreated Fate conſpire 
To grant what Britain's wiſhes could require; 
Abcie, that Sun ſhould ceale his way to go, 
Ere Willam ceaſe to rule, and bleſe below: 
But a relentl-ſs Deſtiny 
Urces all that e'er was born: 
Snatch“ from her arme, Britannia once muſt 
mourn 
T' e Demi-God ; the earthly half muſt die. 
Vet it our incenſe can your wrath remove; 
It human praver«s avail on minds above; 
Fxert, great God! thy intereſt in the ſky, 
Gain each kind Power, each guardian Deity ; 
That, conquer'd by the public vow, 
They bear the diſmal miſchief far away ! 
©! long as utmoſt nature may allow, 
Let them retard the threaten'd day ! 
Still be our maſter's liſe thy happy care: 
Still let his bleſſings with his years increaſe : - 
To his laborious youth, conſum'd in war, 
Add laſting age, adorn'd and crown'd with peace : 
Let twiſted olives bind thote laurels (aſt, | 
Whoſe verdure muſt for ever laſt ! 


XIII. 

Long let this growing æra bleſs his ſway ; 
And let our ſons his preſent rule obey: 
On his ſure virtue long let earth rely, 
And late let the imperial cagle fly, 
To bear the Hero through his father's ſky, 
To Leda's twins, or he trhoſe glorious ſpeed 
On foot prevail'd, or he who tam'sd the ſteed; 
To Hercules, at length abſolv'd by fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great; 
To Virgil's theme, bright Cytherea's ion, 
Sire of the Latian and the Britiſh throne : 

To all the radiant names above, 

Rever'd by men, and dear to ſove; 

Late, Janus, let the Nafſſau-ſtur 
New-born, in riſing Majeſty appear, 

To triumph over vanquiſh'd night, 

And guide the proſperous mariner 

With everlaſting beams of friendly light: 


— rr rrn——_ 


THERE 
REMEDY WORSE THAN THE DISEASE. 


SENT for Ratcliffe ; was ſo ill, 
That other Doctors gave me over: 
He felt my pulſe, preſcrib'd his pill, 
And I was likely to recover. 


But, when the wit began to wheeze, 
And wine had warm'd the Politician, 
Cur'd yeſterday of my diſeaſe, 
I dy'd laſt night of my Phyſician, 


\ 


| 
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AN ODT, 
INSCRIBED TO THE MEMORY OF 


THE HON. COLONEL GEORGE VILLIERS, 
DROWNED IN THE RIVER PIAVA, 1703. 


IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 1 OD. xxvitt. 
Te maris & tertę numeroque carentis arena 
% Mcnſorem cohibent, Archyta, & c.“ 


AY, deareſt Villiers, poor departed friend. 
(Since ficeting life thus ſuddenly n. ud end); 
Say, what did all thy buſy hopes avail, 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didſt (ail, 
Ere on thy chin the (pringing beara began 
To ſpread a doubtful down, and premiſe man 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and 
In vigour more confirm'd, and riper years, 
To wake, ere morning dawn, to loud alarms, 
And march till clole of night in heavy arms; 
To ſcorn the furmen's ſuns and winter's ſnowe, 
And _ through every clime thy county's 
des; 


That thou might'it Fortune to thy fide engage; 


That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's rage; 
And Anna's bounty crown her ſoldier's hoary 
age? 

In vain we think that ſree-will'd man has power 
To haſten or protraQt th' appointed hour. 
Our term of liſe depends not on our deed : 
Betore our birth our funcral was decreed, 
Nor awd by foreſight, nor miſled by chance, 
Imperious Death dircQts his ebon lauce; 
Peoples great Henry's tombs, and Icads up Hol- 

be dance. 

Alike muſt every flate and every age 
Suſtain the univerlal tyrant's rage: 
For neither William's power, nor Mary": charms, 
Could or repel or pacity his arms. 
Young Churchill fell, as life began to bloom; 
And Bradſord's trembling age expeQs the temb: 
Wildom and eloquence in vain would plead 
One moment's reſpite for the learned head: 
Judges of writings and of men ha e dy'd; 
Mzcenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde: 

And in their ve:jous turns the ſons muſt tread 
Thoſe gloomy journics which their fires have led. 
The ancient Sage, v ho did to long maintain 

nat bodies die, but fouls return again, 
With all the births and deaths he had in ſtore, 
Went out Pythagcras, and came no more. 
And modern Aſgyll, v hoſe capricious thought 


Is yet with ſtores of wilder notions fr; ught, 


Too ſoon convinꝰd ſhall yield that fleeting breath, 

Which play'd fo idly with the darts of death. 
Some from the ſtranded veſſel force their wavy 

Fearful of fate, they meet it in the fea : 

Some, who eſcape the fury of the wave, 

Sicken on earth, and fink into a grave : 

In journiet or at home, in war or peace, 

By hardſhips many, many tail by caſe. 

Each changing ſeulon does its poiſon bring; 

Rheums chill the winter, agues blaſt the ipring : 

Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour, 

All act ſubſervient to the tyrant's power: 
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Anf when cbr ont Naure know His ill, 
A Ar, a grape-ſtone, or a hair, can kill 
Tor tet dete Prolerpine fm ever tread. 

In paths unſeen, o'r our deveted head; 

And en the ſpacious land, and liquid main, 

Srreads flow difraie, or carts afſl ive pain: { 

Varizty of deaths conficm her ene] {© reigns 

On curſt Pia us banks the Guuders Bocd, 

Shew'd her dire warr.nt to the riſing food; 

ben what 1 long muſt love, and long mult 

mourn, 

With fatal peed was urging his retury; | 

In his dear country, to diſper c his care, 

And arm himiclt by reſt for tvrare war; 

To chide his anxiou* friends ofycious ſcar, | 

And promile to their joys his elder years : 

ob! deftin'd head ! ant! oh! fever decree! 

Nor native country thou, nor iriend, ſhalt fee 5 

Nor war haſt thou to wage; nor year to come: 

Impending death is thine, and inſtant doom. 

Hark ! the imperious Goddets is obey'd : 

Winds murmur; fnov;s deſcend; and waters 

ſpread, 

Oh! kinſman, fricnd—O!; ! vain are all the cries 

O human voice, frong Detiiny replics: 

Weep, you on cth ; tor he Fall lcep below 2 

1 hence none return, and thi- her all muſt go. 

Whoc'cr thou art, whem choice or buſineſs 
leads 

To this fad river, or the neighbourire meads; 

Ir thou may'ſt happen on the O&rcary ſt. res | 

To find the object which this veile depiorer, | 

Cirzic the pale corple with a religious hand 

From tie polluting weed and common tund ; 

Liv the dead Hero pracetui in a grave 

(he only honour he can now receive), 

And fragrant mould upon bis body throw, | 
[ 
| 

From foreign dangers and dometiic ſtiite! 

And, when th' internal judge“ Cifmal power 

From the dark urn ſhall throw thy d<!tin'd hour; 

When, yielding to the ſentence, breathleſs thou | 

And pale ſhalt lie, as what thou burieſt now 1 

My tome kind friend the pitcous obj. & fee, | 


And plant the warrior-hurel o'er his brow : 
Light lie the earth, and flouriſh green the bough. 

And _ rites perform to that wh:ch once was 
er! 


So muy juſt Heaven ſecure thy future lite 


PROLOGUE, 
SPOKEN AT COURT BEFORE THE QUEEN, 
ON HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY, 1904. | 


HINE forth, ye planets, with diflinguiſh"d | 
lizht, 
A* when ye hallow'd firſt this happy night: 
Again tranſmit your {ricndly beams to carth, 
As when Britannia J9y*d for Anna's birth. 
And thou, propitious ſtar, whoſe ſacred power 
Prefided o'er the monarchs natal hour, 


Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 


Yic!d:sg to none but Cynthia and the San; 
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With thy fair aſpe& Fill illaſtrate heaven : 
Kinily preferve v hat thon h ut greatly given: 
Thy inflvence for thy Anna we imptire : 
Proulong one lie; and Britain afks no mere, 
For viztne can co ampler power expreſs, 
Than to be great in war, and good in peace: 
For thought no higher wiſh of blik can frame, 
Tian t-, enjoy that virtue ſtill the ſame. 
Entire and ture the monarch*> rule mult prove, 
Wh» tounds her greytnels on her ſubjcQs love; 
Who docs our homage for our good require ; 
And orders that which we ſhould firſt dofire ; 
Our vanquiſh'd wille that pleaſing torce obey, 
Her gorainels takes our liberty aun. 
And haughty Britain vields to arbitrary ſway, C 
Let the young Auſtrian then her terror+ bear, 
Great as he is, her delegate in war : 
Let him in Thunder {peak to toth his Spains, 
That in theſe dreadtul iflces a wwin wa rrign) ; 
While the bright queen dote n her ſuijoAts (lower 
The gentle blefling+ of her tofter power z; 
Cives ſacred m. to a ticiout age, 
To templ:« zeal, and manner+ 1. the ſtage; 
Bids the chalte Muſe without a bluſh ane.irs 
And Wit be that vw hich Hcaven aud ſhe may hear, 
Minerva thus to Perſeus len her ſhi-ld; 
Secure of conqueſt, ſent him 1» the fich: 
The hero ated what the queen orduin'd ; 
So was his fame complcte, and Andromeda un- 
chain'd. 
Mean time, 2midſt her native templ:s ſate 
The Guiddeis, ſtudious of her Greciun's fate, 
Taught them in laws and letters to excel, 
In acting juſtly. and in writing well. 
Thus wv hi.1t ſhe did ber various pov. c diſſule, 
The world was freed from tyrants, wars, ard 
woes: 


Virtue was taught in verſe, and Athens glory 
role, 
A WS TT AK 
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MONESITUR BOILEAU DESPREAUX , 


3 
OCCASIONED BY THE VICTORY AT BLENHEIM, 


1704. 


« —Cupidum, Pater optime, vires 

* Deficiunt ; neque enim quivis harrentia pilic 

* Agmiaa, nec tractu pcreuntes Cuipite lh“ 
Hor. Sut. 1. 


INCE, hir'd for Ve, thy ſervile Muſe muſt 
fing 

Succeſhve conqueſts, and 2 2'ocions king 
Muſt ot a man immortal vauniy halt', 
And bring him Larch, whatiif cr they conft » 
What turn wilt thou empi y. what colours ly 
On the event of that ſuperior av, | 
In which one Engliſh Inv procperous hand 
(So Jove did vill; % Anna die cm nand) 
Froxe the proud column of thy matter*» praile, 
Which tixty winters had cantfer'd to rae ? 


35 


| From the loſt field a hundred ſtandards brought 

Muſt be the work ot Chance, and Fortunc's 
fault : 

Pavaria*s ſtars muſt be accus'd, which ſhone, 

"That fatal day the mighty work was done 

With rays oblique upon the Gallic fun : 

Some Demon, envying France, miſled the 
fight; 

And Mars miſtook, though Louis order'd right. 


When thy “ young Mouſe invok'd the tunefu] 

Nine, 

To fay how Louis did not paſs the Rhine; 

What work had we with Wagenheim, Arnheim, 

Places that could not be reduc'd to rhyme ! 

And. though the Poet made his laſt efforts, 

Wurts—who could mention in heroics —W urts ; 

Put, tell me, hadit thou rcaion to complain 

Of the rough triumphs ot the lait campaiga ? 

The Danube reſcued, and the Emig tav'd, 

Say, is the majelty of verſe rtv? 

And would it 7rcudice thy fofter vein, 

To ſing the princes, Louis and Evgenc ? 

I. it tov hard in happy ver. to place 

The Vans and Vandcre % the Khine and Maeſe ? 

Her warriors Auna fends from Tweed aud 
Thames, 

That France may fall by more harmonious 
naines ? 

Canſt thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear? 

Would Ingolaſby or Palmes ofrend thy car ? 

And is there not a ſound in Marlborough's name, 

Which thou and all thy brethren ought to claim, 

Sucred to verſe, aud ture oi cndlets fame? 


a 


: 


Cutts is in metre ſomething harſh te read; 
Place me the valiant Gouran in his fread : 
Let the intention make the nuniber good: 
Let generous Sylvius ſpeak for huneit Woed. 
And though rough Churchill ſcarce in verſe will 
ſtand, 
So as to have one rhyme a: his command z 
With caſc the bard, reciting Blenheim's plain, 
May cloſe the veric, remembering but the Dane. 


grant, old ſriend, old foe (for ſuch we are 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war), 
That we poetic folks, who mutt reſtraia 
Our meaſur'd tayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thoſe, 
ho let their fancy looſe in rambling proſe; 


For inſtance now, how hard is it for me 

To make my matter and my verſe agree 

In one gicat day on Hochſtet's fatal plain, 

French and Bavarians twenty thouſand Jain: 

++ Putn'd through the Danube to the ſhores of 

| Styx 

SG Sqnadrons eighteen, battalions twenty-f1x / 

* Officers captive made, and private men, 

„% Of theſe twelve knadice, of thoſe thouſands 
ten, 

„ Tents, anununttion, colors, carriage:, 

** Cannon, and kettle drums!“ —{weet numbers 
theic ! 


* 


#* Le vn, poem ir dauer * 


3 Fp. 4. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| Give us a commiſſary*: liſt in verſe ? 
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But is it thus you En. lim bards compoſe > 
With Runic lays thus tag infipid proſe ? 
And, when you ſhould your Hero's deeds re- 


heurſe, 


Why, _ ! Deſpreaux, therc's ſenſe in what * 

you lay : 

told you where my difficulty lay: 

So valt, ſo numerous, were great Blenheim's 
ſoils, 

They ſcorn the Lounds of verſe, and mock the 
Muſc's toils. 

To make the rough recital aptly chime, 

Or bring the zum of Gallia's lots to rhy me, 

Tis mighty hard: what Poet weuld cifay 

To count the ſtrearaers of my lord may or's day ? 

To number all the feveral diſhes dreſt 

By honeſt Lamb, laſt coronation feaſt > 

Or make Arnhmetic and Epic meet, 

| And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's ſtyle repeat? 


O Poet, had it been Apoll,% will, 
| That I had ſhar'd a portion of thy ſkill; 
Had this poor breaſt receiv'd the heavenly beam; 
Or could I hope my verle might reach my theme 
Yet, Evilcau, yet the labuvring Muſe ſhoulo 
tive 
Beneath ihe ſhades of Marlborough's wreaths to 
live; 
Should call aſpiring Gods to bleſs her choice, 
And to their 1avourit* ſtrains exalt their voice, 
Arms and a Qucen to fing; whe, preat and gocd, 
From e Thames to Dauube's wondering 
30 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands, 
To fave the nations from invading hands, 
To prop fair Liberty's declining cauſe, 
And fax the jarring world with equal laws. 


The queen ſhould fit in Windſor's ſacred grove, 
Attended by the Gods of War and Love : 
Both ſhould with equal zeal her ſmiles implore, 
To fix her joys, or to extend her power, 


* 


— 


Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons ſhould ap- 


ar; 
And, 7 great Anna's ſmiles diſpel their fear, 
With ative dance ſhonld her obtervance claim; 
With vocal ſhell ſhould found her happy name; 
Their malter Thames ſhould leave the neighbours, 

ing ſhore, | 

B his ſtrong anchor known, and ſilver oar ; 
Should luv his enfigns* at his fovercign's fret; 
And audicnce mild with humble grace intrcat. 


— 


To her, his dear defence, he ſhonld complain, 
That, while he bleflces her indulgent reign, 
Whillt ſurtheſt teas are by his fleets ſurvey'd, 
And on his happy bank cach India laid; 

His brcthren Maeſc, and Waal, and Rhine, and 
Saar, 

Feel the hard burthen of opprefiive war; 

That Danube ſcarce retuins his Tigliſa! courte 

Aut two rebel armies neighbouring force ; 

And all muſt weep fad captives ty er Seine, 

VoteG noch ine wd frond by NR. Ita“ duces. 
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The val iant ſovereign calls her general forth; The eagle, by the Britiſh lion's might 
Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth : Unchain'd and free, directs her upward fligle: 
She tells him, he muſt Europe's fate redeem, Nor did ſhe e er with ſtronger pin ions ſoar 


Aud by that labour merit her elteem : From Tyber's bank, thau now from Danuhe's 

She bids him wait her to the facred hall; ſhore. 

Shows him prince Edward, and the conquer'd Fir d with the thoughts which theſe idecs 
Gaul: raiſe, 

Fixing the bloody croſs upon his breaſt, And great ambition of my country's praiſe ; 

Says, he mult die, or ſuccour the diſtraſ, d; The Engliſh Muſe ſhould like the Mantuan 

Placing the Saint an emblem by his fide, riſc, 

She tells him, Virtue acm'd muſt conquer law- | Scornful of earth and clouds, ſhould reach 

leſs Pride. the ſkies, 

The Hero bows obedient, and retires : With wonder (though with envy till) purſued 
The queen's commands exalt the warrior's fires ; by human eyes. a 
His ſteps are to the ftient woods inclin'd, But we muſt change the ſtyle—juſt now I ſaid, 
The great deſign revolving in his mind; ne er was maſter of the tuneſul trade; ( 
When to his tight a heavenly form appears: Or the ſmall genius which my youth could boaſt, 
Her han a palm, her head a laurel wears. in prote and buſineſs lies extin and loſt : 

Me, ſhe begins, the faireſt child of jove, Blefs'd, i 1 may ſome younger Mule excite ; 
Below for ever ſought, and blz{s'd above; Point ou: the game, and animate the flight ; 
Me, the bright ſource of wealth, and power, | That, from Marſcilles to Calais, France may 

and ſame know, 
{Nor need | ſay, Victoria is my name); As we have conquerors, we have pnets too; 
Me the great father down to thee has ſent : And either laurel does in Britain grow; 
He bids me wait at thy diſtinguiſh'd tent, That, though among ourſelves, with too much 
To execute what Anna's wiſh would have: heat, 
Her ſulje& thou, I only am her flave. We ſometimes wrangle, when we ſhould debate 
Dare then, thou much belov'd by ſmiling Fate, | (A conſequential ill which freedom draws ; 
For Anna's ſake, and in her name be great : A bad effect, but from a noble cauſe ;) 
Go forth, and be to diſtant nations known We can with univerſal zeal advance, 
My ſuture favourite, and my darling ſon : To curb the faithleſs arrogance of France; 
| At Schellenbergh Il manifeſt ſuſtain Nor ever ſhall Britannia's ſuns refuſe 
Thy glorious cauſc; and ſpread my wings | To anſwer to thy Maſter or thy Muſe ; 
again, | Nor want juſt ſubject ſor victorious ſtrains, 
Conſpicuous o'er thy helm, in Blenheim's plain. While Marlborough's arm eternal laurels gains; 
The goddeſs ſaid, nor would admit reply ; And where old Speuſl.r ſung, a new Eliza | 
But cut the liquid air, and gain'd the ſky. reigns. = 


His high commiſhon is through Britain known, 
And thronging armies to his ſtandard run ; 
He marches thoughtful, and he ſpecdy fails : 
{Bleſs him, ye ſcas! and proſper him, ye galcs |) 


7 f CPON THIS PASSAGE IN THE SCALIGERIANA! 

Belgia receives him welcome to her ſhores; 

And nay death with leſſen' d grief de- 4 1..4 Allemans ne ce ſoucient pas quel Vin ils 
Plores: « boiyent pourveu que ce ſoit Vin ni que La- 

His preſence only mult retrieve that loſs ; ny get = ranch, wrt e 


« tin ils parient c ce ſoit Latin.“ 
Marlborough to her muſt be what William was. R * 


So when great Atlas, from theſe low abodes HEN you with High-Dutch Heeren dine 
Recall'd, was gathered to his kindred gods; WW Exped ſalſe 32 ſtumm'd wine: 5 


Alcides, reſpited by prudent Fate, They never taſte, who always drink ; 
Suſtain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight. They alwa,s talk, who never think. 
Secret and twift bchuld the Chief advance ; ER | | 
Sees half the empire join'd and friend to France: 
The Britiſh general dooms the fight ; his ſword 
Dreadful he draws ; the captains wait the word. Wa 
Anne and St Gorge the charging hero cries : wn 
Skrill echo from the neighbouring wood replies | CHILD OF QUALITY, 
Anne and St. George — At that auſpicious fign 
The ſtandards move; the adverſe armies join. 
Of eight great hours, Time meaſures out the 


ſands ; | 


FIVE YEARS OLD, 1704. 
| THE AUTHOR THEN FORTY, 


| I. 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance ſtands: ORDS, knights, and *ſquires, the nume- 
The niuth, Victoria comes: ——o0'cr Marlbo- | Þ rous bands ; 


rough's head That wear the fair Miſs Mary's ſctters, 
Coufeſs'd the fits; the hoſtile troops recede : Were ſummon'd by her kigh command, 


Trammyirs hc Goddeſs, from her pronule freed. ] To ſhow their paſſions by their letter. 
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IT. 
My pen amonyſl the reſt 1 took, 
Leſt theſe bright eyes that cannot read 
Should dart their kindling fires, and louk 
The power they have to be obey d. 


Nor quality, nor reputation, 
For bid me yet my flame to tell; 
Dear five years old befriends my paſſion, 
And I may w:ite till the can ipell. 


For, while ſhe makes her ſilk-worms beds 
With all the tender things 1 ſwear ; 
Whilſt all the houle my poſſien reads, 
In papers rouud her baby's hair; 


She may re eive and own my flame, 


For, though the ſtricteſt prudes ſhould know 


It, 
She Il paſs ſor a molt virtuous dame, 
And I for an 8 29D 


Then too, alas! when ſhe ſhall tear 

Ihe lines ſome younger rival ſcuds; 
She'll give me leave to wiite, I fear, 

And we ſhall ſtill continue friends. 

VII. 

For, as our different ages move, 

'Tis ſo ordaind, would Fate but mend it !) 
That 1 ſhall he paſt making love, 

When ſhe begins to comprehend it. 


PARTIAL FAME. 


I. 
HE ſturdy Man, if he in love obtains, 
* In open pomp and triumph reigns : 
e ſubtile Woman, if ſhe ſhould ſucceed, 
Diſowns the honour of 71 deed. 
IL. 
Though He, for all his boaſt, is forc'd to yield, 
Though She can always keep the ticld ; 
He vaunts his conqueſts, ſhe conceals her ſhame ; 


How partial is the voice of Fame ! 
— — 


FOR THE PLAN OF A FOUNTAIN, 
ON WHICH ARE 
The Effigies of the Quezx on a Triumphal Arch; 


The Figure of the Dux of MaziBokouGu be- 
ncath ; and 


The chief Rivers of the World round the whole 
Work. 


FE active ſtreams, where'er your waters flow, 
Let diſtant climes and fartheſt nations 
know 


_—_—— 
”" 


| 
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. Thames and Danube have been 

taught, 

hoc A commanded, and how Marlborough 
fought, 


Quocunque zterno properatis, flumina, lapſu, 
Di viſis late terris, 5opulitque remeatis, 
Dicite, nam vobis Tameſis narravit & Iſter, 


r 


Ar nus. 


— — 
— 


THE CAMELEON, 


S the Camelepn, who is known 

To have uo cclours of his own ; 
Vut borro».s from his neighbour 's hue 
His white or black, his green or b:u: 3 
And ſtruts as much in ready light, 
Which credit gives kim upon tight, 
As if the rai bow were in tail 
Settled on him and his keirs male; 
So the young *ſquire, when firit he comes 
From couniry {chool to Will's or Tom's, 
And cqually, in truth, is fit 
To be a ſtateſman, or a wit; 


He ſaunters wildiy up and down, 


Without one notion of his own, 


Ti ſome acquaintance, good or bad, 


Takes notice of a fiaring lad, 

Admits him in among the gang ; 

They jeſt, reply, diſpute, harangue: 

He acts and talks, as thcy befriend him, 

Smear'd with the colours which they lend him, 
Thus, mcrely as his fortuue chances, 

Iis merit or his vice advanccs. 

If haply he the ſect purſues, 

That read and comment upon news; 


| He takes up their myſterious face; 


He drinks his coffee without lace ;; 

{his week his mimic tengue runs o'er 
hat they have ſaid the week before ; 

His wiſdom fſcts all Europe right, 

And teaches Marlborough when to fight. 

Or iſ it be his ſate to meet 

With ſolks who have more wcalth than wit; 

He loves cheap port, and double bub; 

And ſettles in the Hum-drum club: 

He learns how ſtocks will fall or riſe; 

Holds poverty the greateſt vice; 

Thinks wit the bane of onverſation; 

And ſays that learning ſpoils a nation. 

But if, at firſt, he minds his hits, 

And drinks champaigy among the wits 5 

Five deep he toaſts the towering laſſes; 

Repeats you verſes wrote on glaſſes ; 

Is in the chair; preſcribes the law 

And lies with thoſe he never law. 


"> 


MERRY ANDREW. 
LY Merry Andrew, the laſt Southwark 


fair 
(At Barthol'mew he did not much appear, 
So pecvill was the edict of me miyer) ; 
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At Southwark, therefore, as his tricks he 
W . 
To 3 and his friends the crowd; 
A huge neat's-tongue he in his right- hard held, 
His left was with a goo] black-pudding fili d. 
With a grave look, in this odd equipage, | 
The clowniſh mimic traverſes the ſtagc. 
Why how now, Andrew ! cries his brother droll ; 
To-day's conceit, methinks, is ſomething dull: 
Come on, fir, to our worthy friends explain, 
What does your emblematic worſhip mean ? 
Ovoth Andrew, Heneſt Engliſh let us ſpeak: } 
Your 8 d' ye call t) is” heathen 
+ Greet. 

To tongue or pudding thou haſt no pretence : 
Learning thy talenc is, but mine is ſenſc. 
That buiy fool I was, which thou art now ; 
Deſirous to correct, net 2 how ; 
With » od defign ittle wit, 
— ban things, as | rhought fit. 
J for this conduct had what | geſervd ; 
And, dealing honeſtly, was almot ſtarv'd. 
But, thanks to my indvlgen: ſtars, I cat; 
Since | have found the ſecret to be great. | 
O, deareſt Andrew, ſays the humble droll, 
Henceſorth may | obey, and thou control; | 
Provided thou impart thy uſeſul {kili. - 
Bow then, ſays Andrew; and, for orca, Iwill. 
Be of your patron's mind, whate'er be fays; | 
Sleep very much; think little; and talk leſs ; 
Mind neither good ner bad, nor right nor 

— wrong; g wy 
But eat your pudding, flave ; and held your 
- tongue. 

A rexerend prelate ſtopt his coach and fix, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew s-rricks. 
Nut, when he heard him give this golden rule, 
Drive on he cried) ; this ſellow is ng fol. 


"— 


| 


A SIMILE. | 


5 gm Thomas, didſt thou never pop 
Thy head into a tinman's ſhop ? * 
There, Thomas, didſt thou never ſce 
('Tis but by way of ſimile) 
A ſquirrel ſpend his little rage, 
In jumping round a rolling cage ; 
The cage, as either fide turn'd up, 
Striking a ring of bells at top ? | 

Mov'din the orb, pleas'd with the chimes, 
Tae fooliſh creature thinks he climbs ; 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with thoſe merry blades, | 
That friſk it under Pindus' ſhades. 
In noble ſong, and lofty odes, 
They tread on ſtars, and talk with gods ; 
Stull dancing in an airy round, — 
Stil] pleas'd with their own verſes” ſo1nd ; 
Brought back, how faſt ſoc er they go, 
Always aſpiring, always low. 

Vol. IV . 


—_—— 


* 
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THE FLIES. 


18 fire of inſe &a, wighty fol, 
| (4 fly upon the chariot pole 


| Cries out) what blue bottle alive 


Did ever with ſuch ſury drive ? 
Tell, Beelzebub, great father, tell. 
(Says t other, perch d upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Raiſe ſuch a cloud of duſt az 1 ? 
My judgment turn'd the whole debate: 
My valour fav'd the ſinking ſtate. 
So talk two idle buzzing things; 


| To's up their heads, aud ſtretch their wings, 


But, let the truth to liglit be brought. 
"This neither ſpoke, not t other fought ; 
No merit in their own behaviour: 


Both rais'd, but by their party's favour. 


A PAkAPHRASE FROM TH 
FRENCH. . 
N prey-l.air'd Celia's wither'd arms 
As mighty Lewis lay, J 
She cry'd, „ If 1 lave any charias 
My deureſt, let's away! ? 
For you, rey love, is all my fear, 
Hark kow the drums do rattle; 
Alas, ſir! what ſhould you do here 
In dreadful day of battle? 
Let little Orange ſtay and ſight, 
For danger's his diverſion ; 
The wiſe will think you in the right, 
Not to 2xpoſe your perſon ; 


| Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 


The ruins of your glory; 
You ouglit to leave ſo mean a care 
To thoſe who pen your ſtory. 
Are nut Boilean and Cotneilic paid 
For panegyrick writing? 
They know how heroes may be made, 
Without the help of fighung. 
Whcti foes too ſaucily approach, 
"Tis beſt to leave them fairly; 
Put fix good horics in your coach, 
And carry me to Marly. 
Let Bouflers, to ſecure your ſame, 
Go take ſome town, or buy it, 
Whilit you, great fir, at Noſtre-dame, 
1c Deum ling in quiet!“ 0 


* 


FROM THE GREEK. 
REAT Bacchus, born in thunder and in 


fire, 
Br native heat aſſerts his dreadful fire, 
Nouriſh d near ſhady rills and cooling ſtre. una, 
He to the nymphs avows his amorous flames, * = 
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To all the brethren et the Bell and Vine, 


"1 he moral ſays; mix water with your wine- 


EPIGRAM, 
RANK carves very ill, yet will palm all the 


meats ; 


H- cats mote than fix, and drinks more than he 


cats. 
Four pipes after dinner be conſtantly ſmokes ; 
Aud ſeaſons his whiffs with impertinent jokes. 
Yet ſighing, he ſays, we mult certainly break; 
And my cruel unkindneſs compels him tgſpeak ; 
For of late 1 invite him, but four times a veck. 


ANOTHER. 


O John Low d great obligation 
But John unhappily thought fit 
To publiſh it to all the nation: 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 


ANOTHER. 
S, eve y poet is a ſool, 


\ By demonſtration Ned can ſhow it. 
apPy, could Ned's inverted rule 
Proye every fool to be a poet. 


ANOTEER. 


HY nage, the lcane? things alive! 
So very hard thou lov'ſt to drive; 
heard thy enxious ceachman tay, 


It colt thee more in whips than hay. 


TO A TERSON WHO WROTE ILL, AND E5T@KE 
WORSE AGAINST XE. 


11* Philo, untouch d, on my peaceable 
ſnelſ; 


Nor take it amiſs, that ſo little 1 heed thee; 
I've no envy to thee, and ſome love to myſelf; 
Then why ſhould 1 anſwer ; fince ſirit I muſt 
read ebe? 
Drunk with Hclicen's waters and dcuble-brew'd 
g bub, 
Be a linguiſt, a poet, a critic, a wag; 

To the ſol.d delight of thy well judging club, 
To the damage alone of thy bookſeller Brag. 
Purſue me wa ſatiice ; what harm is there 

in't! 
But from all vive were reflection ſorbear ; 


| 
There can be no danger from what thou ſhalt 


pi int; | 
There may be a little ſrom what thou may ſt 
{wear. 


PRIOR'S porus. 


ON THE SAME PERSON. 

— than his coſtive brain is. 
ca, 

Philo's quick hand in lowing letters writes; 

His caſe appcars to me like honeſt Teagae's, 

| When he was run away with by his legs. 

Phabns, give Philo o'er himſcl{ command; 

Quicken his ſenſ-s, or reſtrain his hand; 

Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink; 

qu and learn to think, 


* QUID $IT FUTURUM CRAS FUGE cur. 


OR what to-morrow ſhall diſcloſe 

May ſpoil what you eo night propoſe ; 
England may change; or Cloc ftray ; . 
Love and life are for to-day. 


| —_— 
A EALLAD 


OF THE 
NOTBROWNE MAYDE. 


| IFritten three bundred years finge.* 


A. 
E it ryght, or wrong, theſe men among on 
women do complayae ; 
Affyrmynge this, how that it is a labour ſpent in 
vayne, | 
To love them wele ; for never a dele they love a 
man agayne : 
For late a man do what he can, theyr favor ts 


| attayne, 
Yet, yf a newe do them purſue, theyr fyrſt rue 
[| lover than 
Laboureth for nonght ; for from her thoughthe 
| | is — banyſhed 1 
I fay nat, nay, but that all day it is bothe writ an 
ſayd, 
That womens fayth is, as who ſayth, all utter) 
decayed ; f 
But, nevertheleſſe, ryglit good wytneſſe in this 
caſe miꝑlit be layed, 


That they love true, and continde; recorde the 
notbrov/ne may de; 

Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her 
to make his mone, 


Wolde nat depart: ſor in her hart ſhe loved but 


' hym alone. 
| * A. 
Than betwayne us late us dyſcus what was all the 
man re 


Betwayue them two; we wyll alſo tell all the 
payne, and fere, 

hat ſhe was in; nowe I begyn, ſo that ye wg 
anſwere ; | 


80 Prior —Firſt printed about 1521, ſays Cop#e 
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Wherfore, all ye, that preſcnt be, I pray you Shall it agvarta ſayd, the notbrowne mayd was 


yve an ere; to her love unkynde : 
. + ay 1 come by nyght, as ſecret as1 | | Mile you rely; for ſo am I, although it were 
«70ne ; 
Sayinge, . thus ſtandeth the caſe, I am a ba- For, in my m-nde, of all mankynde 1 love but 
ny ſhed man. | * alone. 
. A. 
And I yonr wyll for to ulfyll in this wyll nat re- Yer 1 you rede to take good hede what men wyll 
fuſe ; | thynke aud fay : 
Truſtynge to ſhewe in wordes fewe, that men | Of yonge and olde it ſhall be tolde, that y. be 
have an yll uſe gone away : 
(To theyr own ſhame) women to blame, and | Your wanton wy!l for to ſulſul, in grene wile 
eaulelefle them accule . you to pliy ; 
Therſore to you 1 anſwere wowe, all women to | And that ye myght from your delyght no In zer 
excuſe ; make delay: 
Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere ? I | Rather than ye ſholde thus ſor me be cade l an 
pray you, tell none, | yil woman 
For, in ny mynde, of all maukynde I love but | Yet wolde 1 to the grene wode go, «lone, a ha- 
you alouc. ny ſhed man. 
A. 
It ſtandeth ſo; a dede is do, whereof grete harme Though it be ſonge of olde and yonze, that 1 
ſha'l rrowe ; ſhol.!- be to blame, 
My deſtiny | is for to dy a ſhamefull deth, I | Theyrs be the charge that ſpcke ſo large in hur- 
trowe ; tynge of my name: 
Or clles to fle. the one muſt be; none other For 1 wyll prove, that fay:hfu'l love it is devoyd 
way I knowe, | of ſhame z 
But to withdrawe as an outlawe, and take me to | In your dy ltrefſ:, and hevyneſſe, to part wyth 
my bowe. you, the ſame ; 
Wherſorc, adus. my owne hart true! none other | To ſhewe all t o that do nat ſo, true lovers are 
rede I cau; they none; 
For I muſt to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but 
nyfacd man. you alone. 
B. A. 
O Lorde, what is this worldys blyſſe, that 1 counceyle you, remember howe it is no may- 
chaungeti as the mone ! | dens lawe, 
The ſom: r. day in Ilulty May is derked before | Nothynge to dout, but to rcane out to wode with 
h the nous. an out a we: 
gere you ſay, farewell ; Nay, uay, we depart | For ye mult there in your hand bere a bowe, recy 
not fo lone: to cr Wwe 3 
What ſay ye ju? wheder wyll ye go? alas, what | And, as a theſ:, thus muſt you lyve, ever in 
have ye done? drede and zwe; 
Ali my wellare to ſorowe and care ſholde chaunge Wherby to you grete e har me wyghi growe: yet 
yt ye wers gone; lad U lever ths: 25 
For, in my mynde, af all mankynde 1 love bet That 1 Lad to the grenz wode go, alone, a ba- 
you alone. n fed man. . 
A. Z. 
I can bcleve, it ſhall you greve, and ſomwhat ! ſay er, ray, but as ye ſar, it is no ma dens 
yeu dyſtrayne: lore ; 


But, afty rwarde, your paznes harde within a | Dut love may make me, lor your ſake, as | have 
day or wayne * 70 before, 
Shall ſoac aſlake; and ye ſhall take comfort to | To come on fute, to hunt, and ſaote, to get us 


you avavne. metz in te; 
Why fhulde ve ought ? for, to make thonght, | For ſo that I your company may have, | ac no 
your labour were in vayre. more: 


And thus 1 do; and pray yuu zo, as hartely as 1 From which to part, it maketh my hart as colde 


can; as ony ſtone ; 
Fer I muſt to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- | For, in my mynde, of al! mankynde I love but 
un med man, you alone. 
B. | A. 


Now, ſ»th that ve have ſkewed to me the ſecret | For an outlawe, this is the lawe, that men h:m 


of your my ade, take and bynde; 


1 Nall be playne to you agayne, lyke as ye ſhall | ithout pyte, hanged to be, and waver with the 
m iynde: wynde. 
yr 32 bg hat ye w! go, I wolle net leve be- 
rde; 
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Yi Ihad neede, (as Cod forbede !) what ſocours 
coude ye fynde ? 

For ſothe I trowe, ye and your bowe for ſere 
wolde 6rawe behynde: 

And no mervayle ; for lytell avayle were in your 
counceyle than : 

Wherfore I' to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- 

nyſned man. 


Right wele knowe ye, that women be but ſcble 
for to ſypht ; 

Ne womatihede it is, indede, to be bolde as a 
knygh: : 

Yet, in ſuch Fre 
day and night, 

1 wolde withſtande, with bowe in hande, to 
helpe you with my myght, 

And ycuto ſave ; as women have from deth ma- 
ny a one; 


For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 1 love but 
vou alone. 
A. 


Vet take good hede ; for ever 1 drede that ye 
coude nat ſuſtayne | 

The thornie wayes, the depe valeies, the ſnowe, 
the froſt, the rayne, 

1 he colde, the hete ; for, dry, or wete, we muſt 
lodge on the playne : 

And, us above, none other roſe but a brake, 
buſh, or twayne : 

Which ſone ſholde greve you, 1 beleve; and ye 

2 Rue than 5 

to t grene wode ” alone, 4 


B. 
Syth I have here been partynere with you of joy 
and blyſſe, 
I mult alſo parte of your woe endure, as reſon is: 
Yet am I ſure of one pleſure ; and ſhortely it is this, 
That, where Fc be, me ſemeth, par de, coude 
not fare amyſſe 
Without more ſpeche. } you beſeche that we 
were ſhortely gone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but 
alone, 


you 
A. | 

If ye goo thyder, ye muſt confider,—whan y 
have luſt to dyne, 

There ſhall no metc, be ſor to gete, neyther bere, 
ale, ne wine; 

Ne ſhetes clene to lye betwene, maden of threde 
and twyne ; 

None other houſe, but leves and bowes, to cover 
your hed and myne : 

O myne hart ſwete. this evyll dyẽte ſholde make 

you pale and wan ; | 

Wherfore I'll to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- 

nyſhed man. 


that ye were with enemyes 


Amonye the wylde dere, ſuch an archère as men 
lay that ye be, 

May ye nat fayle of good vitayle, where is ſo 
grete piente ; 

And water clere of the ryvcre ſhall be full ſwete 


to mc; 


| 


| 
| 


| 
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With which in hele I ſhall ryght wele endure, 2 


ye ſhall ſee ; | 
And, or we go, a bedde or two 1 can provyde 
anone : 
For, in my mynde, of all mankyndel love but 
| you alone. : 
" TROP 
Lo yet, before, ye muſt do more, yf ye wyll go 
with me ; 
As cut your here above ere, 
Sore ho fan: Ye OY OY 
With bowe in hande, for to withſtande your 
enemyes, yſ nede be: 


And, this ſame nyght, beſore day-lyght, to wode. 
warde wyll 1 fle. 

If that ye wyll all this fulfill, do it ſhortly a; ye 
can; 

Els wyll 1 to the grene wede ge, alone, 4 ba- 

nyſhed mau. | 


I ſhall as nowe do more for you than longeth to 
womanhede ; 

To ſhorte my here, a bow to bere, te tote in 
tyme of nede ;— 

O my ſwete mother, before all other for you 1 
have moſt drede : 

But nowe, adus ' I muſt enſue where freune 
doth me lede.— 

All this make ye: nowe let us fle; the day com- 
eth faſt wpon ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I low but 
you a 

. A. 

Nay, nay, nat ſo ; ye ſhal nat go, and I ſhal tell 

you why,— 


Your appetyſht is to be lyght of love, I vele 
elpy : 
For, * ye have ſaycd to me, in lyke vyſe 


hardely 

Ye wolde auſwere, whoſoever it were, in wayof 
company. | 

It is ſayd of olde,—ſene hote, ſone colde ; apd> 
is a Woman : 

For 1 muſt to the grene wode go, alone, a ba 
nyſhed man. 

Yf ye take hede, it is no nede ſuch wordes to 
ſay by me; 

For oft ye prayed, and longe aſſayed, or I you 
loved, parde : | 

And though that 1 of aunceſtry a barons daugh- 
ter be, 

Yet have you proved howe I you loved, a ſquyer 
of lowe degre ; 

And ever ſhall, whatſo befall ; to dy therefore 
anone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 1 love but 
you alone. 

A. 

A barons chylde to be begylde ! it were a curſed 
dede : : 

To be felawe with an outlawe ! Almighty God 
forbede ! 


| 


Yea, beter were, the pore ſquyere alone to ſore 


jede, 
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Than ye ſholde ſay another day, that by that 
curſed dede 

Ye were betraved : wherſore, good mayd, the 
beſt rede that I can, 

1s, that I to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- 
ny 


ſacd man. 


| 


| 


Whatever befall, I never ſhall of this thyng you | 
upbrayd : 

But yf ye go, and leve me ſo, than have ye me 

betrayed. | 

Remember you wele howe that ye dele ; for, yf 
ye be as ye fayd, 

Ye were unkynde, to leve behynde, your love, 
the nothrowne mayd. 


Truſt me truly, that 1 ſhall dy ſone after ye be 
gone 3 
my mynde, of all mankynde I love but 


For, in 
ou 1 
A. 
I chu ye went, ye ſholde repent: for in the 
ſoreſt nowe | 


1 have pur vayed me of a mayd, whom I love 
mere than you ; 

Another fayrere than ever ye were, I dare it 
welc avowe ; 

And of you bothe eche ſholde be wrothe with 
other, as I trowe : | 

It were myne eſe, to lyve in peſe; fo wyll I, yf 
I can ; 

Whetfore I to the wode wyll go, alone, a ba- 
nyſhed man. 


Thoigh in the wode I undyrſtode ye had a pa- 
ramour, 

All this may nought remove my thought, but 
that 1 will be your : | 

Ani ſhe ſhall fynde me ſoſt, and kynde, and 

Cad to fulfyll all that ſhe wyll commaunde me, 


courteys every hour ; : 
to my power : 


Br had he, lo, an hundred mo, yet wolde I be 


one ; 


3 | 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but 
alone. 


you 
A. 
Myne own dere love, I ſc the prove that ye be 


kynde, and true ; 

Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe, the beſt that 
ever | knewe. 

Be merry and glad, be no more ſad, the caſe is 
chaunged newe ; 

For it were ruthe, that, for your truthe, ye 
ſholde have cauſe to rewe : 

Be nat diſmayed ; whatſocver I ſayd to you, 
whan | b gan, 

I wyll not to the grene wode go, I am no ba- 
nyſhed man. 

B. 


Theſe tydings be more gladder to me than to be 
made a quene, b 
If i were ſure they ſuolde endure ; but it is 


| 


565 


| Whan men wyll breke promyfe, they ſp ke the 


wordes on the ſpleue: 


ſhape ſome wyle, me to begyle, and Rele 
me | wene : 


Than were the caſe worſe than it was, and I 
more wo-begone ; 
mankynde 1 love but 


Ye 


For, in my mynde, 'of all 
you alone; 
A. 


Ye ſhall nat nede further to drede; 1 will not 
dyſparage | 

You, (God deſende !) ſyth you deſcend. of ſo 
grete a lynage. 

Nowe underſtande,—to Weſtmarlande, which is 

myyne herytage, 

| wyll you bringe; and with a rynge, by way of 

maryage 2 


[ wyll you take, and Ldy make, as ſhortely as 1 


can ; 
Thus have ye won an erlys ſon, and not a ba- 
nyſhed man. = 


Here may ye ſe, that women be, in love, mcke, 
kynde, and ſtable : | 

Late never man reprove them than 

But, rather, pray God, that we may to them be 
comfortable, 

Which ſometyme proved ſuch as he loved, yf£ 
they be charytable. 

Forſoth, men wolde that women ſholde be meke 
to them ech one; 

Moche more ought they to God obey, and ſerve 
but lym alone. 


HENRY AND EMMA. 
A POEM, 


UPON THE MODEL OF THE NUT-BROWN MAID. 


TO CLOE. 
HOU, to whoſe eyes I bend, at whoſe com- 


mand 
(Though low my voice, though arcl:\fs be my 
hand) 
I take the ſprightly reed, and ſing. and play: 
Cat eleſs of what the cenſuring world may [:y ; 
Bright Cloe, object of my couſtant vow, 
Wilt thou awhile unbend thy ſerious brow ? 


Wilt thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's ſtrams, 


Aud with one heavenly ſmilc o'crpay his pains ? 

No lonyer ſhall the Nut-brown Maid be old ; 

Though ſince her youth three hundred years 
have roll'd: 

At thy deſire, ſhe ſhall again berais'd; 

And her reviving charms in laſting verſe be 
prais'd. a ö 

No longer man of woman ſhali complain, 
That he may love, and not be lov'd again : 
That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, 


olten ſene, a 


| Who change the conſtant lover ſor the new. 
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Whatever bes been writ, whatever ſaid, 

O! female raffon frign'd, or faith decay'd; 

Hencefort), ſhall in my vert refuted fand, 

Be talc to winds, or writ upon the ſand. 

And, while my notes to ſuture times proclaim 

Uncerquer'd love d ever- during flame: 

O fai ct of the fox ! be hou my Muſe ; f 

Dein on my work rhy 1:fivence to diſſuſe. 

Let me partake the bl. Iivgs I rcheerſe, 

And grant me, Love, the juſt reward of verſe ' 
As Bcavty's pot«rt que n, witl. EVULY grace 

That once was Firma's. has adorn'd tliy face; 

And asher ſun has to my buſem dealt 

Th t conſtant flame, which faithful Henry ſclt : 

O let the Rory with thy life agree; 

Let men orce more the bright example ſee 

What Emma was to him, bc thou to me. 

Nor fend me by thy trown: ſrem her 1 love, 

Diltant and ſad, 2 baniſh'd man to rove. 

But oh ! with pity long- intrrat d crown 

My pains and hopes; and, when thou ſay'ſt 

thet one 
Of all mankiud thou lov'ſt, ob! think on me 
alone. 


A beauteous Iſis and her huſband 
ae 
With mingled waves for ever flow the ſame, 
In times uf yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 
Great gifts beſtow'd, and great reſpe&t re- 
ceiv'd. 
When dreadful Edward with ſucceſsful care 
Led his free Britun1s to the Gallic war; 
This lord had headed his appo ntcd bands, 
In firm allegiance to his kirg's commands 
And (all duc honours faithfully diichary'd) 
Hud brought back his paternal coat cularg'd 
With a new mark, the witneis of his toil, 
And no inglorious part of foreign ſpoil, 
From the loud camp rctir'd and noiſy court, 
In honourable eaſe and rural ſport, 
The remnant of his days he ſalcly paſt ; 
Nor found they lugg'd too flow, nor flew too 
fait; 
He made his wiſh with his eſtate comply, 
Joy ſul to live, yet not afraid to die. 
One child he had, a daughter chaſte and fair, 
His age's comfort, and his fortune s heir. 
They call'd her Emma; for the brauteous dame, 
Who gave the Virgin birth, had borne tie 
name : 
The name th” indulgent father doubly lov'd ; 
Fer in the child the mother s charms improv'd. 
Yet as, when little round his kners the play'd, 
He call'd her oft' in ſport his Nut-brown AT. id, 
The ſricuds and tenants took the ſendling word 
(As {till they pleaſe, who imitate their lord); 
Uſage confirm d what lancy had begun; 
The mutual terms around the lands were 
known : 
And En ma and the Nut-brown Maid were 
one. 
As with her ſtature, ſtill her charms m- 
creas d,; 


Through all the iſle her beauty was conſeſs'd, 


on 
«+ 


| 


| Fids her dechinue the hill 
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Oh! what perſeRions muſt that Vir»ir 
Who fair!) is eCccm'd, where alli are fair 1 
From diſtant ſhires repair the noble youth, 
And find report for once had leſſen d truth. 


ny wonder firſt, and then by paſſion mov'd, 


They came; they ſaw ; they marvel d ; and they 
lov'd. 

By public praiſes, and by ſecret gha, 

Fach own'd the geber power of Emma's eyes 

In tilts and tournaments the valiant ſtrove 

By glorious deeds to prrchaſe Emma's love. 

In gentle verſe the witty told their flame. 

Ani grac'd theu c oiceſt ſongs with Emma's 
name 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ : 

Uſeleſs tl eir ftrergrh, and impotent their wit, 

Great Venus only muſt dirt the dart, 

Which elſe will never reach the fair-c2e's 
heart, 

Spite of th' attempts of force, and ſoft eſccts 
of art. | 

Great Verus mutt prefer the happy one: 

In Henry $ cauſ. her favour mutt be ſnovn : 

And —_— ol mankiud, muit love but bim 
Alone. 

While the ie in public to the caſtic came, 

Aud by their grandeur ju'lifce their famg 
Nore \2crot ways the careful Henry takes: 
ibs ſqu:rcs, his arms, and equipage ſorſales: 
In h. rrow'd name and falſe attire array'd 
Oft* he linds means to ſge the beuuteous mid. 
Whcn Emma hunis, in huutſmau's habit 
dreſt, 
Henry on foot purſues the houading beaſt. 
In bis right haud his beccheu pole he bear: 
Aud graceful! at his fide his horn he wears. 
Still to the lade, where the has bene her we, 
Wirb knowing ſk1 l he drives the future prey 
and ſhun the brake: 
And ſhews the path her feed may ſafeſt rake 
Directs her ſpear to fix the glorous wound : 
Pleas'd in his coils to have her triumph crown da 
And Lows her praiſes in 20 common found _ 

A ialconer Iicur; is when Emma hawks ; 
With her of tarſe}s and ef lures lie tallts. 
Upon his wriſt the towering merlin ſtands, 
Practis'd to riſe, a-d loop at her commands. 
And when lupcricr how the bird bas Nown, 
Aud headlong brought the tumbling quarz 

down; 
With humble rever nce hie accoſis the fair, 
And with the hunour'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet ſtil, as from the 1purtive field ſhe goes, 
His down=calt cyc reveals his inward wors; 
And by his look ard torrow is exprett, 
A nobier game purtucd than bird or beat, 

A ſhepie.d now along the plain he roves ? 
And, with bis jull: pipe, deliglits the groves: 
The neiglibouring ſwains zround the range 

throi g, 
Or ta adniite, or emulate his ſaug: 
While with foſr ſorrow he reut us His Jays, 
Nor heedtu! of their envy, nor their praiſe, 
But, ſoon as Emma s eyes aGorn the plain, 
Eis notes hr raiſes to a ucbler ftrain. 
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With dntifu! reſy- & and ſtudinus fear ; 1 
Leſt any carelets found oftend hor car. 
A frantic Gipty now, the houſe he haunts, 
And in wild pkratcs ſpe as diſſembled wants. 
With the ſon& maid, in pulmittry he deals: 
They tell the ſecret flirt, which he reveals; 
Savs who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd ; 
What groom mall get, and ſquire maintain tac 
child. 2 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune 
know, 
A ſofter look unbends his opening brow ; 
With trembling awe he gazes on her cye, 
And in ſoft accents forms the kind reply; 
That ſhe ſha!! prove as fortunate as fair; 
And Hymen's choicelt gifts are all referv'd for 
her. 
Now oft! had Henry chang'd his fly diſ- 
uiſe, 
Unmark'd by all but beanteous Emma's eyes: 
Oft' had found means alone to ſee the dame, 
And zi ber fect to breathe his amorous flame; 
And oit' the pangs of abſence to remove 
Ny letters, ſoſt iuterpreters of love: 
Till Tine and luduſtty (the mighty two 
That lr ing our wiſhes nearer to our view) 
Made him perceive, that the inclining fair | 
Rectir d his vows with no reluctant car; 
Trat Venus had coufi md her equal reign, 
And dealt to Enima's bart a ſhare of Heury's 
paiu. : 
Wille Cunid ſail'd, by kind occaſion bleſc'd, 
And. with the ſecret kept, the long increas'd ; 
The amorous youth frequents the Hl-nt groves ; 
And much he meditates for much he loves. 
He loves, tis true; and is belov d again : 
Great are his joys; but will they long re- 
main ? 
Erma with ſmiles receives his preſent flame; 
But, ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame ? 
Beautify] looks are rul'd by fick'e minds ; 
And ſummer ſeas are turu d by ſudden winds. 
Another Love may gain her caly youth: _ 
Dime changes thuvght ; and flattery conquers 
truth. 
O impotent eftate of human life 
Where Hope and Fear maintain eternal ſtrife; 
Where fleeting joy does laſtiug doubt inſpire; 
And woſt we queition, what we molt deſire! 
Among thy various gifts, great Heaven, be- 
tow 
Our eup of Love unmix'd; forbe er to throw 
Bitter ingredients in; nor pall the draught 
Wich nauſcous grief: ſor our ill- juugiug thought 
Hardly enjoys the plc:furab le raſtc ; 
Or deems it not ſincere ; or fears it cannot laſt 
With wiſh:s rai»'d, with jealoafi-s oppreft, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breatt ) 
By one great trial he reſolves to prove 
Th: faith of woman, an the force of love. 
If ſcanning Emma's virtues he may find 
That beauteous frame incloſe à fteady mind, 
He'll fix his hope, of ſuture joy ſecu'e; 


—— 
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But if the fair-one, as he fr., is frei! ; 
If. pois'd aright in Renfow « equ141 ſcale, 
Light fly her merit, and her fults prevail; 
His mind he vows to free from wmorous care, 
The latent miſchief from lis heart to tear. 
Reſume his azure arms, and ſaine again in war. 
douth of the caſtle in a v rdant glade 
A ſpread ing beech extends her friendly ſhade : 
Here 7 1 Nymph his breathing vows had 
card; 
Here eft“ her filence had her heart declar'd. 
As active Spring awak'd her infant buds, 
And genial life inform'd the verdant woods ; 
Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 
Had half expreſs'd and half conceal'd his flame 
Upon this tree: and, as the tender mark 
Grew — the year, and widen'd with the 
0 » 
Venus had heard the virgin's ſoft addreſe, 
Tau, as the wound, the pallion might in- 
creaſe. 
As potent Nature ſhed her kindly ſhowers. 
And deck'd the various mead with opening 
flowers, 
Upon this tree the Nymph's obliging care 
Had leſt a frequent wreaih for Henry's hair; 
Which as with pay delight the lower found, 
Pleas d with his conqueſt, with her preſent 
crown'd, 
Glorious through all tae plus he oft” had gone. 
And to each ſwain the myitic honour ſnown; 
The gift ſtill prats'd, the giver ſtill unknown. 
His ſecret note the traubl-d Henry writes: 
To the known tree the lovely mid invites: 
Imperfect words and dubious ter s expreſs, 
That unforcle:n miſchance diſturb'4 his peace : 
That he mutt ſomething to her car commend, 
On whigh her conduct and his life depend. 
Soon as the fair-one had the note recciv'd, 
The remnant of the day alone the gricv'd : 
For different this from every former n-;te, 
Which Venus dictated. and Henry wrote; 
Which told Rer all hi, future hop:s were laid 
On the dear boſom ot his Nut-brown Maid; 
Which always blei>'d her eyes, and own'q her 
ower ; 
And bid her oft* adieu, yet added mare 
Now night awivanc'd. Ihe houſe in fleep were 
laid ; 
The nurſe exp rienc'd. and the prying maid; 
And, laß, that fprite, which docs incclang 
haunt 
he lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden-auat. 
lo hir der H nry imma wings her way, 
Wich quicken'd pace rep.iring forc'd delay; 
For oe, fantaitic p wer, that is afraid 
To ſtir abroad till war hfulnels be laid, 
Undaunted th:a oer cliffs and vall-ys ſtrays, 
And leads his votatics fafe through patlileſs 
ways. . 
Not Argus wich his hundred eyes ſnall ſiud . 
Where Cupid goes; though he, poor gui de! is 
blind. 
The Maiden firtt arriving, ſ:nt ber eye 


Aud Jive à Lave to Eymen's kappy pes. 


| To au if yet its chief deligus were nigh ; 


p 
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With ſcar and with deſire, with joy and pain, 


She ſecs, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh ! his ſteps proclaim no lover's haſte: 


On the low ground his fix'd s are caſt ; 

His artful boſom heaves diſſembled fighs ; 

And tcars ſuborn'd fall copious from his cyes. 
With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love: 

His painted grief does real ſorrow move 

In the afflicted fair ; aden her cheek 

1 rickliag the genuine tears their current break: 


Attentive ſtood the mouraful Nymph :—tke 


Man' 
Broke ſilence firſt : the tale alternate ran. 
Rs Har- 
SINCERE, o tell me, haſt thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign ? 
Has thy uncertain boſom ever ſtrove 
With the firſt tumults of a real love? 
Haſt , thou- now dreaded, and now bleſt his 
ſway, 7 hs 
By turns averſe, apd joyful to obey ? 
Thy virgiu ſoftneſs haſt thou e er bewail'd ; 
As Reaſon yielded, and as Love prevail 'd ? 
And wept the potent God's refiſtleſs dart, 
His killing pleaſure, his ecſtatic ſmart, | 
And —_ poiſon thrilling through thy 
cart 
If ſo, with pity view my wretched ſtate ; 
At leaſt deplore, and then forget my fate; 
To ſome more happy Knight reſerve thy 
charms ; | | E 
By Fortune favour'd, and ſucceſsful arms: 
And only. as the ſun's revolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day, 
Permit one figh, and ſet apart one tear, 
To an abandon d exile's endleſs care. 
For me, alas ! out-caſt of human race, 
Love's anger only waits, aud dire diſgrace ; 
For lo! theſe hands in murder are imbrued ; 
"Theſe trembling feet hy Jullice are purſued : 
Lite calls aloud, and haſtens me away; 
A ſhameful death attends my longer ſtay; 
And 1 this hight muſt fly from thee and love, 
Condemn'd in lonely woeds, a bauiſh'd man, to 
8 | K | 2 
EMMA. 
What is our bliſs, that changeth with the 


moon; ö 
And day of life, that darkens ere tis noon ? 
What is true paſſion, if unbleſt it dies? 

And where: is Emma's joy, if Henry flies ? | 

I love, alas! be pain; the pain I bear 

No thought can figure, and no tongue de- | 
clare. 

Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd, 

The flames Which long have in my boſom | 
reign'd : | | 

"The God of Love himſelf inhabits there. | 

With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and | 
care, | 

His complement of ſtores, and total war. 

O! ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpect my love; 
And let my deed at leaſt my faith approve. 
Alas! no youth ſhall my endearments ſhare ; 
Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care; 
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No future ſtory ſhall with truth upbraid 

The cold indifference of the Nut-brown Maid; 
Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry run : 
While careleſs Emma fleeps on beds of down. 
View me rcſolv'd, where-e'er thou lead'ft, ts 


go. 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe; 


I Forl attelt fair Venus and her ſon, 


Tha: I, of all mankind, will love but thee 
alone. 
Henwzr. 

Lot prudence yet obſtruc thy venturous way ; 
a * Te. what men will think and 
| ay : 

That beautcous Emma vagrant courſes took ; 
Her father's houſe aud civil life forſook ; 


That, full of yeuthf al blood, and fond of man, 


She to the woed-lind with an exile ran. 

Reflect, that leſſen d fame isnc'er regain'd; 

And virgin henour, once, is always ſtain d: 

| Timely adyis'd, the coming evil ſhun : 

Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 

No penance can abſolve our guilty fame; 

Nor tears, that waſh out fin, can wal ou 
ſhame. | ; 

Then fly the ſad effects of deſperate love; 

And leave a baniſh'd min through loncly vod 
to rove. 5 ; 


EMna, 

Let Emma's haplets caſe be falſely told 
By the raſh, young, or the ill-natur's old; 
Let every tongue its various cenſures chooſe; 
Abſolve with coldneſs, or with ſpite accuſe : 
Fair Truth at laſt her radiant beams will raſe; 
And Malice vanquiſh'd heigh:ens Virtue's paiſe. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight; 
O] let my preſence make thy travels light ; 
And potent Venus ſhall cxalt my name 
| Above the rumours of cenſorious Fame; 

Nor from that buſy Demon's reſtleſs power 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, 
Than that this truth ſhould to the world k 
| known, S, | 
That 1. of all mankind, have lov'd but the 


Hr xxx. ; | 


But canſt chou wield the ſword, and tend ths 


ib bow ? 
With active force repel the ſturdy foe ? 


When the loud tumult ſpeaks the battle nigh, 


And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows fly ; 
Wilt, jw: though wounded, yet 


Y : i 
Then, as by Qzength, decays, thy heart will 


With fruitleſs ſorrow, thou, inglorious 

Wilt weep thy ſafety by thy love betray d: 
Then to x th friend, by foes o'er-charg'd, deny 
Thy little uſeleſs aid, and coward fly: 


| Then wilt thou curſe the chance that made the: 


love 


| 4 baniſh'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to 


rove. | 


ay, . 
r 


Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale; 


oC oO ab RSS 
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Fara. 
Witt fatal certainty Thaleſti is knew 
To ſend the arrow from the twanging yew ; 
And, great in arms, and foremoſt in the war, 
Bonduca brandiſh'd Lizh the Britiſh ſpear. 
Could thirſt of vengeanc: and defire of ſame 
Excit- the emale breaſt with martial lame ? 
And mall ot Love's diviner power inſpire? 
More hardy virtac, and more generous fire ? 
Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant I'll ahile, 
And fall, or vanquiſh, fighting by thy ſide. 
Though my ner or ſtrength may not allow 
Tha: | ſhauld har or draw the warrior bow; 
With ready hand I will the ſhaft ſupply, 
And joy to ſee thy victor arrows fly. 
Touch d in the battle by the hoſtile reed, 
Shouid'ſt thou (but ILaven avert it!) ſhould' d 
thou bleed; 
To ſtep the wounds, my fineſt lawn I'd tear. 
Waſh them with tears, an wipe them with my 


hair : | 
Bl:t, when my dangers and my toils have 
ſhown 
That I. of all mankind, could love but thee 
alone. 
Herwny. 
By! canſt thou, tender maid, cant thou ſuſ- 
tain 


Afflicive want, or hunger's preſſing pain? 

Tho! limbs, in lawn and ſor̃teſt ſilk array'd, 

From ſuu-heums guarded, and of winds afraid: 

Can hey bear angry Jove ? can they reſult | 

The parching dog-itar, and the blcak north- 
eaſt ? 

Who, chill d by adverſe ſnows and beating 
rain, 

Wetrzail with weary ſteps the longſome plain; 

Wien with hard toil we ſeek our evening food, 


Berries and acorns from the neighbouring wood; 


Ad find among the cliffs no other houſe, 
Bit the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs ; 
Viit thou not then reluctant ſend thine cre 
Around the dreary waſte : and weeping try 
Though then, alis! that trial be too late 
To ſind thy father's hoſpitable gate, 5 
And ſeats, where eaſe and plenty -brooding 
ſate ? 
Thoſe ſeats, whence long excluded thou muſt 
mourn 3 
That gate, for ever harr'd to tl.y return; 
V!!t th u not then bewail ill-fated love, 
Ad hate a baniſh'd man, ccudemn'd in woods to 
ro ve? 
Lai. 
Iny riſe of fortune did 1 only wed, 
From its decline determin'd to recede; 
Did 1 bu? purpoſe to embark with thee 
On the ſmooth ſurface of a ſummer's ſca; 
While gentle Zephyrs play in proſperous gales, 
And Fortunc's favour fills the ſwelling fails ; 
But would forſake the ſhip, and make the tore, 
When the winds w iſtle and the tempeſts roar ? 
No, Henry, no one ſacred oath has tied , 
Our loves; one delliny our life ſhall guide; F 
9 N deep our common way divide. 
1. 7%. 
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When from the cave thou riſeſt with the day, 
To beat the woods, and rouſe the bounding prey; 
The cave with moſs and branches I'll adora, 

And cheerful fit to wait my lord's r-turn : 

And, 1 * thou ſrequent briag'ſ the ſmitten 

1 

(For ſeldom, archers ſay, thy arrows err), 

[ 11 fetch quick fue! from the n-ighbouring wood, 

And firike the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the 
find 7 

With humnle duty, and officious haſte, 

i cull thr furtheſt mead for thy repaſt ; 

The C.mceil herbe! to thy board will bring. 

And draw ti, waer from the freſheſt ſpring : 

And, when at night wit + + rh toil oppreft, 

Soft flumbers thou en; 4 wholeſorne reſt ; 

Watchful I'll guard the and with midnight 
praver 

Weary the Gods to keep thee in their care; 

And joyous aſk, at morn's return , ray, 

If thou has health, and | may ble de day. 

My thouglits ſhall fix, my lateſt wiſh depend, 

On thee, guide, guardian, kin man, father, friend: 

By all theſe ſacred names be Henry known 

10 Emira's heart; and grateſul let him own 

That ſhe, of all mankind, could love but hm 
alone ! 

Hexnry., 

Vainly thou tell't me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildneſs of the wood prepare 
Thou, ere thou gocſ, unhappicſt of thy kind, 
Mult leave the habit and the f: x behind. 

No longer ſhall thy comely treſſes break 
In flowing ringicts en thy ſnowy neck; 
Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 
In graceſul braids with various ribbon bound; 
No longer ſhall the bodice aptly lac'd, 
From thy full boſom to thy flender waiſt, 
That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 
Fine by degrees and beautifully leſs : 
or ſhall thy lower garments artful plait, 
From thy fair ſide depcadent to thy feet, 
Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, 
And double every charm they ſeck to hide. 
h' ambrofial plenty of thy ſuining air, 
Cropt off and loſt, ſcarce lower than thy ear 
Shall ſtand uncouth a horſeman's co t ſhall hide 
Thy toper ſhape, and com. linefs of fide : 
he ſuort trunl- Ae hall : ew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common tyc-1at free. 
And, with a bolder ſtride and lobicr vir, 
Mingled with men, a man thou muſt apf ear. 

Nor ſolitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miſtaken maid. ſhalt thou in foreſts find : 
is long ſince Cynthia and her train were there, 
Or guardian gods u adc innocence their care. 
Vagrents and outlaws fnall offend thy view . 

For ſuck muſt be my ſricnds, a hideous crew 
By adverſe fortune mixt in ſocial ill, 

1r-in'd to aſ.ult, and diſciplin'd to kill: 

] heir cemmen loves, a lewd abandon'd pack, 
he beud!c's laſh ſcill flagraut on their back: 
By floth corrupted, by ditorder fed, 

Made bold by want, aud proſtitute for bread : 
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With ſuch muſt Emma hunt the tel'ous day, 
{Aft their violence, and divide their prey: 
With ſuch ſhe muſt return at letting light, 
1 hough not partaker, witneſs of their night. 
1 hy car, inur'd to charitable ſounds 
And pirying love, muſt feel the hateful wounds 
Of jelts obſcene and vulgar ribeldry, 
The ill-bred queſtion, ard the lewd reply ; 
Prought by long habitud from bad t » worſe, 
Muft hear the trequen: oath, the direful curſe, 
Th at loteſt weapon of the wretches' war, 
Aud blaſphemy, ſad comrade of deſpair. 
Now. Enuna, now the laf: reflection make, 
_ What thou would't: ſollow, what thou muſt for- 
lake : 
Py cur i!l-omen'd ſtars, and adverſe Heaven, 
No mid ale object tv thy choice is given. 
Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love: 
Or leave a baniſh'd man, condema'd in woods to 
re. 
EMMA. 
O griet of heart that cur urhappv ſates 
| Force thee to fuffer what thy honour hates: 
ATix tl. amongſt the bad; or make thee run 
Too ner ih p ths which Virtue bids thee ſhun- 
Yet wii her Henry ſtill Jet Emma go; 
With him abhor the vice, but {irc the woe : 
And ſure my little heart can never err 
 Amiilſt tue worſt, if Henry ſtill be there. 

Our outward a& is prompted from within; 
And trom the finn-r's min i proceeds the fin : 
By her own choice free Virtue is approv'd ; 
Mor by the force of outward objects mov'd. 
ho has efſay'd no danger yains no praiſe. 

In a ſmail de, amidſt the wideſt ſeas, 
"Friumpha::: Conltancy has fix d her ſeat : 
In vain the Syrcns ſing the tempeſts beat: 


? 


Their flattery ſhe rejects, nor fears their threat, 
For the alonc theſe little charms I dreſt: 
Condemn d them or abſolv'd them, by thy teſt 
In comely figure rang'd my jewes ſhoue, 
Or negligenthy plac'd for thee alone: | 
Fe: th:e again they ſhall be laid aſide; 
The woman, IIenty, ſhall put oft her pride 
For thee: my clothes, my ſex, exchavg'd for 
thee, 
I'll mingle with the people's wretched lee; 0 
O line extreme of human inſamy ! 
V. anting the ſcifiars, with theſe hands l' tear 
(If that obſtructs my flight this load of hair. 
Black ſoot, or yellow W nut, ſhell diſgrace 
This little red aud white of Emma's face. 
Theſe nail with ſcratches ſhali deſom my 
breaſt, 
Leſt by my look or colour be expreſod 
The mark cf aught high-born, or ever better 
dreſ. d. | 
Yet in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, | 
Let me be grateful ſtill to Henry's eyes ; 
Loft to th. world, let me to him be known: 
My fate 1 can abſolve, if he ſhall own | 
Th t, leaving all mankind, I love but him alone 
HxNxRV. ; 
O wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind! 
Name, hlub:t, patente, u man, elit bellis. d, 


; 


} More fatal Henry « words; they murder Fn- 
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F.v'n honour dubious, thon preſarr'ſt to go 
Wild to the woods with me: ſaid Fmma ſo ? 
Or did dream what mia never ſaid ? 

O raiey error! and O wretchel maid! 
Whote roving fancy would refolv: the ſame 
With him who next ſhould tempt her eaſy 


fame ; 

And blow with empty words the ſuſceptible 
flame 

Now _ _—_ doubtſul terms thy mind per- 
plex! 


Confeſs thy ſrailty, and avow the ſex: 
No longer looſe deſite for conftant love 
Miſtake ; but fay, tis Man with whom toy 
long ſt to rove. 
EumMa. 


Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames and 
ſwords ? 


That Ema thus muſt die by Henry's worg ? 
Vet what could ſwords or p iſ m. racks oi flane 
Nut mangle and disjoint this bri e frome 
ma's fame. 
And fall theſe ſavings from that gentle tague, 
Where civil ſpeech and ſoſt perſuaſion hug; 


| Whoſe ariful ſwertneſs, and harmonious ſtain, 


Court g my grace, yet conrting it in vain, 

Call'd ble, and tears, and wiſhes, to its ai; 

And, hi it Henry's g'owing flame ca- 
vey'd, 

Still blam'd the coldneſs of the Nut brow 
Alaid ? 

I.ct envious jealouſy and canker'd ſpite 
Pruduce wy addons to ſevereſt light, | 
And ta my ope day, or 1ecret night. 

Did der my tongue ſpeak my unguarded hea; 
Ihe le:ft inclin'd t play the wanton's part? 
Did Cer my eye ont inward thought reveal, 
hich angel. might not hear, and virgins tell 
And haſt thou Heury, in my conduct known. 
One fault, ut that which I muſt never own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee 
alone ? j 

By Nature prompted. and for empire made, 
Alike by tirength or cunning we invade : 
When arm'd with rage we march againſt the 

foe, 
Wee lift the battle-axe, and draw the bow: 
When, fir'd with paſtion, we attack the fair, 
Deluſive ſighs and brittle vows we bear; 
Our ſalſchood and our arms have equal uſe ; 
As they our conqueſt or delight produce. 
The fooliſh heart thou gav'ſt, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be lefs wretched, be no longer true, 
What ſtrives to fly thee, why ſhould ſt thou 


purſue? 


Forget the preſent flame, indulge a new 3 


Hrn. 

Vainly thon talk | of loving me alone : 
Each man is man; and all our ſex is one. 
Falſe are our words, and fickle is our mind: 
Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laſt. er promiſes to bind. 


) 
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Ringle the loveſieſt of the amorous vouth; | 
Aſk for his vow ; but hope not lor his truth. | 
The next man and the next thou ſualt beneve) 
V ill pawn l. is gods, intending to deceive ; 
Will kneel, irapiorc, peiſiſt, o er come, and 
leave. 
Hence let thy Cupil aim his arrows right; 
Be wiſe and falſe, ſhun trouble, ſcck delight ; 
Change thou the firſt, nor wait thy lover s 
flight. 
Why in vuld'ſt thou weep ? let Nature judge 
our caſe ; | 
1 faw thee young an fair ; purſued the chaſe 
Of Youth and Beauty : 1 another ſaw 
Fairer and younger : yielding to tue law 
Of our al- ruling mother I purſued 
More youth, more beauty: bleſt viciſſitude? 
My a&ive heurt ſtill keeps its priſtine flaine : | 
The objet alter'd, the deſire the ſame 
His younger, fairer, pleads her rightiulcharms; 
Wit: preſent power compels me to her arms. 
Andmuch I fear, from my ſubjected mind | 
(U Eauty's forcz to conſtant Love (an bind) 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shal weep the fury of my love decay'd; 
Andweeping follow me, as thuu doſt now, 
Wit: ile clanicurs of a broken vow. 
Nr can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err 
So vide, to hope that thou may'ſl live with her. 
Loe well chou know ſt, no partnerſhip allows :; 
Cuzd averſe re;eRts divided vows : 
Thun from thy {oolifh cart vain maid, remove 
Anuſeicls forrow, and an ill-ſtarr'd love; 
A leave me, with the fair, at larg: in woods 


20 rove. | 
FM MA. 
Are we in life through one great error led: 


I: each man periur'd, and each nymph vbcitay's ? | 
(f the ſuperior ſex art thou the worſt ? 
am 1 of mine the moſt completely curſt ? 
Let let me go with thee : and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much | love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
1 his happy obig of our different carc, 
Her let me follow; her lat me attend 
A ſervaut (ſhe may ſcorn the name of friend). 
What the demands, inceſſant VI) prepare: 
Vil weave her gar ands; and 1 Il plait her kair ; 
My buty Ciligence ſhall deck her board 
(Vor there at lcaſt 1 may approach my I.ord); 
And when her Henry's ſoſter hours adviſe 
His ſervant's abſcuce, with dejected eyes | 
Far I'll recede, and ſighs forbid to riic. 

Vet, when increaſing grief brings flow diſeaſe ; 
And ebbing life, on terms ſevere as thcle, 
W ill have its little lamp no longer fed; 
V hen Henry's miſtreis ſhews him Emua dead; 
Reſcue my poor remains from vile neglect : 
With virgin honours let my hearfe be deckt, 
And decent emblem; and at lealt perſuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death where ſhe, 
With frequent eye wy ſepulchre may fee. — 
The nymph amidſt her juys may haply hreache 
One pious ſigh, reſle ding on my death, 2 
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And the ſud {ate which ſne mer one der prove, 
Who hopes fam Ih nry's vows decrnal love. 
and thou foriw. rm thou crv:1, as thou art, 
It Emma's image ever teuech'g thy heart ; 
1 hou jure mut give one thought, and drop one 
tear 
To her, whom love abanddau'd to Celpair ; 
To her, who, dymg. un the v ounded Lone 
Bidi in laitws cheradlets be known, 
That, of mankind, ſhe ond but thee alone. 
Huixur 
Hear, ſolemn Jove ; and conſcious Venus, hear; 
And thou, bright maid, believe we whillt 1 ſcat g 
No time, no change, no futme Name, ſhall move 
The well ploc'd bafis of my lat ing love. 
O poweriul virtue! O vide us tair ! ? 
At leaſt excule a trial too ſevere : - 
Receive the tiumph, and forget the war. J 
No baniſh'd man, conde:nn d in woeds to rove, 
Intceats thy pardon, and implores thy love : 
No yerjur'd ! ni ht defires to quit thy arms, 
Faireſt cullc & ion of thy ſexs harms, 
Cruwn of wy love, an Eendar of my youth ! 
Henry, hy Henry with eternal truth, 
As thou may'il wich, thatl all kis Fic employ, 
Ard fornd his glory in his Minas joy. 
In me Ibchold the potent Eemur's bile, 
Illuſtrious carl: Jim terrille zu war 
Let Loyr: coul:!-, for {hc has fc t his ſword, 
And trenmlin fed boiore the Rritiſh lor. 
Him rent in prace aud wealth ir Deva knows 
For (he amide . LP4CIOUS MICH COWS flows; 
Inclines het urn tnyun hs fattin'd lands; 
And foes his uum cru herds imprint ker ſands, 
Ang ned. my fair, my Gove, ſha t railc thy 
thus rt 
To yreatuec!s next to empire: ſhalt be brought 
Wich ſejemin pomp to aay paternal feat z 
Whers peace and plenty ou thy word ſaa!l wait. 
Muſic and bg fo} wake the marriuge-Gay ; 
And. wh:ltt the priefts accuſ the bride s delay, . 
Myrrles and roſes mme obſtruct her way. 
Friendſhip ſanli ſtill th evening ſcaſts adorn ; 
And blooming Pee {ul ever bleſs thy morn, 
Succeeding years their happy courſe ſuall nun, 
And age unhecced by delight come on: 
While yet juperior I. ve ſnall mock his rower ; 
And when old Time aal turn the fared hour, 
Which o1.:y can our weollectied kno untold 
What reits of both, one IKpulchze ih i held. 
Hence then for cver tem my mm' bhreaſt 
(That heaven cf f itnei, and that [at o T0 t 
Ye doubts und ier. and alt that know to move ) 
Tormenting giiet, au cl that trouble 15 * 
Scatter d by Wies recede, aud Wild in tones 
rove. 3 
Vz :. r*. 


O day the fair jure that ever roſe! 


Period aud cd of anxious Emmas wors ! 

Nite of he: joy, and iourcs of her Geltp it 

O! wing d with plcature, take thy hap) 7 
Þ 14-146 — 

And gie n te Mora s tindture oi thy \ 
lr. 


B b b 3 


4 
. 


372 PRIOR'S POEMS. 


Yet tell thy votary, potent Queen of Love, 

Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 

Wi!! he be ever kind, and juſt, and good ? 

Ar. 1+ there yet no miſtreſs in the wood? 

Norte de there is; the thought was raſh and 

Vols 

A fa!lic dea, and a fancy'd pain. 

Doubt inn Il for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd heart, 

And anxious jealouſy's corroding ſmart ; 

Nor other inmate ſhall inhabit there, 

But ſoft Belief, young Joy, and pleaſing Care. 
Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 

And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow, 

If at my feet the ſuppliant goddeſs Hand, 

And ſhed. her treaſure with unwcary d hands ; 

Her preſent favour cautious I'll embrace, 

And not unthankſul uſe the profiler d grace: 

If ſhe reclaim s the temporary buon, 

And trics her pinions, fluttcring to be gone ; 

Secure of mind, I'll obviate her jutent, 

And unconcern'd returu the goods ſhe lent. 

Nor happineſs can I, nor miſery feel, 

From any turn of her ſantaſtic wheel : 

Fricudſhip's great laws, and Love's ſuperior 


wers, 
Muſt 4 — colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commancs create 
] muſt my bleſſings or my ſfurrows date; 
And Henry's will muſt dictate Emma s fate. 

Yet while with cloſe dclight and inward pride 

(Which from the world my careful foul ſhall 
hide) 

I ſee thee, lord and end of my deſire, 

Exalted high as virtue can require; 

With power inveſted, and with pleaſure cheer'd; 

Sought by the good, by the oppreſſor fear'd ; 

Leaded and bleſt with all the affluent ſtore, 

Which human vows at ſmoking ſhrines implore ; 

Grateful and humble grant mc to employ 

My life ſubſervient only to thy joy; 

And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs ſhown 

To her, who of. mankind could love but thee 
alone. 

WHILE thus the conſtant pair alternate ſaid, 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 
Angels and ſportive Loves, a numerous crowd; 
Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they 

bow'sd : | 
They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 
To chooſe propitious ſhafts, a precious ſtore ; 
That, when their God ſhould take his future 
darts, 
To ſtrike {hewever rarely) conſtant hearts, 
His happy ſkill might proper arms employ, 
All tipt with pleaſure, and all wing'd with joy: 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe lives ſhould imi- 
tate 
Theſe lovers“ conſtancy, would ſtare their fate. 

'The Queen of Beauty ſtopt her bridled doves; 

Approv'd the little labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the niutual vow to hear; 
And to the triumph call d the Gud of War: 
Soon as ſhe calls. the God is always nezr. 

New, Mars, ſhe ſaid, let Fame cxalt her voice: 


Nor let thy cozquelts only be her choc: 


But, 1 ſhe ſings great Edward from the 
e 


Return'd, the hoſtile ſpear and captive ſhield 

In Concord s temple hung, and Gallia taught 
to yield; 

And when, as prudent Saturn ſhall complete 

The years delign'd to pericet Britain's fate, 

The ſwift-wing'd power ſhall take her trump 
again, 

To ſing her favourite Anna's wondrous reien: 

To recollect unweary'd Marlborough s tolls, 

Old Ruſus' hall ancqual to his ſpoils ; 

The Britiſh ſoldier from his high command 

Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquiſh'd by lus had: 

Let her at leaſt perform what I deſire ; 

With ſecond breath the voczl Lrafs inſpire ; 

And tell the natiors, in no vulgar ſtrain, 

What ars I manage, and what wreaths [ yay. 

And, when thy tumults and thy fights arc pal ; 

And when thy laurels at my feet are caſt ; 

Faithful may'ſt thou, like Britiſh Henry, prac: 

And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 

Renown'd for truth, let all thy ſons apper; 
And conſtant Beauty ſhall reward their care 
Mars ſmil'd, and bow'd ; the Cyprian Dey 

Turn'd to the glorious ruler of the ſky ; 

And thou, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, great God of day 

And verſe, behold my deed, and fing my priſe; 

As on the Britiſh carth, my favourite iſle, 

Thy gentleſt rays and k ndeſt influence ſmil, 

Through all her laughing fields and vcrunt 
groves, 

Proclaim with joy theſe memorable loves. 

From every annual courſe let one great day 

To celebrated ſports and floral play 

Be ſet aſide ; and, in the ſofteſt lays 

Of thy poetic ſons, be ſolemn praiſe 

And everlaſting marks of honour paid, 

To the true Lover, ard che Nut-brown Maid. 


a WH 0 Di, 


UUMBLY INSCRIBED TO THE QUEEN, ON THE 
GLORIOUS SUCCESS OF HER MAJESTY'S 


HEN great Auguſtus goveru'd ancient 
Rome, 

And ſent his conquering bands to foreign wars; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belov'd at home, 
He ſaw kis fame increafing with his ycars ; 
Horace, great bard ! (to Fate ordain'd) aroſe, 
And, bold as were his countrymen in ght, 
Snatch'd their fair actions from degrading proſe, 
And ſet their batties in eternal hyht : 

Figh as their trumpet's tune, his lyre be ſtrung, 
And with his prince's arms he moraliz'd his ſong. 
IT. 

When bright Eliza rul'd Britannia's ſtate, 
Widcly diſtributing her high commands, 
And buldly wiſe, and fortunately great, 
Freed the glad nations ſrom tyraunic bands; 
An equal genius was in Spenſer found; 


To the high theme he match d his noble lays : 


we eg et: oe 
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An,, towering round his maſter's carth- horn focs, 
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He travell'd Fugland o'er on ſairy ground, 

In myſtic notes to firg his monarck's praile : 

Reciting wondrous trurhs in plicaſing dreams, 

He deck d Eliza's hrad with Gloriane's beams. 
III. 

But, greateſt nna! While thy arms purſue 
Paths of renown, and climb alcents of fame, 
Which nor Auguſtus, nor Eliza knew ; 

What poet ſhall be found to ſing thy name? 
What numbers ſhall record, what tongue ſhall ſry, 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main? 
O faireſt mocel of imperial 1way ' | 
What equal pen ſhall write thy wondrons recon ? 
Who ſhall attempts and feats of arms rehearte 
Ncr yet by ſtory told, nor parallel'd by veric ? 
M': all too mean for ſuch a taſk 1 weet : 
Yet, if the Sovereign Lady deigns to mile, 
Too Horace with impetuous heat, 
Anddothe the ver e in Spenter's native ſtyle. 
By th ſe examples righ:1ly taught to fivg, | 
And mit wit plealurc of my country's praiſe, | 
$:reraing the plumes of an uncommen wing, 
Highas Olympus my fight will raile ; 
And lteſt times ſhall in my numbers read 
Annas in: mortal tamc, azd I» atibereuy's hardy 
deed. 
5 


Adhe ſtrong eagle in the ſilent wood, 
Mindeſs of warlike rag: and hoftile cure. 
Play round the rocky cliſi or cryital flood 
Tilloy Jove's high behelts call'd out to war, 
Andcharg d with thunder of his angry ing, 
His>oſom with the vengeſol meſſage glows ; 
Uprard the noble bird directs his wing, 


$wſt he colleQs his ſatal ſtock of ire, 
Lits his ſierce talon high, and darts che ſorked fire. 
VI. 

Sedate and calm thus vitor Marlborough ſateg 
Shaded with laurcls, in his native land, g 
Till Anna calls him from his ſoft retreat, 

And gives his ſecond thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving ſwect repoſe and gentle caſe, 
With ardent {peed he ſecks the diitant ſo:; 
Marching o'er hills and valcs, o'cr rocks and ſeas, 
Hemeditates, and ſtrikes the wond ous blow. 
Our thought flics lower than our General's fame : 
Graſps he the bolt? We «ik—when he has burl'd 
the flame. 
VII. 25 


When fierce Pavar on |udoign's ſpacious plain 
Did from aſar the Britith chief behold, 
Bet wixt deſpair, and rage, and hope, and pain, 
Something within his warring boſom roi!'d ; 
He views that favourite of indulgent Fame, 
Whoſe proweſs there repell'd the Boyan power, | 
And ſent them trembling through the frighted | 


lands, | 
Swift a the whirlwind drives Arabia's ſcattcr'd 
ſands, 
VIII. f 
His ſormer luſſes he ſorgets to grieve: | | 
Abſoives us fate, if with a kinder ray 
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It no world ſkine, and only pives him leave 

To balance the account of Bl:nhcim's day. 

So the fell lion in the loncly glade, 

His ſide Rill ſmarting with the hunter's ſpear, 

Though deeply wounded, no way yet dilmay'd, 

Roars terrible, and mediretcs new war; 

In ſullen fury traverſ-s the piain, 

To und the venturous for, and battle him again. 
IX. 

Miſguided prince. no longer urge thy tate, 

Nor tempt the hero to uncqual war; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confcls the force of Marlborough's ſtronger 
ſtar, 
Thoſe laurel groves {the merits of thy youth), 
Which thou from Rlahomet did greatly gain, 
While, bold aficrtor of refiſtleſs truth, 
thy {word did godlike liberty maintain, 
Mutt from thy brow their falling honours ſhed, 
And their trantplanted wreaths mult deck a 
vortiucr head. 
X. 

Yet ceaſe the ways of Providence to hlame, 
And human faults with human gris . xo fe's ; 
"I's thou art chang'd, while Heaven is Hill che 

lame; 
From thy ill coungils date thy ill ſucceſs, 
Irapartial Juſtice holds her equal ſcales, 
Till fironger virtue does the weight ucline : 
If over tl. ce thy glorious foe preveils, 
He now deſends the cauſe that once was thine. 
Rig htrous the war, the champiou ſhall ſubdue ; 
For Jove's great handmaid Puwer muſt Jove's * 
decrccs purliue. 
XI. 
Hark the dire trumpets ſound their ſhrill 
alarms! 
Auverquerque, brauch'd from the renown'd 
Natiaus, 
Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 
ilis glorious ſword with dauntleſs courage draws. 
Wau aacions Brit ain mourn'd her partiag lord, 
And all of William that was mortal died; 
The faithful hero had receiv'd this ſword 
Frum his expiring maſter's much-lyv'd fide. 
Oſt' from its fatal ire has Louis flown, 
Wherc'er great William led, or Macſe and Sam- 
bre rua. 
XII. 

But brandiſh'd high, in an ill-omen'd Four 
To ther, proud Gaul, behold thy juſteſt fear, 
1 he matter-ſword, ditpoſer of thy power: 
'Tis that which Cæſar gave the Britiſh pert. 
He took the git: Nor ever will 1 ſheathe 
This ſteel (© Anna's high bchefts ordain), 
The General faid, unleis by glorious death 
Abſclv d, till conqueſt has conhrm'd your reign. 
Returns like thele our miſtreſs his us make, 
When from a foreign priuce a gilt her Britons 

take. 
XIII. 

And now fierce Gallia ruſhes on her does, 
Her force augmented by the Boyan bands; 
So Volpa's ſtream, increas'd by mountain ſnows, 
Rolls wich new fury down through Rutka's lands 
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Like two great rocks ag inſt the r2ging tide 


{tf Virtue's tree with Nature we compare}, 


— 


mov dthe two unitcd chicks abide, 
ain the impulle, and receive the war. 


| To Anne, to her who made thoſe arms her choice: 
Recording Schellenberg s and Blenheim's toils 

We dreaded Jeit thou fhauld'ft thoſe toil rene 
| We view'd the palace chard with Gallic ſpvils, 


uch their ſirin figes in vain the ten, peſt beats; And in thoſe ſpoils we thought thy praiſe com- 


Aud Au the foamiag wave with leflew'd poder pl-te. 
retreats. For never Greek we deem'd nor Roman knight 
XIV. lu characters like tneſ- did c'er his ads indie. 
The rage diſpers'd, the glorious pair advance, XIX. 


With mingled anger and colleded might, 
29 ruru tue war, and tell agyreiling France, 


Yet, mindleſs ſtill of eaſe, thy virtue flies 
A pitch to old 1nd modern times unknown :; 


i Britain s ſons and Britain's fzicnds can fight. | Thoſe yoodly aveds which we fo highly prize 


mn congueit tix d. and covetous of fame, 
8Bchol 1 them rufring throuph the Cailic hoſt 2 


Imperſect ſeem, great chici, to thee glone. 
Thoſe b. ichts, wire + tiham's virtue night 


laugh ſtanding corn ſo runs the tudder flame, have !! 14 


Or caſlern winds along Sicilia's coalt, 
They deal their tert to the adveric notion * 


And on the tul-jeAt world look*d ſafely dr wi, 
| By Maillorough pal, d, the props aud keps 


Bale Cath attic ace tu” earns, and ghatlly Leila» | were made. 


T. Ca. 
XV. 
Put v hile with ficrecſt ire Bellona glows, 
And Europe rather hopes than fears her ſate; 
White Britain prefies her atilicted ſoes; 


| Sublimer yet to raiſe his queen's renown : 
Still gaining more, till Fig! ting whac he gin'd, 
Nought done the hero deem'd while augk un- 
done remain'd. | 
XX. 


\ bat Lurreg dams the firong, aud quells the When ſwift-eing'd Humndur told the nghry 


| Gaul, 
3 How Ioficn'd from t“ field Bavar was fled 
hence 2 the ſoltier.'s cheęks diſ. way d ard e wept the ſwiſtneſs of the champiou's ll; 


Frſt ever drcadful. know they now to drezd ? 
The hoſtile troop:, 1 weea, almoſt prevail; 
Aud the pur ſuers only not rececs. 

Aas! their le en'd rage proclaims their grief! 


| And thus the royal treaty-brealer ſail + 

| And lives he yet, the great, the loſt Bavar, 
| Ruin to Gallia iu the name of friend? 

Teil me, how far haus Fortune bten ſevere ? 


: - Has the ſce's glory, or our griel, an cud ? 
For, anxious, lo! chey crowd around their fail gory, 8 0 


inz chief. 
XVI. 

I thank thee, Fate, cxclaims the fierce Bavar 
Let Bvoya s trumpet grete ful 19's ſound : 
| ſaw him fall their hun derbolt of war :— 
Ever to vengearce ſacred be the groucd. 
Vain wiſh ſhort jo: the hero mounts again 
In greater glory and wh fu ler light: 
The evening ſtar fo ful inte the main, 
To riſe at morn more prevalcently bright. 
He riſes ſ fe, but ncar, too near his fide, 


Remaius there, of the icy thouſand Joſt, 
To ſave our threaten'd realm, or guard our at- 
ter'd coaſt ? 

; XXI. 

To the cloſe rock the frighted raven flies, 
Soon as the riſing eagle cuts the air: 
The ſhaggy wolf unicen aud trembling lies, 
. When the koarſe roar proclaims the hon near. 
Ii-tarr'd did we our lorts and lines ſorſake, 
To dare our Britiſh fors to open fight : 
Our conqueſt we by ſtratagem ſhould make: 
Our triumph had been founded in our fl ght. 


A good man's griv7vys lols, a ſaichſul ſervant ; is ours by craft and by ſurpriſe to gain: 


died. 
XVII. 
Propitious Mars! the battle is regain'd: 
The foe with lelien'd wrath diſputes the ſield: 
"The Briton f:;hts, by favouring gods ſultain'd : 


"Tis their's, to meet iu arms, and battle in the 
plain. Fr © 
XXII. 
1 he ancient father of this hyſtile brood. 
Their boaſted Brute, undauuted ſnatch'd his gods 


Freedun mult live; and lawlfs power muſt | From burning U roy. ; nd Xanihus red with blood, 


yield. 
Vain now the tales which fabling poets tell, 
That wavering Conqueſt Kill deſir to rove ! 


nd fix'd on nlver Thames his d.re abedes: 
And this be Troynovante, he ſaid, the ſeat 
| By Heaven ordain'd, my ſons, your laſting place: 


in Marlborough's camp the goddeſs knows to | Superior here to all the bults of fate 


dwell: 
Jong as the hero's life remains her love. 
Agan France flies, again the duke purſues, 


Live, mindful of the author of your race, 
Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor 
flame, 


Aud on Ramilia s 1 lains he Blenheim's fame re- Nor great Pelides' arm, nor Juno's rage, could 


news. 


XVIII. 


ramc. 
XXIII. 


Great thanks, O captain great in arms ! re- Their udors hence, and Stuarts offspring flow: 


ccixc 
From thy triumphant country's public voice ; 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 


Hence Edward, dreadful with his ſable ſhicid, 
Talbot, to G llia's power eterval foe, 
And Seymour, fam'd in council or in geld: 
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nence N-. vil, great to Fe or dethrone, 
Ars Drake. and Ca'neliſh, terrors of the ſ-2 © 
Hole Butler's ſors, oer land and occan Known, 
Hot ores and Churchill's warring pr[iveny 3 
Hence the long ro!l which Gulhafhould conceal : 
For, oh! who, vanquith'd, loves the viclor's fame 
to tell? 
XXIV. 
Envy d Britannia, ſturdy as the oak. 
Which en her mauntain top ine provely bea's, 
Fl ads the ax, aud ſprouts againſt the ftro'te ; 
Strang from her wounds, aud greatcr by hcr 


WAlsS. 

And as thoſe teeth, which Cadmus fow'd 1 
euth, 1 
Proluc'd ne youth, and ſurnimh'd ſreſh ſup- 

Pites 3 


go with young vigour. and ſuccee ing birth, 
Hr laſſes more than recompens (| ariſe ; 
And every age ſhe with a race is crovn'd, 
Tor eticrs wore polite, in battles more re- 
novwnd. 
REV. 

Obhſlina e power, whom nothing can repel; 

Not me fierce Son, nor the crurt Dane, 
Nor leep imore {12:1 of the Norman ſtoel. 
Nor Europe's force amaſs d by envious Spain, 
Nor ranc- on univerſal tway intent, 
Ofc breaking !- gues, an oft renewing wars; 
Nor [requen: bane of w-aken'd governm-ut ) 
Ther own inte tine feuds and mutual jars: 
Thetec feuds and jars, in which I truited more. 
Thin in my troops, and f-cts, and all the Ca'lic 

power, 

XXV". 

To ſruitful Rheims, or ſair Lutetia's gate, 
Vizat tilings ſhall the meſſenger convey ? 

Khalil the loud heral l our ſucceſs relutc, 
Or mitred prieſt appoint the ſolemn day? 
Alas! my praiſes they no more muſt ting; 
They to my ſtatue now muſt bow no more: 
Broken, repuls'd is their immortal king: 
Fa!l'n. ſall'n for ever, is the Gallic power.— 
Ihe Woman Chief is maſter of the war: 
Earth he has freed by arms, and vanquiſu'd IIea- 
ven by prazer. 
XXVII. 

While thus the ruin'd foc's deſpair commends 
Thy council and thy dezd, victorious Queen, 
What (hail thy ſabjeAs ſay, and what thy friends: 
How ſpali thy triumphs in our joy be ſeen ? 

Oh! deign to let the eldeſt of the Nine 
Recite B-1tannia great, and Gallia free: 
Oh! with her ſiſter Sculpture let her join 
To raiſe, gr at Annr, the monument to thee; 
To thee, of ajl our good the tacred ſpring ; 
To thee, our deareſt dread; te thee, our ſofter 
King. 
XXVIn. 

Let Evrope ſav d the column high ere, 
Than rajmn's higher, or than Anron:uec's; 
Where ſembling art may carve the fair effect 
And full atchicvement of thy great deſigus. 

In a calin heaven, and a ſerener air, 
Sublime the Oneen ſhall on the ſummit taud, 
Lon danger far, as far remoy'd from tear, 
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And pointing down to carth her dread con- 
mand, 
All winds, all ſto ms. that threaten human wr, 
Shail fink berenth her feet, and f{pread tiw.r 
rage below. 
XXIX. 
Their flegts ſhall ſtrive, by winds and waters 
ttt, 
Till the ronng Kuſtrian on Theria's ſtrand, 
Great us Z.nces on the Latian coult, 
Shai! fix his foot : and this, be this the land, 
Grat Jove, wher. 1 for ever wil rem. in, 
(Ahe empires other hope el fix and her- 
Vanqnl'd, micmb'd 1':i lic; or, crown d, 3: 
reit gu 
O virtuc to thy Britiſh mother dear! 
Like the ſam' d reien fur and chile; 
For Anne is tiinc, z cn, os Veuus was 6 
guide, 
XXX 
There, in eternal characters cygraw'd, 
Vimeo, and (ih aitar, au Barccione, 
Tue ir ſce detroy'd, their Privilege ſav d, 
Shen Anna's terror and her mercies own : 
Spam, from th* uturper Bovrbont's arm rettlon'T, 
hall with new life and grateful joy apnecr, 
Numbering the wonders wiach that you's 
atchiev d. 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and ſent to war ; 
\\hom Auna ſcut to claim iberia s throne ; 
And mate him more than Ling, in calling 7.4; 
her ſon. 
XXXI. 
There Iſter, pleas'd by Bienheim's glcricus 
field, 
Rollins ſhall bid his eaſtern waves declare 
Germania fav'd by Britain's ample ſhield, 
And bl--ding Gaul afſlicted by her ſpear ; 
Shall bid them mention Marlborough on that 
More, 
Leading his iſlanders, renow'd in arms, 
Through climes, where never Britiſn chief beſors 
Or piteh'd his camp, or ſounded his alarms ; 
Shall bid them bleſs the Queen, who made 1's 
ſtreams 
Glorious as thoſe of Boyne, and ſiſe as tlioſe «7 
Thames. 
XXXXII. 
Brabantia, clad with fields, and crown'd wi: 
towers, 
With de ent joy ſhall her d-liverer meet: 
Shall own thy ar s, great Queen, and bicſs thy 
power, 
I aying the keys beneath thy ſubj-R's feet, 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 
Sha'l weep her crime, and bow to Charles re- 
ſto:'d ; 
With double vows ſhall blefs thy hapyy ca-. 
In having drawn, aud having ſheath'd tag lu 
From theſe their ſiſter provinces ſhall knory, 
How Aune luppo;ts a friend, and how fory ws 


* a forc. 
XXXIII. 
Briaht ſwor ls, aud creſted helms, and r 2 


ſpcars, 
lu artſul piles around the work Hall lie; 
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And ſhie'ds indented deep in ancient wars, 
Blazon'd with ſigns of Gallic heraldry ; | 
And ſtandards with diſtinguiſh'd honours bright, 
Marks of high power and national command, 
Which Valois“ ſons, and Fourbon's hore in fight. 
Or gave to Foix', or Montmorency's hand : 
Great ſpoils, which Gullia muſt to Pritain yield, 
From 2 battle ſav'd to grace Ramilia's 


XXXIV. 

And, as fine art the ſpaces may diſpoſe, 
The knowing thought and curious «ye ſhall ſee 
1 hy emblem, gracious Queen, the Britiſh roſc, 
71 ype of ſweet rule ang gentle majeſty | 
The northern thiſtle, whom no hoſtile hand 
Uuhnrt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hibernia's harp, device of her command, 
And nt of her mirth, ſhall there be ſcen : 
Thy vanquiſh'd lilies, France, decay'd and torn, 
Shall with diſorder d pomp the laſting work 

adorn. 


XXXV. 

Beneath, great Queen, oh ' very far beneath, 
Near to the ground, and on the humble baſe, 
To ſave herſelf from darkneſs and from death 
That Muſe deſire, the laſt, the loweſt place; 
Who, though unmect, yet touch'd the trembling 

ſtring, 
For the 3 of Anne and Albion's land, 
Who durſt of war and martial fury fing; 
And when thy will, and when thy ſubject's hand, 
Had quell'd thoſe wars, and bid that fury ceaſe, 
Hangs up her grateful karp to conqueſt, and to 
| Haan 


HER RIGHT NAME. 


S Nancy at her toilet ſat, 
J\ Admiring this, and blaming that, 
Tell me, ſhe ſaid ; but tell me true; 
The Nymph who could your heart ſubdue. 
What ſort of charms does ſhe poſſeſs? 
Abſolve me, fair-one ; I'll confeſs 
With pleaſure, | reply'd. Her hair, 
In ringlets rather dark than fair, | 
Does down het ivory boſom roll, 
Aud hiding halt, adorns the whole. 
In her hish forckcad's fair half round 
Love fits in open triumph crown'd : 
He in the dimple or? her chin, 
In private ſtate, by friends is ſeen. 
Her eyes are neither black nor gray ; 
Nor fierce nor ſeeble is their ray; 
Their dubious luſtre ſcems to ſhow 
something that ſpeaks nor Yes, nor No. 
Her lips no living bard. I weet, 
May ſay, how red, how round, how ſweet; 
Old Homer only could indite 
Their vagrant grace and ſoft delight: 
They ſtand recorded in his buok, 
When Helen ſmil'd, and Hebe ſpuke,— 
The gipſey, turning to her glaſs. 
Too plainly ſhew'd ſhe knew the face ; 
And which am 1 moſt like, ſhe ſaid, 


| 


þ 


Your Cloe, or your Nut-brown Maid f 
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CANTATA. 
SET BY MONSIEUR GALLIARD. 


RECIT. 
ENEATH a verdant laurel's am ſhade, 
His lyre to mournſul numbers RY 
Horace, immortal bard, ſupinely laid, 
To Venus thus addreſs'd the ſong : 
Ten thouſand little Loves around, 


Liſtening. dwelt on every ſound. 


ARIET. 
Potent Venus, bid thy ſon 
Sound no more his dire alarms. 
Youth on ſilent wings is flown : 
Graver years come rolling on. 
Spare my age, unfit for arms : 
Safc and humble le: me reſt, 
From all amorous cares releas d. 
Potent Venus, bid thy ſon 
Sound no more his dire alarms. 
KECIT, 
Yet, Venus, why d I cach morn 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe's hair? 
Why do Hall day lament and ſigh, 
Unicſs the beautcous maid be nigh ? 
And why all night purſue her in my dreans, 
Through flowery maids and cryſtal ſtream? 
RECIT. 
Thus 2 the Bard; and thus the Codeſs 
PIKE 2 . 
Submiſſive bow to Love's imperious yoke : 
Every ſtate, and every age, 
Shall own my rulc, and fear my rage: 
Compcll'd by me, thy Muſe ſhall prove, 


That all the world was bora to love. 


ARiET. 
Bid thy deſtin'd lyre diſcover 
Soft defire and gentle pain : 
Often; raiſe, aud always love her: 
Through her ear, her heart obtain. 
Verſe ſhall pleaſe, and ſighs ſhail move her, 
Cupid does with Phabus reign. 


LINES V. RITTEN IN AN OVID: 


A TRANSLATION FROM TUE FRENCH. 
VID is the ſureſt guide 
You can name, to ſhew the way 
To any won.an, maid, or bride, 


Who reſolves to go aſtray. 


A TRUE MAID. 
O, no; ſor my virginity, 
When 1 loſe that, tays Roſe, Il die: 
Be ind the elms, lait ni. ht, cry'd Dick, 
Roſe, were you not extremely ck ? 


3 3. 2 a WoW 
EN months after Florimel happen'd to wed, 
And was brought in a laudable manner te 
bed. | 
She warbled her groans with ſo charming a voice, 
That one half of the pariſh was Lunn'd wich ths 
nouiſe. 


PRIOR'S PORMS: 


But, when Florimel deign'd to lie privately in, 

Ten months bef..re ſhe and her ſpouſe were a-kin ; 

dhe choſe with ſuch p.udence her pangs to con- 
ceal. 

That her nurſe, nay her midwife, ſcarce heard 
her once ſqueal. 

Learn, huſbands, from hence, for the peace of 
your lives, 


That maids make not half ſuch a tumult as wives. 


. * 


A REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 


N his death-bed poor Lubin lies; 
His ſpouſe is in defpair : 
With frequent ſobs and mutual cries, 
They both expreſs their care. 
A diffcrent cauſe, ſays parſon Sly, 
The ſame eficA may give: 
Poor Lubin ſcars that he ſhall die; 
His wife, that he may liste. 


ANOTHER REASONABLE AFFPLICTION. 


ROM her own native France as old Aliſon 
palt, 
She reproach'd Engliſh Nell with negle& or 
with malice, 
That the flattern had left, in the hurry an ' haſte, 
Her lady's complexion and eye-brows at Calais, 


a WY TA EK 


ER eye-brow-b >x cnc morning liſt, 
(The beſt of folks arg oftenelt croſt) 
Bad He en thus to Jenny ſuid 
(Her careleis but £#ſticicd maid), 
Put me to bed then, wret hed ane 3 
Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? 
| can behoid no mortal nos: 
For what's an eye without a brow ? 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


N a dark corner of the houſe 

Por Helen fits, and ſobs, and cries; 

sbe will not ſec her loving ſpouſe, 

Nor her more deat picquet allies : 
Unleſs ſhe fiud her eye-brows, 
che ll ecu weep out her cycs. 

ON THE SAME. 
ELEN was juſt ſlipt into bed: 
Her ey: byows on the toilet lay; 


Away the kitten w th them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 


For this misfortune carele s Jane, 
Aſſure yourfcl!, wa loudly rated: 
And madan, getting up again, 
With her own hand the mouſe-trap baited. 
On little things, as ſages write, 
Depeads our human joy or ſurrow : 
Uwe don't catch a mouſe to-night, 
Alas | no eye-brows for to-morrow. 


PHYLLIS'S AGE. 
OW old may Phy'lis be, you aſk, 
Whoſe beauty thus all hcarts engages ? 
To anſwer 19 no caſ * taſcæ: 
For ſiie has really tue 2ges. 
Vol. Iv. 
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Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in ſtaye, 


er patches, paint and jewels on 3 
All day let Envy view her face, 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 


P. iut, patches, jewels laid aſide, 
At night Altronomers agree, 
ihe evening has the day bely'd; 
And Phyllis is ſome forty-three. 


FORMA BONUM FRAGILE. 
WW HAT a frail thing is beauty ! ſays Barot ls 


Cras, 
Perceiving his miſtreſs had one eye of glaſs : 
And ſcarcely had he ſpoke it, 
\\ hen the more confus'd, as more angry ſhs 
grew, 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxum too true 
She dropt the eye, and broke it. 


AN EPIGRAM. 
WRITTEN TO THE DUKE DE NOAILLEK 


AIN the concern which you expreſs, , 
That uncall'd Alard will poſleis 

Your houſe aud coach, both day and night, 
An1 that Macbeth was hun“ed Icfs 

By Bauquo's reRle's ſp! git, 
With fifteen thouſand pounds a year, 
Do you copmlain, you caunot bear 2 

An ill you may {\. ſoon retricve ? 
Good: Alard, faith, is modeſter 

By mu h than you believe. 


| Lend him but fifty | ouis-d'or ; 


And you ſhall never ſce him more: 
Take the advice; probatum eff. 

Why do the Gods indul,;c our 1 ore, 
But to ſecure our relt ? 


— — — —— 


iin ö ee 
TO $SMTTU'S FULZDRA AND nirror rz us, 


SPOKEN BY MRS. OLDFIELD, WHO ACTED I>MENA, 


ADIES, to-night your pity | imylore 
For one, who never troubled you before: 
A nOxſord-man, extremely read in « rerk, 
Who from Euripides makes Phædra ſpear; 
And comes to town to let us Mod-rns know, 
How woman lov'd two thonland years go. 
If that be all, ſaid 1, e'en burn y ur play 3 
Egad | we know all that as well as they: 
Shew us the youthful, handſome chan iotcer, 
Firm in his ſcat, and running his career; 
Gar ſouls would kindle with as g-nerous flames, 
As e er inſpir'd the ancient Grecian dames : 
Every Iſmena woul reſign her breait; 
And every dear Hippo'ytus be bleſt 
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders marcs 
Are c'cn as good as any two of theirs: 
And, if Hippolytus can but contrive 


Jo buy the gilced chariot, John can Cri vo, 
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Now of the buſtle you have ſeen to-day, 
And Phz&ra's morals in this ſcholar's play, 
Something at leaſt in juſtice ſhould be ſaid; 
But this Hippol tus ſo fills one's head 
Well! Phazdra hv'd as chattely as the con'd ; 
For ſhe was Father Jove's own fleſh and blood. 
Her aukward love indeed was oddly fated; 
She and her Poly were too near related; 
And pet that ſcruple had been laid aſide, 
It honeſt Theſeus had but ſairiy died: 
But when he came, what needed he to know, 
Eut that a'l matters flood in fiatu quo ? 
Tere was no harm, you ſce, or, grant there were, 
She might want conduct; but he wanted care. 
"Twas in a huſband little leſs than rude, | 
Up-n his wile 's retirement to intrudt 
He ſhould have ſent a night or two defoxe, 
That he would come exact at ſuch an hour; 
Then he had turn d all tragedy to jeſt; 
Found every thing contribute to his reſt; 
The picquet friend diſmiſs'd, the coaſt all clear, 
And ſpouſe alone impatient for her dear. 
But, if theſe gay refle&ions come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phadra from her fate; 
If your more ſerious judgment muſt condemn 
The dire effe&s of her unhappy flame: 
Yet, ye chaſte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let Love and Innocence engage your care: 
My ipotleſs flames to your protection take; 
And ſpare poor Phædra ſor Iimena's ſake. 


A CRITICAL MOMENT. 


OW capricious were Nature and Art to 
poor Nell! | 
She was — her checks at the time her noſe 
icl 
—— 
STS FF LL. OV TH 


To MRS. MANLEY'S LUCIUS. 


HE Female Author who recites to-day, 
7 ruſts to her ſex the merit of her play. 
Like Father Bayes ſecurely ſhe fits down: 
Pit, box, and gallery, gad! ail's our own. 
In ancient Greece, ſhe ſays, when Sappho writ, 
By their «pplauſe the crincs ſaew?d their wit, 
Tiey tun'd their voices to her Lyric ſtring ; 
. could all do ſoincthing more than 
ing. 
But one exception to this fact we find; 
That booby Phaon only was unkind, 
Au. ill-bred boat-man, rough as waves wa 
w nd. 


From Sappho down through all ſucceedir g ages, 


And now on French or on Italian ſtages, 

Rough ſatyrs, fly ren arks, ill-natur'd ſpeeches, 
Ane always aim d at Poets that wear breeches, 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rap:nnov mau, 
Lrew a ſharp pen upon a naked woman. 

The bluſtering buliy in our ncigkLouring ftreets 
$corns to attack the femaic that te merts : 

Fea |cis the |; etticoat contemms his frowns; 


| 


The lvop 1ccuics Rate ver it ſurrounds, [ 


FRIOR'S rorus. 


The many-colour'd gentry there ae, 

By turns are rul'd by tumult and iy love: 

And, while their ſwerthearts their attention fix 

Suſpend the din of their damn d clatteriug ſticks, 

Now, Sir 

To you our author makes her ſoſt requeſt, 

Who ſpeak the kindeſt. and who write the beſt, 

Your {ympathetic hearts ſhe hopes to move, 

From tender friendſhip, and cudearing love. 

If Perrarch's Muſe did Laura s wit rekearſe ; 

And Cowley flatter'd dear Orinda's verice ; 

She hopes from you—Pox take her hopes and 
fears; 

I plcad her ſex's claim; what matters hers ? 

{ By our fuil power of beauty we th.nk fir 

To damn the Salique law i.:4pos'd on wit: 

We'll try the empire v he ſo long have boaſted ; 

And, if wc are net praie'd, we'll not be toaſted, 

| Approve what one of us preſents to-night, 

Or every mortal woman here ſhatl wrue: 

Rural. pathetic, narrative, ſublime, 

We'll write to you, and make you write Y 
rhyme ; 

Female remarks ſhall take up all your time. 

Your time, poor ſouls! we'll take your very 
money; 

Female thii d- days ſhall come ſo thick upon ye, 

As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath, 

We'll look, or write, or talk you all to death. 

Unleſs you yield for better and for worſe : 

Then the She-Pegaſus ſhall gain the courſe ; 

And the grey mate will prove the better horſc. 


THE THIEF AND THE CORDELIER, 


A BALLAD; 4 
TO TUE TUNE OF 
KING JOUN AND THE ABBOT OF CANTERBURY, 


HO has e'er been at Paris, muſt needs 
know the Greve, 
The fatal retreat of th unfortunate brave; 
Where Honour and Juſtice molt oddly contribute 
To caſe heroes“ pains by a halter and gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


There Death breaks the ſhackles which Force 
had put on, 

| And the Hangman completes what rhe Judge 
but begun ; 

There the Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of 
| the Polt, 
Find their pains no more balk d, and their hopes 
| no more croſt. 

Derry down, &c. 

Great claims are there made, and great ſecrets 
| are known ; 
And the king, and the law, and the thief, ka 


his owa : 


| 
But my hearers cry out, What a deuce doſt thou 


| ail ? 

Cut off thy reſlections, and give us thy tale. 

| Derry down, &c. 

Twas there chen in civii rcſpet to bard 
laws, 


— 
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And for want ol falſe witneſs to back a bad 
cauſe. 
A Norman, though late. was ohligz d to appear: 
And who to aſſiſt, but a grave Cerdelier ? 
Derry down, &c. | 
The Squire, whoſe good grace waz to open 
the ſcene, 
$Seem'd 8 in great haſte that the ſhow ſhould 
gin 
Nor fitted the halter, now travers'd the cort ; 
Ard often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 


* Step quicunque volet potens 
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Ah! weuld you Have the fame ſuprreſt, 
That hills the heart it l. ca-s too faſt, 
Take hall my paſhion to your breaſt: 


The reſt in mine ſkull ever laſt. 


—  —— ͤ —wwF— —— 


AN FPITAPH, 


« Aulz culmine lubrico, &c.“ 
NTFRR'D benestu {4 marhle News 
Lie f untering Jack and idle Joan. 
While rolling thre-{core years and one 


Sxxrc, 


What frightens you thus, my good ſon ? ſays 
the Pricft : | 


” — 


Did round this globe their courles run; 
If humon things went or un, 


You murder'd, are ſorry, and have been confeſt. if changing empires roſe or tell. 


O father my ſorrow will ſcarce ſave my bacon ; 
For 'twas not that I murder d, but tha. 1 was 
taken 
Derry down, &c. 
Pouzh ! priy'] ce ne er trouble thy head with 
ſuch ſan ics : 
Rely on the aid you ſhall have from Saint Frencis: ' 
If the - you promis'd be brought to the 
cheſt. 
You have only to die let tc church do the reſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


And whit will folks ſay, if they ſes you 
afraid ? : 
It refle&s upon me, as I knew not my trade: 
Courage, ſrie:. d; for to-day is your period of 
ſorrow ; | 
And things v ill go better, believe me, to-morrow 
Derry de wn, &c. 


Tc-morruw ! our Hero replied in a frivht : 
He that's hang'd betore noon, ought to think of 
to-night, 
Tell your beads, quoth the Prieſt, and be Zairly 
truls'd up, 
For you ſurely to-night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup, 
Derry down &c. , 
Alas quoth the Squire, howe'er ſumptuous 
the treat, 8 
Parbleu I ſhall have little ſtomach to eat; 
I ſhouid therefore eſtcem it great ſa vour and grace, 
Would you be ſo kind as to go in my place. 


Derry dow n, &. 
That 1 would, quoth the Father, and thank 
you to bcot ; 
But our actions, you know, with our duty muſt 
ſuit. 
The ſeaſi I propes'd to you, I cannot taſte ; 
For this night, ty our order, is ma. kd foraf ſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then. turnirg about to the ! angman, he ſaid, 
Dilparch me, 1 pr'ythee, this troubleſome blade; 
For thy cord ald my cord both equally tie, 

And we | ve by the gold for which other men die. 

Derry down, &e. | 

— A 
10 CHL OE. | 
V HILST 1 am Corch'd with hot defire, 
In vain cold friendſhip you return; 
Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas! but make it fGiercer burn, 


The morning pait, the cvening came, 


And found this couple ſtill the ſane. 
They wak'd, and cat, good folks : what then? 
Why then they walk'd and cat again 
They fcuntiy Dept the un ght away ; 
They d. d juſt not! ing all thc dus 
And, having, bury ed children ſour, 
Would not take pains to try or more. 
Nor ſiſter cither had. nor brother; 1 
They ſeem'd juſt ral'y'd for ech other. 
Their moral and &:onomy 
Moſt perſectly they made agree : 
ach virtue kept its proper bound, 
Nor tre ſpaſe'd on the others ground. 
Nor fame nor cenſure they regarded; 
hey neither puniſh'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd not wl-at the footman did; 
Her maids ſu- neither prais d nor chic : 
So every ſervant took his courte ; 
And, bad at firſt, they all g worſe, 
Slothſul diſorder fii!'d þ:s ttabic, 
And ſiuttiſh plenty deck's her table. 
Their beer was flrong; their wine was port; 
Their meal was arge; their grace was ſuort. 
They gave the por the remnans :ncat, 
uſt when it zrew not fit to cat. 
They paid the church end pariſh rate, 
And took, but read not the receipt; 
For which they claim their Sunday's due, 
Of ſlumbering in an upper pew. 
No man* defects tought they to know; 
So never made themſelves z toe. 
No man's good deeds did they commend ; 
So never raid themielves a friend. 
Nor cheriſh'd they relations poor; 
| 1 hat might decreale their preſent ſtore ; 
Nor barn nor houle dic! hy repair; 
That might oblige their future heir. 
They ncither added nur confounded ; 
They ne ther wanted nor abounded. 
Each Chriſtmas they «ccomprs did clear, 
And wound their bottom ound te year, 
Nor tear nor ſmile did they erpicy 
At news of public grict or joy. 
When bells were rung, and bonfires made 
If aſk'd, they nc'er deny d their aid: 
Their jug was to the ringers carried, 
Whoever either died or married. 
Their billet at the fire was found, 


3.7 _ S 2&3 


Whoever waz cepcs'd or crown d. 


J 
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Norgood, nor bad, ner fonls, nor wiſe ; 
They would not learn, nor could adviſe: 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 

They led—a kind of—as it were: 
Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cricd : 
And 1s they liv'd, and ſo they died. 


WR!TTEN IN MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. 


GIVEN TO THE DUKE OF SURKWSBURY IN 
FRANCE, AFTER THE PEACE, I713 


TIS ATE, O mighty judge, what thou haſt 
J ſcen 

Of cities and of courts, of books and men; 
And deign to let thy ſervant hold the pen. 


Through ages thus I may preſume to live, 


And from the tranſcript of thy proſe receive 


What my own ſhcrt-liv'd verſe can never give. 
Thus ſhall fair Britain with a gracieus ſmile, 

Accept the work ; and the iuſtructed iſle, 

For more than treaties made, ſhall bleſs my toil. 
Nor longer hence the Gallic ſtyle preferr'd, 

Wiſdiem in Engliſh idiom ſhall be heard, 

While pH tells he world, where Montaigne 

err 


AN Er IS TL. 
DESIRING THE QUEEN'S PICTURE 2 


Written at Paris, 1714; but leſt unfiniſhed, by 
the ſudden news of her Majeſty's death. 


HE train of equipage and pomp of ſtate, 
The Mining ſide-board, and the burniſh'd 
plate, 
Let other miniucrs, great Anne, require; 
And partial fall thy gift to their deſire. 
To the fair portrait of my Sovereign Dame, 
To that alone, eternal be my claim. 

My bright d-icnder, and my dread delight, 

If ever | found ſaveur in thy fight ; 
If all the pains that for thy Bruain's ſake 
My pait has took, or future life may take, 
Be grateſul to my queen; permit my prayer, 
And with this giſt reward my total care. 

Will thy indulgent hand, fair Saint, allow 
The boon ? aud v ill thy car accept thevow ? 
Thar, jn deſpite of age, of impious flame, 

And cating Time, thy picture, like th. fame, 

Entire may laſt ; that, as their eyes ſurvey 

The ſemblant ſhade, racn yet unborn may ſay, 

Thus preat, thus gracious, look'd Britannia s 
Qucen : 


Der brow thus ſmooth, her look was thas ſerene; 


When to a low, but to a loyal hand 

The mighty Empreſs gave her high command, 
That he to hoſtile ca ps and kings ſhould haſte, 
Jo ſpeak her vengeance, as their danger, palt ; 
%% ſay. ſhe wills deteſted wars to ceale ; 

She checks her conqueſt, for her ſubjedts eaſe, 
And bids the world attend her terms of a, | 
hee, gracious Anne, thee preſent 1 adore, 
Thee, Queen of Peace—!f Tunc and Fate have 

power 
Higher to rate the glories of thy reign, 
In words ſubllnze-, aud u uob.er firain, 


ads tirength to beauty, and completes the 


| Such as might govern carth, and people hcavcz; 


n 


| 


POEMS. 


May future bards the mighty theme rehearſe ; 
Here, tator Jove, and Ihœbus king of verſe, 
The votive tablet 1 ſuſpſcud * * * * 


— — — — 


— 


ro THE RIGHT HONOURABLT. 
THE COUNiESS DOWAG ROF D. vo. 
SHIRE; 
on A PFIFCE er WIESS!N's, 
Whercon were all her grandlions painted. 


AY and Nature hel a long coutc, 
If She created, ur He painted beft ; 
With pleafing thought the wondrous combat 


grew, 
She fill form'sd fairer ; He ſtill liber drew. 


In theie ſeven brethren they contended laſt. 
With art increas'd, their utmoſt (kKiilthey tried, 
And, both well plcas'd they had themiclvcs ſur- 
d. 


The Goddeſs triumph'd, and the painter dy'd. 
That both their ſkill to this voſt height did raiſe, 
Be ours the wonder, and be yours the praiſc: 
For here, as in ſome glaſs, is well deicry'd 
Only yourſeiſ thus often multiply d. 


What more exalted beauty could it add? 


When Heaven had You and gracious Anna“ 

made, 

Having no nobler images in ſtore, 

It but kept up to theſe, nor could do more 

han copy well what it had ſram d be ore. 

f in dear Burghlcy's genereus face we fee 

Obliging truth and hanaſome honeſty, 

With all that world of charms, which ſoen will 
move 

Reverence in men, and in the ſair-enes love; 

His very grace his {air deſcent aſſures, 

He has his mother's beauty, ſhe has yours. 

If every Cecil's face had every charm, 

1 hat thovg!t can laucy, or that Heaven cas 
form ; 

Their beautzes all become your beauty's due, 

They arc all fair, becauſe they*ere all like you. 

If every Ca'ndiſn great and charming look ; 

From you that air, from you the charms they 
took. 

In their each limb your image is expreſt, 

but on their brow £:rm courage ſtands confeſt; 

There, their great father, by a ſtrong increaſe, 


iece : 

Thus | Il your beauty, in your ſons we view, 
Wieſſen ſeven times one great perfection drew: 
Whoever fat, the picture ſtill is you. 

So when the parent-ſun, with genial beams, 
Has znimated many gocdly gems, 
He ſees himſelf improv'd, while every ſtone, 
With a reſembling light, reflect a fun _ 

So when great Rhea many births had given, 


Her glory grew diſſus d. and, ſuller known, 
She ſaw the Deity in every on: 
And to what Go ſo er men altars rais d, | 
Honouring the offspring,thcy thc mother prais 6. 1 


* Eldef! laughter of the (ct. 
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In ſbort-liv'd charms Jer others place their jor , | Hoping, for my excuſe, twill be confaſt, 
Which ſickneſs blaits, and certain age delrroys; | That di twoeviis | have (hole the leaſt. 


Your ſtronger beaury Time can ne'er deſacc, | 6+, Sr, with this epilto'ary ſcroll, 
Tis ſtill renew d. and ſtump d in all your race. f Receive the par ner of my um? ſoul : 
Ah Wieſſen hid tl.y wit been fo reſn'd, Him you will find is; letters and in laws 
As with ther beauty to have drawn their mind, | Not uacspcrt, firm to his country's cabiſe, 
Through circling years thy labours would ſur- Waruz in the glorious intereſt you purſue, 
vive, , | Aud, iu oue Ward, a good man aud a true. 


And living rules to faireſt virtue give, 
Jo men wburu and ayes yet io live: 

would ftiil be wonderful, and iti 1 be new, | 
Againit what time, or ipite, ot ute, cuuid do; 
7 ill thine confus'd with Nature's pieces lie, 


Aud Cavendily's nome aun Cecil's honour die. 


11 


TO MR. HARLEY, | 


WOUNDED BY GUISCARD, Ir. 


Ab ipſo 
4 T7 AB LL | Ducit opes animumque ferro.*” Hor. 
FROM runs. I. 
| BEE great awww, ſuperior to an age, i 
To the Author of the AZ: *ry, 1710. The full extremes of Nature's force we find : 
How heavenly Virtue con caalt, or Rage | 
For an actor 's vizard found, | laſcrual hew degrade. the human mind. 
[ And peer d, aud felt, and tucu'd it round; II. 
Then threw it iu contempt away, While the fierce monk does at his triol ſtand, 
And thus eld Pha drus heard him ſay: He chews revenge, ahjuring his off-n:e : 
« What noble part canit thou ſuſtain, Guile in his tongue and murder it huis hand, 
© Thou Ipecious head without a brain = | He itabs his judge. 22 his innocence. 
b The guilty ſtroke and torture of the ſteel 


Infix' d, our dauntleſs Briton ſcarce perceives x 
The wounds his country from h's death muſt. 
fecy 
The Patriot views ; for thoſe alone he grieves. 
| IV. 
The barbarous rage that durſt attempt thy life, 
Harl. 7, great counſellor, ext nds thy i ung. 
«4 3 , 5 And the ſharp point of cruel Guiſcard's knife, 
Septimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus, In braſs aud marble car ves thy deathic's name. 
« Quanti me facias, &c.“ | 


TG THE 


RIGHT HON. MR. HARLEY. 


HORACE, I EP. Ix. IMITATED. 


: LEP : I raithlul aſſertor of thy country's cauſe, 
| EAR Dick,“ howe'er it comes into his Britain with tears ſhal bathe thy glorious 


—_ | wound : 


Believes as firmly as he does his creed, She {or thy ſafety ſhall enlarge her laws, 
That you and 1, Sir, arc extremely great: And in her ſtatutes ſhall thy worth be ſound. 
Though 1 plain Mat, you Miniſter of State : VI. 

One word from me, without all goubt, he ſays, [et emidſt her ſizhs ſhe triumphs, on the hand 


Would fix his ſortune in ſome little place. 2nd a | 3 a 
] Thus better than myſel/, it ſcems, he knows, A 2 rk oh 22 . ade 3 — og 5 5 
ow far my intereſt with 1 No fon of hers could medicatc this low. 

) And, anſwering all ohjectious I can make, VII 

I Still plunges deeper in Eis dear miſtabe. be 
© Frem this wild fancy, Sir there may proceed 
One wilder yet, Which 1 forcſce and dread ; 
That 1. in fact, a real intcrett have, 

Which to my own advantage 1 would ſave, | 


Meantime thy pain is grec.ous Anna's care: 

Our Qu en, our Saint, with dacriticuy breath 
Soitens thy anguilh ; it ber poweriri prayer 

Sur pleaus thy lervice, «n furbids thy death, 


I; And, with the uſual courticr's irick, intend \ II. ' | 
To ſerve neyleli, forgetful of my friend. Great as thon art, thou can mand no more, 
o ſhun this centure, Hall ſhame lay by, O rcalt bewail's by cart, preferv'd by 
And make my reaſon with his will comply; | 4,cavern; i 
6. i ; No higher can aſpiring Virtue loor ; 


33 1 2 ad 
® 3ihard Shelteu, El. Eucuga to thee of grieſ and Lame is given. 
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AN EXTEMPORE INVITATION 


TO THE EARL OF OXFORD, 
Lord Ai Treaſurer, 1712. 
MY LORD, 


UR weckly friends to-morrow meet 
At Matthew's palace, in Duke-ftreet, 

To try for once if they can dine | 
On bacon-ham and mutton-chine. 
If, weary'd with the great afiairs 
Which Britain truſts to Harley's cares, 
"Thou, humble ſtateſman, may'ſt deſcend 
Thy mind one moment o unbend, 
To lee thy ſervant from his ſoul 
Crown with thy health the ſprighely bowl 
Among the gueits which e er my houſe 
Rec-iv d, it never e n produce 
Of honoar a more glorious prom— 
Though Dorſet us d to blets the roof, 


ERLE ROBZRT'S MICE. 
Tr Chaucer's Ayle. 


A mice, fall blythe and amicable, 
1 Baten beſide Erle Robert's table. 
Lies there ne trap their necks to catch, 
Ne old black cat their ſteps to watch, 
Their fill they eat of fowl and fiſh ; 
Feaſt lyche as heart of mouſe mote wiſh, 

As gueſts ſat jovial at the board, 
Forth leap'd our mice : eftſoons the lord 
Of Boling, whilome John the Saint, 
Who maketh oft* propos full queint, 
Laugh'd jocund, and aloud le cried, 
To Matthew ſcated on t'oth' ſide ; 

To thec, lean Bard, it deth partain 
To underſtand theſe creatures tweine, 
Come frame us now ſome clean device, 
Or playſant rhyme on yonder mice: 
They ſeem, Gece ſhieid me! Mat and Charles. 
Bad as Sir 'Topas, or Squire Quarles, 
(Matthew did for the nonce reply) 

At emblem, or device am I : 

But, could I chaunt, or rhyme, pardie, 
(ear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee, 

Ne verſe from me (ſo God me ſhrive) 
On mouſe, or other beaſt alive. 
Certes I have this mauy days 

Sent myne poetic herd to graze. 

Ne armed knight ydrad in war 

With lion fierce will compare; 

Ne judge unjuſt, with ſurred fox, 
Harming in ſecret guiſe the flocks; 

Ne prieſt unworth of goddeſs coat, 
Jo ſwine ydrunk, or filthy ſtoat : 

Elk fimile farewell for age, 

From elephant, I trowe, to flea, 

Reply'd the friendlike peer, I weene 
Matthew is argred on the ſpleen 


| 


1 


PRIOK'S rormns. 


Ne ſo, quoth Mat, ne ſhall be cer, 
With wit that ſalleth all ſo fair : 
Eftloons, well wect ye, mine intent 
Boweth to your commaundement. 

If by theſe creaturcs ye have ſcen, 
Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew been; 
Behoveth ncet to wreck my brain, 

The reſt in order to explain. 

That cup-board, where the mice diſport, 

[ liken to St. Step! en's Cour: :* 

Therein is fpace enough. 1 trow, 

For elke comrade to come and go: 

And therein eke may both be fed 

With ſhiver of the wheaten brad. 

And when, as theſe mine eyne ſurvey, 
They ceaſe to ſkip, and ſqueak, and play; 
Return they may to different cells, 
Auditing one, whilſt other ll. 

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whoſe mind 
In bounteous deed no mcan can bind ; 
Now as I hope to grow devout, 
| deem this m tter well made out. 

Laugh I, whilſt thus I ſerious pray? 
Let that be wrought which Mat doth fay : - 
Yea, quoth the LAL, but not to-day. 


IN THE SAME STYLE. 


UL. oſt' doth Mat with Topaz |} dine, 

' Fateth bak'd meats, drinketh Greck wine; 
But Topaz his own werke rehearſeth. 
And Mat mote praiſe what Top:z verſech. 
Now, ſure as prieſt did e er ſhrive finncr, 
Full hardly earneth Mat his dinner. 


IN THE SAME STYLE. 


AIR Suſan did her wiſ-hede well men- 
teine, 
Algates aſſaulted ſore by letchours tweine: 
* ow, and 1 read aright that auncieut ſong, 
Olde were the paramours, the dame full yong. 
| Had thilke me tale in ot er guiſe been 
tol de; 


Had they been young (pardie) and ſhe been 
Ide; 


olde; 5 
That, by St. Kit, had wrought much ſorer trial; 
Full marvcillous, I vote, were ſilk denyal. 


| 


| — —— —_—_—_—— 


A FLOWER PAINTED BY SIMON VAREZST. 
HEN fam'd Varelſt this little wonder 


drew, 
Flora vouchſaf'd the growing work to view; 
Finding the painter's ſcience at a ſtand, 
The goddeſs ſnatch'd the pencil from his hand; 
And, finiſhing the piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 


Behold one work of mine, that ne er ſhall fade. 
® Th: Exchequer. 


t The perſm hers ſutirized was Sir Richard 


Þ$,..ckmore, Ne 


_ 


* 


PRIOR'S 


To THE i.ADY ELIZABETH HARLEY. 
AFTERWARDS MAKCUIONESS OF CARMARTHEN., 
Cn a column of her draxving. 


HEN future ages ſhall with wonder view 
Theſe glorious li:es, which Harley's 

daughter drew, 

They ſtall conſeſs, that Britain could not raiſe 

A ſaircr column to the Father's praiſe. 


PROTOGENES axp APELLES. 


HEN poets wrete, and painters drew, 
N As Nature pointed out the view; 
Ere Gothick ſurms were known in Grecce 
To ſpoil the well-proportion'd piece; 
And in our verſe ere monkiſh rhymes 
Had jangled their fantaſtic chimes: 
Ere on the flowery lands of Rhodes 
Thoſe knights had fix'd their dull abodes, 
Who knew not much to paint or write, 
Nor card to pray. nor dar d to fight: 
Protog:nes, hiſtorians note, 
Liv'd there, a burgeſs, ſcot and lot; 
And, as old Pliny's writings ſhow, 
Apelles did the ſame at Co. 
Agreed theſe points of time and place, 
Proceed we in the preſent caſe. 
Piqu'd by Protogenes's fan.e, 
From Co te Rhodes Apelles came, 
To ſee a rival end a friend, 
Prepar'd to cenſure, or commend z 
Here to abſolve, and there object, 
As art with candour right dire. 
He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings; 
His ſervants follow with the things. 
Appears the governante of th' houſe ; 
For ſuch in Greece were much in ulc ; 
If young or handſome, yea or no, 
Concerns not me or thee to know. 

Does Squire Protogenes live here ? 
Yes, Sir, ſays ſhe, with gracious air, 
And court'ſey low, but juſt call d out 
By lords peculiarly e vout, 

Who came on purpoſe, Sir, to borrow 
Our Venus for the fcait to-morrow, 
To grace the church; tis Venus' day: 
I hope, Sir, you intend to ſtay, 

To ſee our Venus: tis the piece 

The moſt renown'd rh: oughout all Greece: 
80 like th' original, they jay: 

But I have no great ſkill that way. 
But, Sir, at fix (tis now paſt tlu ee) 
Dromo muſt make my maſter's tea: 

At ſix Sir, if you pleaſe to-corac, 
You'll find my maiter, Sir, at home. 

Tea, ſays a critic big with laughter, 
Was found ſome twenty ages aſter ; 
Authors, before they write, ſhould read. 
*Tis very true; but we'll proceed. 


And, Sir, at pretient would you pleaſe t 


To leave your name—Fair maiden, yes. 
Reach me that board, No ſooner {poke 
But done. With one judicious ſtroke, 


On the plain ground Apelles dre 
A circly regularly true; 


POEMS. 
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And will you pleaſe, ſweet-heart, ſaid be, 
To ſhew your maſter this from me ? 
By it he preſently v7 Il know 
How painters write their name at Co. 
He gave the pannel to the maid. 
| Smiling and court"ſying, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
I ſhal! not ſail to tell my maſter : 
And, Sir, for ſcar of all diſaſter, 
I'll keep it my ownſelf : ſafe bind, 
Says the old proverb, and ſafe find. 
So, Sir, as ſure as key or lock 
Your ſervant, Sir—at fix o'clock. 
Again at fix Apelles came, 
Found the ſame prating civil dame. 
Sir, that my maler has been here, 
Will by the board itſelſ appear. 
If from the perſect line be found 
He has preſumꝰ d to [well the round, 
Or colours on the draught to lay, 
'Tis thus he order d me to ſay \, 
Thus write the painters of this iſle : 
Let thoſe of Co remark the ſtyle. 
She ſaid; and to his hand reſtor d 
The rival pledge, the miſſive board. 
| Upon the happy line were laid 
| Such obvious light, and caly ſhade, 
That Paris' apple ſtood conſeſt, 
Or Leda's egg, or Chloe's breaſt. 
Apclles view's the finiſh'd piece: 
And live, ſaid he, the arts of Greece ! 
Howe'er Protogenes and I 
May in our rival talents vie; 
Howe'er our works may have expreſs'd 
{ Who trueſt drew, or colour'd beſt, 
When he beheld my flowing line, 
He found at leaſt I could delign : 
An from his artful round, I grant 
That he with perſeR ſkill can paint. 
| The dulleſt genius cannot fail 
To find the moral of my tale; 
( That the diſt inguiſh'd part of men, 
With compaſs, pencil, {word, or pen, 
{ Should in life's viſit leave their name, 
In characters which may proclaim 
That they with ardour ſtrove to raiſe 
At once their arts, and country's preiſe ; 
And in their working took great care, 
| 'That all was full, and round, and fair. 


| — 
| DEMOCRITUS a HERACLITUS. 


EMOCRITUS, dear droll, reviſit earth, 
And with our follies glut thy heighteg's 
| mirth 
| Sad Herachtus, ſerious wretch, return, 

In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 


COS 


1 


» 


between you both 1 unconcern'd ſtand by : 


Hurt, can 1 laugh ? and honck, need 1 cry ? 


ON MY BIRTH-DAY, JULY al, 
I 


MY dcar, was born to-day, 

So ul! my jolly comrades ſay; 
| They bring me muſic, wreaths, ard azza, 
| Aud atk ts celebrate my birth; 


' 
0 
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Little, alas ! my comrades know 
That | was born to pain and wee: 
Better | had ne'er been born: 

1 wiſh to die ev n whilſt 1 ſay, 

T, my dear, was 8 

I. my dear, wat born to-da ; 

Shall I ſalute the riſing ay? 
Well-ſpring of all my joy and woe, 
C'otilda,* thou alone doſt know : 
Shall the wreath furronnd my hair ? 
Or ſhall the miific pleaſe my car? 
Shall I my comrades mirth receive, 
Aud bleſs my birth, and wiſh to live ? 
Ten let me fee one Fane chaſe 
imperious anger from thy face ; 
Then Jet = hn thee ſmuling ſay, 


Thou, my dear, wert born to-day. 


3 


E PIT AF H. 
EXTEMPORE. 


OBLES and heralds, by your leave, 
>. Matthew 


Here lies what once was 
The ſon of Adam and of Eve; 


Can Bourbon or Naſlau claim higher ? 
O rhe twas given to die: to thee tis given 


T To live: alas! one moment ſets us even. 
Mark! how impartial is the will of Hrtaven ! 


Prior, 


FOR MY OWN TOMBSTONE, 


TOR MY OWN MONUMENT, 


I. 
$ doctors give phyſic by way of prevention, 
Mat, alive and in health, of his tombſtone 
took care , | : 
For delays are unſaſe, and his pious intention 
May haply be never fulſill'd by his heir. 
II 


Then take Mat's word for it, the ſculptor is paid; 
That the figure is fine, pray believe your own 


e; N 
Vet 2 but lightly v hat more may be ſaid, N 
For we flatter ourſelves. and teach marble to lie. 


Yet counting as far as to ſiſty his years, 
His virtues and vices were as other men's are; 


High hopes he conceiv'd, and he ſmother d great 
fears, 
In a life party-colour'd, half pleaſure, half 


care. 
IV. 


Nor to buſiueſs a drudge, nor to ſaction a ſlave, 
He ſtrove to make intereſt and freedom agree; 
In public cmployments induſtrious and grave, 
And alone with his fricads, lord, how merry 
was he! v 


Now in equi ſtately, now humbly on foot, 
22 he try d, but te neither would 
truſt; 


Are. Anne Durban. 


2 


— 


„ 


| 


PRIOR'S rorus. 


\ 
And 2 in the round, as the whecl turn 4 
about, 
He found riches had wings, and knew man 
| but duſt, uy IF 


VI. 
This verſe little poliſh'd, though mighty ſincere, 
Sets neither his titles nor — — 6 
It ſays that his relies collected lie here, 
Aud no mortal yet knows too if this may by 


true. 
VII. 


| Fierce robbers there are that infeſt the highway, 


So _ =: be kill'd, and his bones never 
ound; 
Falſe witneſe at court, and fierce tempeſla at ſea, 
So Mat may yet chance to be hang'd, or be 


drown'd, 
VIII. 
if his bones lie in earth, roll in ſea, fly in air, 
To fate we muſt yield, and the thing is the 
And if paſſing thou giv'ſt him a ſmile, or a tear, 
He cares not yet pr'ythee be kind to his fame, 


GUALTERUS DANISTONUS AD Auicos. 
UM ſtudeo ſungi fallentis munere vi 
AeſeQogue viam ſedibus Ely fis, 

Arctoa florens ſophii, Samiſque ſepcrbus 
Diſcipulis, animas morte carere cane. 

Has eg» corporibus profugas ad fidera mitto ; 
Sideraque ingreſſis otia blanda dico; 

Qualia conveniunt Divis, quecis ſata volebant 
Vitai faciles molliter ire vias : 

Vinaque Cealicoli- media inter gaudia libo z 
Et me quid majus ſuſpicor eſſe viro. 

Sed ſucrint nulli forſan, quos ſpondeo, coli; 
Nullaque ſint Ditis numina, nulla Jovis : 

Fabula fit terris agitur quæ vita relictis; 
Quique ſuperſtes, Homo; qui nihii, eſto Dem 

Attamen eſſe hilares, & inanes mittere cuias 
Proderit, ac vitæ commoditate frui, 

Et ſe ſlos agitaſſe dies, zvique fugacis 
Tempora perpetuis detinuiſſe jocis. 

His me parentem præceptis eccupet Orcus, 
Et Mors; ſeu Divum, ſcu nihil, eſſe velit : 

Nam ſophia ars illa eſt, q & ſallere ſuaviter horm 
Admonet, atque Or ci non timuiſſe minas. 


e 


STUDIOUS the buſy moments to deceive, 

That flcet between the cradle and the grave, 

I credit what the Grecian dictates ſay, 

and Samian ſounds o'cr Scotia's kilis convey. 
When mortal man reſigns his ti anſient breath, 
The body only I give oer to death; 

Ihe parts diflelv'd and broken ſrame I mourn 
What came from carth 1 ſee to earth return. 
The immaterial part, th' zthereal foul, 

Nor can change vanquiſh, nor can death 
Glad I releaſe it from its partner's cares, 

And Lid good angels waft it to the ſtars. * '/ 
i hen in the flowing bowl 1 drown thoſe ſighs, 
Which, ſpite of witdom, from our weakneis 7 
he draught to the dead's memory 1 comm 
And offer to thee now. immortal friend. 

Rut if. oppos'd to whot wy thoughts approve 
Nor Pluto's rage there be, nor power of Jo 


| ; 
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On its dark e if thou the proſpect take; 
Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe*s lake; 

In total death ſuppoſe the mortal lie, 

No new hereafter, nor a future ſky : 

Yet bear thy lot content ; yet ceaſe to grieve , 
Why, ere death comes, doft thou forbear to live? 
The little time thou haſt, *rwixt inſtant now 
And Fate*s h, is all the Gods allow: 
And of this little haſt thou aught to ſpare 

To ſad reflect ĩon, and corroding care? 

The moments paſt, dp yp Semen 
With pleaſant memory of t iſs gave. 
The preſent hours in preſent mirth employ , 
And bribe the future with the hopes of joy: 
The future (few or more, howe*er they be) 
Were deftin*d erſt ; nor can by Fate*s decree 
Be now cut off betwixt the grave and thee. 


f + oY 
FIRST HYMN or CALLIMACHUS, 


TO JUPITER. 


Wr Logs the holy dai. 
W apter f all we fin 

| himſelf, 4 285 
The god for ever great, ſor ever king, 


Who flew the Earth-born race, and meaſures 


More joyful, or Lyczan, pute 

And various thought has wr Oh Ida's mount, 
Or Dicte, ſtudious of his country's praiſe, 
The Cretan boaſts thy natal : but oft? 
He meets deſerv'd: for he preſu 

Has built a tomb for thee, who never know ſt 
To die, but liv*t the ſame to-day and ever. 
Arcadian therefore be thy birth : Great Rhea, 
Pregnant to high Parrhaſia's cliffs retir*d, 
And wild Lyczus, black with fading pines : 
Holy retreat ! fithence no ſemale hither, 
Conſcious of ſocial love and nature”; rites, 


Muſſt dare approach, from the inferior reptile 


To woman, form divine. There the bleit 
Uagirt her ſpacious boſom, and diſcharg*d 
The ponderous birth; ſhe ſought a neighbour- 
ing ſpring 

To wath the recent babe; in vain : Arcadia, 
(However ſtreamy) now aduſt and dry, 
Deny*'d the Goddeſs water; where deep Mehas 
And rocky Cratis flow, the chariot ſmoald, 
Obſcure with riſing duſt : the thirſty traveller 
In vain requir'd the current, then impriſon'd 
Ja ſubterancous caverns : foreſts grew 
Upon the barren hollows, high o%erſt ading 
The haunts of ſavage beatis, where now laon 
And Erimanth incline their friendly urns. 

"_ 3 O Earth, great Rhea ſaid, bring 

Orth; 
And 4 ſtall be thy pangs. She ſaid; and 
She be. her arm, and with her ſceptre ſtruck 
The yawniag cliff: from its diſparted height 
_ n * mount the guſting torrent ran, 
91 . 


That Saturn's ſons receiv'd 


And cheer'd the vallies : there the heavenly mo- 


In purple bands : ſhe gave the precious 

To prudent Neda, ' 2 
Careful and ſecret: N of the nymphs 

That tended the great birth, next Philyre 

And Styx, the eldeſt. Smiling, ſhe receiv'd thee, 
And, conſcious of the grace, abſolv*d her truſt : 
Not unrewarded ; fince the river bore 

The favourite virgin's name; fair Neda rolls 
By Leprion's ancient walls, a fruitful ſtream. 
Fait by her bank the ſons of Arcas, 
Favourites of Heaven, with happy care 

Their fleecy c 


protect 
harge ; and joyous drink her wave. 
Thee, God, to Cnoffus Neda brought ; the 


ny mphs 

And Corybantes thee, their ſacred 
Receiv*d : Adrafte rock'd thy cradle : 
The goat, now bright amidſt her fellow-ftars, 
Kind A malthea, reach'd her teat diſtent 
With milk, thy carly food : the ſedulous bee 
Diſtill'd her honey on thy purple lips. 

Around, the ferce Curetes (order ſolemn 
To thy fore-knowing mother 5 trod tumultuous 
Ther myſtic dance, and clang'd their ſounding 


arms, 
Induſtrious with the warlike din to quell 

Thy infant cries, and mock the car of Saturn : 
Swift growth and wondrous grace, O heavenly 


Jove, 
Waited thy blooming years : inventive wit, 
And perfe& judgment, crown'd thy youthful act. 
the three-fold empire 
Of heaven, of ocean, and deep hell 
As the dark urn and chance of lot determin'd, 
Old poets mention, fabling. Things of moment, 
Well nigh equivalent and neighbouring value, 
By lot are parted : but high heaven, ſtare, 
In equal balance laid *gainſt ſea or hell, 
Flings up the adverſe ſcale, and ſhuns propor- 


Exalted thee their i ing. When thy great will 


Commands thy chariot forth, impetuous 
And fiery ſwiftneſs wing the rapid wheels, 
Inceſſant: high the eagle flies before thee. 
And oh! as I and mine conſult thy augur, 
Grant the glad omen ; let thy favourite riſe 
Propitious, ever ſoaring from the right. 

Thou to the leſſer Gods haſt well aſſignꝰd 
Their proper ſhares of power : thy own, great 


Jove, | 


| Boundlefs and univerſal. Thoſe who labour 


The ſweaty forage, who edge the crooked ſcythe, 

Bend ftubborn ſteel, and harden gleening armour, 

Acknowledge Vulcan's aid. The early — 

Bleſſes Diana's hand, who leads him ſafe 

Oer hanging cliffs, who ſpreads his net ſucceſs» 
ful, 


And guides the arrow the panther's heart. 

The ſoldier, from ſucceſsful camps returning 

With laurel wreath'd, and rich with bofjile ipoil. 
Ddd 


ther 
NE = thy tender limbs: the - 
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Severs the bull to Mars, The {:ilful bard, 
Striking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 

To make his hero and himſelf immortal. 
Thoſe, mighty Jove, mean time, thy glorious 


Who mode] nations, publiſh laws, announce 

Or life or death, and found or change the empire. 

Man owns the of kings; and kings of Jove. 
And, as their aftions tend ſubordinate 

To what thy will deſigns, thou giv*i the means 

Propartion*d to the work; thou ſeeſt impartial 

How a thoſe means employ. Each monarch 


ru 
His different realm, accountable to thee, 
Great ruler of the world: theſe only have 
To ſpeak and he obey'd ; to thoſe are given 
Aſſi ſtant days to ripen the deſign ; 
To ſome whole months, revolving years to 
Others, ill-fated, are condemn'd to toil 
Their tedious life, and mourn their purpoſe 

blaſted 
With fruitleſs act, and i of council, 
Hail! greateſt ſon of Saturn, wiſe diſpoſor 
Of every good : thy praiſe what man yet born 
Has ſung ? or who that may be born ſhall ſng? 
Again, and often haif! dulge our prayer, 
Great father ! grant us virtue, grant us wealth : 
For, without virtue, wealth no man avails not ; 
And virtue without wealth exerts leſs power, - 
And leſs diffuſes good. Then grant us, gracious, 
Virtue and wealth: for both are of thy gitt! 


ſome 


TO APOLLO. 
H how the laurel, great Apollo's tree, 
And all the cavern i akes ! far off, far off, 
The man that is unhallow*d : for the God, 
The God approaches. Hark! he knocks; the 


tes h 
Feel te glad impulſe : and the ſever'd bars 
Submiſhve clink againſt their brazen portals. 
Why do the Delian palms incline their honghs, 
Selt-mov*d? and hovering ſwans, their throats 
releaſ*d 
From native ſilence, carol ſounds harmonious ? 
Begin, young men, the hyma : let all your harps 
Break their inglorious ſ lence; and the dance, 
In myftic numbers trod, explain the muſic. 
But firſt, by ardent prayer, and clear luſtration, 
Purge the contagious ſpots of human weakneſs : 
Impure no mortal can behold Apollo. 
So may ye flouriſt,, favour*d by the God, 
In youth with happy nuptials; and in age 
With filver hair, and fair deſcent of children! 
So lay foundations for aſplring cities, 
And bleſs your ſpreading colon ies increaſe! 
Pay ſacred reverence to Apollo“ ſong ; 
Leſt wrathful the far-ſt ooting God emit 
His fatal arrows. Silent Nature ſtands; 
And ſeas ſubſide, obedient to the ſound 
Of Jö, 16 Pean ! nor dares Thetis 
Lon»er bewail her lov'd Achilles? death ; 
For Phoebus was his foe. Nor mul ſad Niobe 
In fruitleſs ſorrow perſevere, or weep 


| And thence diſtributes honour, 
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S the Phrygian marble, Haplefs 


_ fondneſs could compare her mortal off. 
ſprin | 
To thoſe which fide Letens fine to Joe. 
Iv! again repeat ye, Jö Pean! 
Againſt the Deity tis hard to ftrive. 
He, that reſiſts the power of Ptolemy, 
Reliſts the power of heaven; for power from 
heaven 4 1 = : 
Derives ; and mona rule by Gods inted, 
| Recite Apolle's praiſe, till night — 
The ditty ſtiſl unfini i *d; and the day 
Unequal to the Godhead'ꝰs attributes 
Various, and matter copious of your ſongs, 
Sublime af Jove's right-hand Apollo is, 
racious king, 
And theme of verſe perpetual. From his robe 
Flows light inefiable : his harp, his quiver, 
And Lyctian bow, are : with golden ſandal; 
His feet are ſhod; how rich! how beautiful ! 
Beneath his ſteps the yellow mineral riſcs, 
And earth reveals her treafures. Youth and beauty 
Eternal deck his cheeks ; from his fair head 
Perfumes diſtill their ſweets 3 and cheertul Health, 
His duteous handmaid, through the air improv'd, 
With laviſh hand difiuſes ſcents ambrol al, 
| 89 2 arm by thee, great God, di- 
Sends forth a certain wound. The laurel'd bard, 
Infpir*d by thee, compoſes verſe immortal. 


| 


| Taught by thy art divine, the ſage phyſician 
- | Eludes the urn; and chains or exiles death. 


» 12 1 
SECOND HYMN or CALLIMACHUS, |. 


we adore; for that, from 


Deſcending, thou on fair Amphryſus“ banks 
Didf guard Admetus* herds. Sithence the cow 
Produc'd an ampler ftore of milk; the ſſ e- gcat 
Not w thout pain dragg*d her diſtended udder ; 
And ewes, that erit brought forth but ſingle lambs, 
Now —4 d their two-fold burthens. Rleſt the 
cattle, * 
on which Apollo caſt his favouring eye! 

Kut, Phoebus, thou to man beneficent, 
Delight in building cities. Bright Diana, 
Kind ſiſter to thy intaut deity, 
 New-wean'd, and juſt ariſing from the cradle, 
1 hunted Wild- goats heads, and branching 

antlers 
Of ftags, the fruit and honour of her toil. 
Theſe with diſcerning hand thou knew?ſt to range 
(Young as thou waſt), and in the well-fran'd 
mode] 


Sy 
With emblematic kill, and myſtic order, 
Thou ſhew*tt where towers or battle meuts {ould 
riſe, . : 
Where gates ſhould open, or where walls ſhould 
compal- : 
While from thy childiſh paſtime man receiv'd 
The future ſtrength and ornament of nations. 
Battus, our great progenitor, now touch*d 
The Libyan ſtrand; when the fore boding crow 
Flew on the aight before the people, marking 
The country deftin*d the auſpicious ſeat 
Of future kings, and favour of the God, 
| Whoſe oath is ſure, and promiſe flands eternal, 
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Or Bot᷑ dromĩan hear*ſt thou pleas'd, or Clarian 
Nur hus, great * tor different are thy names, 
A> thy kiud hand has founded. ꝓany cities, | 
Gr dealt benign A various gifts to man, 
Cornean let me call thee ; for my country 
(alls thee Carnean : the fair colony 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was tranſported, 
Ere ſettled in Cyrene ; there appointed 
Thy annual featts, kind God, and bleſs thy altars 
Smoaking with hecatombs of ſlaughter'd bulls, 
As Carnus, thy high prieſt and fuvour'd friend, 
Had erit ordainꝰ d; and with myſterious ritcs, 
Our great ſoretathers taught their ſons to worthip. 
I6 Carnean Phobus! IG Pean ! 

The yellow crocus there and fair narcifſus 
Reſerve the honours of their winter-ttore, 

To deci thy temple ; till returning ſpring 

Diftuſes Nature's various pride; and flowers 

Innume rable, by the ſoft ſouth-weſt 

Open'd, and gather*d by religious hands, 

Kebound their ſweets irom th? odorifcrous pave- 
ment. a | : 

Perpetual fires ſhine hallow*d on thy altars, 

When annual the Carncan feaft is held; 

The warlike Libyans, clad in armour, lead 

Tac dance z with clanging ſwords and ſhicids 
they beat | 

The dreadful meaſure : in-the chorus joi 

Their women, brown but beautiful : ſuch rites 

To thee weil pleafing. Nor had yet thy votaries, 

8 tranſplanted, touch'd Cyrence's 

nks, 

And lands determinꝰd for their laſt zbodes ; 

But wander*d through Azilis“ horrid foreſt” 

Diſpersd ; when from Myrtuſa's craggy brow, 

Fond of the maid, auſpicious to the city, 

Which muft hereafter bear her favour'd name, 

Thou gracious deign'ſt to let the fair-ong view 

Her Ie people ; thou with pleaſure taught'ſt 

er 


T.> draw the bow, to ſlay the ſhaggy lion, 
Aud ſtop the. going ruin of the plains. 
Happy the nymph, who, honour*d by thy paſſion, 
Was aided by thy power ! The monſtrous Python 
Durſt tempt thy wrath in vain : for dead he fell, 
Ts thy great ſtrength and golden arms uncqual. 
Is! while thy unerring hand elanc'd | 
Another, and another dart; the people 
Joytully repeated 16 ! I6 Pran! 
Elance the dart, Apollo: for the ſafety 
And — of man, gracious thy mother bore 
thee, 
Envy, thy lateſt foe, ſuggeſted thus: | 
Like thee I am a power immortal: therefore 
To thee dare ſpeak. How canſt thou favour partial | 
Tire poets who write little? Vaſt and great 
Is what I love: the far-extended occan 
To a ſmall rivulet I prefer. Apollo 
Spurn'd Envy with his foot 4 and thus the God: 
Dzmon, the head-long current of Euphrates, 
Affyrian river, copious runs, but muddy; 
And carries forward with his ſtupid force 
Polluting dirt; his torrent ſtill augmenting, 
His wave ſtill more defilld : mean while the 
ny mphs 


F 
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Meliſſan, ſaered and recluſe to Ceres, 

Studious to have their ofterings well receiv'd, 
And fit for heavenly uſc, from little urus 

Pour ſtreams ſelect, and purity of waters, 

I6! Apollo, mighty king, let Envy 
Ill-judgug and verboſe, trum Lethe*s. lake, 
Draw tuns unmealurable : while thy favour 
Adminifters to my ambitious thirſt 
The wholeſume drauęht from Aganippe's ſpring 
Genuine, and with foft murmurs gently rilling 
Adown the mountains where thy daughters haunt 


* CHARITY. 


A PARAPHRASE ON THE THIRTEENTH CHAP= 

TER OF THE FIRST EPI>TLE TO THE 

' CORINTHIANS. 

ID ſweeter ſounds adorn my flow ing tongue, 

D Than ever man pronounc'd, of angels ung 
ad T ll knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach, or ſcience can define ; 
And had I power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the ſpeeches of the babhling carth ; 
Did Shadra-h's zeal my glowing breatt inſpire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in ire; 
Or had I faith like that which Ifracl ia 
When Motes gave them miracles and law: 
Yet, gracious Charity ! indulgent gueſt, 
Were got thy power exerted in my breaſt, 
Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded prayer: 
That ſcorn of lite would be but wild deſpair ; 
A tymhabs ſound were better than my voice: 
My taith were form, my cloquence were noiſe, 
Charity, decent, modeſt, caly, kind, . 

Softens the high, and rears the abjea mind, 
Know> ith juſt rcins and gentle hand to guide 
Betwaixt vile tt ame and arbitrary pride. 
Not ſoon provobꝰd, ſte eatly forgives; 
And much tte ſuficrs, as fle much believes. 
Soft peace ſte brings Where- ever the arrives 3 
She builds our quiet, 1+ ſhe £2rms our lives; 
Lays the rough paths of peeviſh nature even, 
And opens in cach heart a little heaven. 


Fach other git, which God on man beſtows, , 


— 


Its proper bound ana due reſtriction knuw's 3 

To one nxt purpoſe dedicates its power, 

And, finiſhing its act, exists no more, 

Ihus, in obedi-:1cc to what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge £ all fail, and prophecy ſrall cc 3 
But latti- g C karity*s more aniple iway, 

Nor bound by time, nor ſubjæect to decay, 

In happy triumph ſhall tor ever live, 

And endleſs good difuſe, and endleſs praiſe re- 


ccive. Fn 


A, through the artiſt's intervening glaſs, 
Our eye obſerves the diſtant plancis pals, 
A little we diſcover, but allow 
That more remains unſeen, than art can ſhow 3 
So, whilft our mind its knowledge would improve 
(Its feoble eye intent on thiags above), 
High as we mey, we lift our reaſon up, 
By Faith directed, and contirm'd by Hope: 
Yet we are able only to ſurvey 
Dawning of beams, and. promiſes of day. 

Dddz | 


4 
? 
! 


=: >. 
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Heaven's fuller efluence mocks our dazzled fight ; | 


Too great its ſwiſtneſs, and too grong its light. 
But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpelbd; 
The ſun ſhall ſoon be face to face beheld, 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 
Seated ſublime on his meridian throne. 
Then conſtant Faith and holy Hope 
SA and one in joy: 
more happy er, fair Charit Vs 
Triumphant ſiſter, 1 the three, 


Thy and thy nature ſtill the ſame, 
Iaſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 
Shalt ſur vive 


Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of heaven confeſt, 
For ever blefling, and for ever bleſt. 


— ¶ 
CUPID in AMBUSH, 
Ar to many hes ſucceſeful been, 


Upon his arm to let his miſtreſs lean, 
Or with her airy fan to coo] her heat, 


ED 


Ev'a w 


on 
And ſees them wound each 
While he his miſtreſs entertains, 
And wagers with her who the conqueſt gains; 
Slily the God takes aim, and hits his heart, 
Add in the wounds he ſees he bears his part. 


5 


— — — — 


ENGRAVED ON A COLUMN IN THE CHURCH 
OF HALSTEAD IN ESSEX 3 


THE SPIRE OF WHICH, BURNT DOWN BY 
LIGHTNING, WAS REBUILT AT THE 
a EXPENCE OF MR, SAMUEL Fi5kE, 
1717. 
; To buildings rais'd by common hands; 
That fabrick riſes high as hegven, — 
Whoſe baſis on devotion ſtands. 
While yet we draw this vital breath, 
We can our Faith and Hope declare; 
But Charity beyond our death 
Will ever in our works appear. 
Beſt be he call'd among good men, 
Who to his GOD this column rais'd : 
Though lightning ftrike the dome again, 
The man, who built it, ſhall be prais'd ; 
Yet ſpires and towers in duſt thall lie, 
The weak efforts of human pains; 
And Faith and Hope themſelves ſy all die, 


_ 


— 


POEM S. 


A L MI A: 


; ; OR, 
THE PROGRESS OF THE MINp. 


IN THREE CANTOS. 
CANTO I. 


ATTHEW® met Richard +, when or where 


From ftory is not mighty clear: 
Of many Fnotty points they ipne, 
And 882 cn by turns they took. 
Rats the manuſcript have eat : 
—7 hunger ! which we ſtill regret. 
O! may they ne*cr again digeit 
The horrors of Tr 
Yet leſs our grief, if what remains, 
Dear Jacob I, by thy care and pains 
Shall be to future times convey'd, 
It thus begins : 


Th 


W 2 dixit 

They lay (for in good truth th-y ſpeak 
With ſmall reſpe& of that old Greek), 
That, putting all his words t 


| —— 
Tis three blue beans in one bladder. 
Alma, they ftrenuouſly maintain, 


| Sits cock-horſe on her throne the brain ; 


And from that ſeat of thought diſpenſes 
Her ſovereign pleaſure to the tenſes. 
Two — nerves, they — ſne ties, 
Like ſpectacles, acroſs the eyes; 
By which the ſpirits bring her word, 
— the balls are fis d or ſtirrꝰd, 
How quick at park and play they ftrike ; 
The duke they court ; the toaſt they like ; 
And at St. James's turn th. ir grace 
From former friends now out of place. 
Without theſe aids, to be more ſerious, 
Her power, they bold, had been precarious ; 
The eyes might have conſpir'd her ruin, 


And ſhe not known what they were doing. 


Fooliſh it had been, and unkind, 

That they ſhould ſte, and ſhe be blind. 
Wiſe Nature likewiſe, they ſuppoſe, 
Has drawn two conduits down our noſe ; 
Could Alma elſe with judgment tell 

When cabbage ſtinks, or roſes ſmell ? 
Or who would aſk for her opinion 
Between an cer and an emen . 5 
For from mott bodies, Dick, you kuow, 
Some little bits aſk leave to flow ; 
And, as through theſe canals they roll, 
Bring up a ſample of the Whole; 
Like footmen running before coaches, 
To tell the Inn, what lord approaches. 

* Himſelf. T Mr. Shelten. I Tenſor, 


40 


45 


59 
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By ncrves about our 


Hac'd, 
She likewiſe judges of the taſte. 
+lſe (diſmal thought!) our warlike men 
Might drink thick per: for fine champagne; 
And our ill-judging wives and daughters 
Miſtake: ſmall beer for ct ::-waters, 
Hence too, that ſhe might better hear, 
She ſets a drum at either ear; 
And, loud or gentle, harſh or ſweet, 
Are but th? alarams which they beat. 
Lait, to enjoy her ſenie of feeling 
(A thing ſhe much deliguts to deal in), 
A thouſand little nerves ſne ſends 
ite to our toes and tingers* ends; 
And theſe in gratuude again 
Retura their ſpirits to the brain 
in which their figure being printed 
(A- juſt before, I tiunk, 1 hinted), 
| Alma inform*d can try the cafe, 
| As ine had been upon the place. 


To country council and attornies, 

As on the bcach in quiet ſits, 

Deciding, as they bring the writs. 

The Pope thus prazs and fleeps at Rome, 
And very ſeldom tirs from home: 
Yet, ſending torth his holy ſpies, 

And having heard what they adviſe, 

He rules the caurch's bleſt dominions, 
And ſets men's faith by his opinions. 

| The ſcholars of the Stagyrite, 

Who for the old opinion tight, 

Would make their Modern triends confeſs 
The difference but from more to leſs. 
The Mind, ſay they, while you ſuſtain 
To hold her ſtation in the brain: 

You grant, at leaſt, ſhe is extended: 
Frg: the whole diſpute is ended. 

For till to-morrow ſhould you 

From form and ſtructure, of the head, 
The Mind as viſibly is ſeen | 
Extended 228 the whole machine. 
Why ſhould all by then be talen 
From lower you to load the brain, 
When other limbs we plainly ſee, 

Fach in his way, as briſk as he? 

For muſic, grant the head receive it, 

It is the artut*s hand that gave it; 


The foldicr's arm ſuſtains the quarrel. 
Beſides, the noſtrils, cars, and eyes, 
Are not his parts, but his allies ; 
 Ev'n what you hear the tongue proclaiut 
Comes ab origine from them. 
What could the head perform alone, 
If all their friendly aids were gone ? 
A fooliſh figure he muſt make; 
Do nothing elſe but ſleep and ache. 
Nor matters, it, that you can ſhow 
How to the head the ſpirits go; 
Thoſe ſpirits ſtarted from ſome goal, 
Before they through the veins could roll. 


If they went back, before they came. 
If ore, as we muſt ſuppoſe, 


They came from fingers, and from toes ; 


And, though the ficull may wear the laurel, 


| Now, we ſhould hold them much to blame, 


60 


65 


70 


75 


Thus, while t!:: judge gives different journies 


85 


95 


105 


115 


125 


130 


You ſet your head into a heat. 
The bully beat, and , 
Confeſs that feeling lies all over. 
Note here, Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our youth may learn from Creech) 


That eyes were made, but could not view, 


Nor hands embrace, nor feet purſue : 
But heedleſs Nature did 

The members firſt, aud then the uſe. 
What each muſt act was yet unknown, 
Till all is moy*d by Chance alone. 

A man firſt builds à country-ſcat, 

Then finds the walls not good to eat. 
Another plants, and wondering ſees 

Nor books nor medals on his trees. 

Yet Poet and | 

Was he, who durſt ſuch whims aver. 
Bleft, for his ſake, be human reaſon, 
That came at all, though late in ſeaſon, 
But no man ſure er left his houſe, 

And ſaddled Ball, with thoughts ſo wild, 
To bring a midwife to his ſpouſe, 

Before he knew ſhe was with-child. 

And no man ever reapt his corn, 

Or from the oven drew his bread, 
Ere hinds and bakers yet were born, 

That taught them both to ſow and knead. 
Before they*re aſk?d, can maids refuſe ? 
Can—Pray, fays Dick, hold in your Muſe. 160 
While you Pindaric truths rehearſe, 

She hobbles in alternate verſe. 
Verſe ! Mat d; is that my care? 
Go on, quoth Richard, ſoft and fair. 

This looks, friend Dick, as Nature had 
But exerciſ*d the /aleſmaxn's trade 
As if ſhe baply had fat down, 

And cut out clothes for all the town ; 
Then ſent them out to Monmouth. ſtreet, 
To try what perſons they would fit. 

But every free and licens'd taylor 

Wo: Id in this 2% find a failure. 
Should whims like theſe his head 

How could he work for either ſex ? 

His clothes, as atoms might prevail, 


145 


150 


165 


175 


Might fit a piſmire, or a whale. 


No, no: he views with ſtudious pleaſure 

Your ſrape, before he takes your meaſure. 

And not for an idea goddeſs. 

No error near his ſnop- board lurk'd: 

He knew the the folks for whom he work'd ; 

Do reopens whe words pay bis wil? = 

Elſe, „ 1 pay hi 2 134 
Next, Dick, if Chance herſelf ſhould vary, Y 

Obſerve, how matters would miſcarry : g 

Acroſs your eyes, friend, place your ſhoes ; 

Your ſpectacles upon your toes: 

Then you and Memmius ſhall agree 

How nicely men would walk, or ſee, 


18s 


190 


399 


But Wiſdom, peeviſt and croſs-grain'd, 
Mut be oppoſite, to he ſuſtain'd ; 
And ſtill your knowledge will increaſe, 
A: you make other people's leſs. 195 
UN arms and ſcience ®tis the fame : 
Cur rwvaÞs hurts create our lame. 
At Faulzrt's, if difputes ari.c 
Among the champions for the prize, 
To prove who gave the fairer butt, 
ahn ſrews the chalk on Robert's coat. 
for the honour of your book, 
It tells Where other folks miſtook : 
And, a3 ther notions you eonſou 
Thoſe you iyvent get farther g 
The commentators on old Ari- 
ſtotle (tis urg'd) in judgment vary: 
"They to their own conceits Kave 
The image of his general thought; 
Juſt as the mclancholic eye 
Nes flects ang armies in the y; 
And to the poor apprentice ear 
The bell; ſound, « Whittington lord mayor.” 
The conjuror thus explains his /cteme ;, 
Thus ſp:rits walk, and prophets dream ; 
North Britons thus have /econd-fight ; 
And Germans, free from gun-ſtot, fight. 
Theodoret and Origen, 
And fifty other learned men, 
Atteſt, that, if their comments nd 
The traces of their maſter's mind, 
Alma can ne*%er decay nor die: 
This flatly t'other ſet deny; 
Simplicius, Theophraſt, Durand, 
Great names, but hard in verſe to ſtand. 
"They wonder men ſhould have miſtook 
The tenci of their maſter's hook, 
And hold, that Alma yields her breath, 
O'ercome by age, and ſeiz'd by death. 
Now which were wiſe? and which were fools? 
Taor Alma ſus between two ftools : 231 
The more ſhe reads, the more perplext 
The comment ruiniog the text: 
Now fear-, now hopes her doubtful fate: 
But, Richard, let her look to that— 
Whilſt we our own afiairs purſue, 
The!te ditterent /y/ten:s, old or nexr, 
A man with hal? an eye may ſee, 
Were only form'd to diſagree, 


| 205 


215 


Now, to bring things to lar condlufion, 240 


An fave much Chiift an ink's effuſion, 
Let me propyie an healing cee, 
And fail along the middle ſtream: 
For, Dick, u we could reconcile 
Old Ariſtotle with Gaſſendus, 
U. y many would admire our troil ! 
And yet how few would comprebeud us! 
Here, Richard, Jet my ſcheme commence : 
Oh! may my words be Joſt in ſenſe ! 
While pleas*d Thalia deigns 10 write 
hc lips and bounds of Alma's flight. 
My hmple /yfem ſhall ſuppoſe 
That Alma enters at the tos; 
That then ſhe mounts by juſt degrees 
Up to the ancles, legs, and knees ; 
"ext, as the ſap of lite does riſe, 
lends her vig uur to the thighs 3 


225 


235 


245 


She would not 
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She nettles ſomewhere near the waiſt ; 
Gives pain or pleaſure, grief or laughter, 266 
As we ſhall ſhew at large hereafter. 
Mature, if not improv'd by time, 
Up to the heart fte loves to climb; 
From thence, compelPd by craft and age, 
She makes the head her lateſt ſtage. 265 
From the feet upward to the head ; 
Pithy and ſſ ort, ſays Dick, proceed. 
Dick, this is not an idle notion : 
Obſerve the progreſs of the mutzon. 
Firit, I demonſtratively prove 479 
That ſeet were only made to move; 
And legs defire to come and go, 
For they have natking elſe to do. 
Hence, long before the child can crawl, 
He learns to kick, and wince, and ſprawl: 273 
To hinder which, your midwife know 
To bind thoſe parts extremely cloſe ; 
Leſt Alma, newly enter'd in, 
And ftunn*d at her own chriſtening's din, 


Fearful of future grief and pain, 280 
| Should ſilently ſneak out again. 
Full pitegus 


' ms young Alma's caſe ; 
As in a luckleſs gameſter*s place, 
play, yet muſt not paſs. 

Again; as ſhe grows ſomething ftronger, 285 
And maſfter%s feet are ſwatbd no — 
If in the night too oft he kicks, 
Or ſhews his /oco-motive tricks; 
Theſe trft aſſaults fat Kate repays him: 
When half aſlcep, ſhe overlays him. 

Now mark, dear Richard, from the age 
That children tread this worldly ſtage, 
Broom- ſtaff or poker they beſtride, 
And round the parlour love to ride ; 
Till thoughtful tather's pious care 
Provides his brood, next Smith: eld Fair, 
With ſupplemental kobby,hoyſes : 
And happy be their infant courſes ! 

Hence for ſume years they neer ſtand ſtill : 


| Their legs, you ſee, direct their will; 300 


From opening morn till ſetting ſun, 
Around the tields and woods they run 
They friſk, and dance, and leap, and play, 
Nor heed what Friend or Snape can ſay. 
To her next ſtage as Alma fics, 303 
And likes, as I have ſeid, the thighs, 
With /ympathetic power ſhe warms 
Their good allies and fraends, the arms ; 
While Betty dances on the green, 
And Suſan is at ftool-ball ſeen ; 3'0 
While John for nine-pins does declare, 
And Roger loves to pitch the bar : 
Both legs and arms ſpontaneous move 3 
Which was the thing I meant to prove. 
Another motion now ſhe makes : 315 
O need I name the ſeat ſhe takes? 
His thought quite chang'd the ſtripling finds; 
The ſport and race no more he minds; 


Neglected Tray and Pointer lie, 

And covies unmoleſted fly. 370 
Sudden the jocund plain he leaves, 

And ſor the nymph in ſecret grieves, 
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10 dying accents he complains 

Of crucl fires, and raging pains, 

The ny mph too longs to be alone, 

Leaves all the ſwains, and ſighs for one, 

Tac ny mph is warm'd with young deſire, 

And feels, and dies to quench his fire. 

They meet cach evening In the grove: 

Their parley but augments their love: 

80 to the prieſt their caſe they tell: 

He ties the knot 3 and all goes well. 
But, O my Muſe, juſt diftance keep : 

Thou art a maid, aad muſt not peep. 

In nine months time the boddice looſe, 

And petticoats too ſhort, diſcloſe 

That at this age the ative mind 

About the waift lies moſt confin'd ; 

And that young lite and quickening ſenſe 

Spring from his influence darted tl{encc. 

So from the middle of the world 

The Sun's ific rays are hurI'd : 

Tis from ſeat he darts thoſe beams, 

Which quicken Earth with genial flames. 
Dick, who thus long had paſſve ſat, 

Here ſtrok'd his chin, and cock'd his hat; 

Then ſlappꝰd his hand upou the bourd, 

And thus the youth put in his word. 

Lov#s advocates, ſweet Sir, would find him 
A higher place than you aſſign'd him. 350 
Love*s advocates ! Dick, who are thoſe ?— 

The Poets, you may well ſuppoſe. 

Im ſorry, Sir, you have diſc. 

The men with whom till now you herded. 
Pr:ſe-men alone for private ends, 

I thought, forſook their ancient friends, 
In cer ftillavit, cries Lucretius 

It he may be allow'd to teach us. 

The ſeli- ſame thing ſoft Ovid ſays 

(A proper judge in ſuch a caſe). 

Horace®s phraſe is, torret jecur 3 

And happy was that curious ſpeaker. 
Here Virgil too has plac'd this paſſion. 
What Ggnifes too lung quotation ? 

In Ode and Epic, plain the caſe is, 

That Love holds one of theſe two places. 

Dick, without paſſion or reflection, 

PIl ftraight demoliſh this objection, 

Firſt, Poets, all the world agrees, 
Write hal? to profit, half to pleaſe, 
Matter and ſgure they produce; 

For garaiſk this, and that for uſe ; 

And, in the ſtructure of their feaſts, 
They ſeek to feed and pleaſe their gueſts: 
But one may balk this good intent, 

And take things otherwiſe than meant. 
Thus, if you dine with my lord mayor, 
Rout. beef and veniſon is your fare ; 
Thence you proceed to ſwan and buſtard, 
And per/everc in tart and cuſtard . 

But tulip-lexves and lemon-peel 

Help only to adorn the meal ; 

And painted flags, ſuperb and neat, 
Proclaim you welcome to the treat. 

The man of ſenſe his meat devours, 

But only ſmell; the peel and flowers ; 
And he muſt be an idle dreamer, 

* 110 Luv. s the pie, and Vans che ſtreamer. 
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| Where lies the real ſeat of Love. 
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That Cupid goes with bow and arrows, 

And Venus keeps her coach and {parrows, 

Is all but emblem, to acquaint one, 

The ſon is ſharp, the mother wanton. 

Such images have ſometimes ſhown 

A myſtic ſenſe, but oftener none. 

For who conceives, what bards deviſe, 

That heaven is plac*d in Celia's eyes; 

Or wherc*s thu ſenſe, direct and 

That teeth are pearl, or lips are coral? 

Your Horace owns, be various writ, 
As wild or ſober maggots bit : 

And, where too much the poet ranted, 
The ſage Philoſopher recanted. 

His grave Epittles may diſprove 

The wanton Odes be made to Tove. 

Lucretius keeps a mighty pother 
With Cupid and his fancy'd mother; 
Calls her great Queen of Earth and Air, 
Declares that winds and ſcas obey her; 
And, whik her honour he rehcarſes, 
Implores her to in pre his verſes. 

Yet, free from this poctic madneſs, 

Next page he ſays, in ſober ſadneſs, 
That ſhe and all her telow-gods 
Sit idling in their bigh abodes, 
Regardleſs of this world below, 
Our health or banging, weal or woe; 
Nor once diſturb their heavenly ſpirits 
With Scapin's cheats, or Cæſar's merits, 

Nor er can Latin Pocts prove 
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595 


405 


410 


415 


420 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce, 
As either beſt ſupplies their verſe ; 
And, if folks aſk the reaſon fort, 

Say, one was long, and Yother ſhort. 
Thus, I preſume, the Britiſh Muſe 
May take the freedom ftrangers ule. 

In proſe our property is greater: 

Why ſhould it then be lets in metro? 

It Cupid throws a fingle dart, 

We make him wound the lover*s h-ar: 


425 


| But if he takes his bow and quiver, 


"Tis ſure, he muſt transtix the ie 

For rhyme with reaſon may diſpenſe, 

And ſound has right to govern ſenſc. 
But let your friends in verſe ſuppoſe, 

What ne%cr fall be allow*d in proſe 3 

Anatomiſts can make it olear, 

The {ver minds his own affair 

Kipdly ſupplies our public uſes, 

And parts and ſtrains the vital juices; 

Still lays ſome uſeful bile aſ. de, 

To tinge the chyle*s infipid tide : 

Elſe we ſhould want both gibe and ſatyr; 


4:3 


| And all be burit with pure good-niture, 


Now gall is bitter with a witnels, 444 
And love in all delight and ſu cetuc is. 
My loc then has loft its aim, 
If ſweet and bitter be the ſame : 
And he, methinks, is no great ſcholar, 
Who can miitake deſre for choler. 

The like may of the Jeart be faid ; 5 
Courage and terror there arc bred. 
All thoſe, whoſe hear!; are looſe aud . 


Start, if they hear but the fz. 6. 
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43 
Till they brought back the Parſon” daughter. , 
n | 
Auguſtus preſſing, Asa 2 
His fails by Cupid's hands unfurPd, 


To keep the fair, he gave the world, 
Edward our Fourth, rever'd and crown'd, 
Vigorous in youth, in arms renown'*d ; 
While England's voice, and Warwick's care, 
Defign*d him Gallia's beauteous heir; 

Chang*'d peace and power, for rage and wars, 495 
f to dry one widow*s tears. 

France's fourth Henry we may ſee 
A ſervant to the fair d'Eftree ; 

When, quittiag Coutras* proſpzrous field, 
And Fortune taught at length to yield, 

He from his guards and midnight tent 
Diſguis*d o'er hills and vallies went, 

To wanton with the ſprightly dame ; 

And in his pleaſure loſt his fame. 

Bold is the critic who dares prove 
Theſe heroes were no friends to love; 
And bolder he, who dares aver 
That they were enemies to war. 

Yet, when their thought ſhould, now or never, 
Have rais'd their heart, or ſr'd their liver, 510 
Fond Alma to thoſe parts was gone, 
- Which Love more juſtly calls his own. 

2 I could cite you more ; 
But be contented with theſe four: 
For when one! proofs are aptly choſen, 
Four are as valid as four dozen. 
One came from Greece, and one from Rome; 
The other two grew near home. 
For ſome in ancient books delight ; 
Others prefer what modcrus write; 
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And leave our ſubject in the middle, 
Butler did his Bear and Fiddle ? 
Yet he, conſummate maſter, knew 
to recede, and where purſue : 
noble negli teach 

others toils defpair to reach. 


Straight gathering all his active ſtren 

He riſes ki balf his length. * 

With w you his light, 

And owe your pleaſure to fright. 

But like poor Andrew I , 

Falſe minic of my maſter's dance; 

Around the cord awhile I ff 

And thence, though low, in earneſt fall. 

My preface tells you, I digrefs'd : 

He's half abſolv'd who has confeſs'd. 

| T like, quoth Dick, your fle, 

And, in return, take two from me. 

—_— in = —.— ebſcur "IS 

With various light your eyes » 

A flaming yellow here they ſpread, 

Draw off in blue, or charge in red ; 

Yet, from theſe colours oddly mix'd, 

Your ſight upon the whole is fd: 

Or as, again, your courtly dames 

(Whoſe clothes returning birth-day claims) 

By arts improve the ſtufis they vary, 

And things are beſt as moſt contrary ; 

The gown with ſtiff embroidery £2. ining, 

Looks charming with a flighter lining; 

The out-, if Indian figure ſtain, 

The in- ſde muſt be rich and plain, 

So you great authors liave thought fit 

To make digreſſion temper wit: 

When arguments to ſercely glare, 

You calm them with a milder air: 

To break their points, you turn their force, 

And furbel:o the plain diſcourſe. 

Richard, quoth Mat, theſe words of thine 45 
Speak ſomething ly, and ſomething fine: 
But I ſhall &en reſume my theme, 
However thou mayꝰſt praiſe or blame. 

As people marry now, and ſettle, 
Fierce Love abates his uſval mettle , 
World!y deſires, and houſchold cares, 
Diſturb the Godhead”s ſoit a. airs : 

So now, as health or temper changes, 

In * compaſs Alma ranges, 

This day below, the next above, 

As light or folid whimſies move. 

"So merchant has his houſe in town, 

And country-ſcat near Banſted-down : 
From one he dates his foreign letters, 
Sends out his goods, and duns bis debtors : 65 


15 


35 


| 


PRIOR'S POEM $ 393 


In Yother, at his hours of leiſure, | Theſe dwell at ſuch convenient diſtance, 125 
He ſmokes his pipe, and takes his pleaſure. That each may give his friend affiſtange. 
And now your matrimonial Cupid, Thus he who runs or dances | 
Laſt*d on by time, grows tir'd and ſtupid. The equal vigour of two legs; 
For ſtory and experience tell us ; 65 | So much to both does Alma truſt, 
That — old, and woman jealous, | She neter regards which goes the firſt. 130 
Both would their little ends ſecurc ; | Teague could make neither of them ſtay, 
He ſghs for freedom, ſhe for power: | When with himſclf he ran away. 
His wiſtes tend abroad to roam, The man who ſtruggles in the fight 
And hers to domineer at home. 70 Fatigues left arm as well as right; 
Thus paſfon flags by flow 4 | For, whilſt one hand exalts the blow, 135 
a And, ruffiecl more, delighted leſs, And on the carth extends the foe, 
The buſy mind does ſeldom go | T*other would take it wondrous ill, 
To thoſe once- hu ming ſeats below Tf in your pocket he lay till, 
But, in the breaft incamp*d, prepares 75 | And, when you ſhoot, and ſhut one eye, 
. For well-bred feints and future wars. Lou cannot think ke would deny 140 
The man ſuſpects his lady's crying | To lend the other friendly aid, = 
n be latt autumn lay a-dying) Or wink as coward, and afraid. 
as but to gain him to appoint 2 No, Sir ; Whilſt he withdraws his flame, 
B, codicil a larger jointure, 80 | His comrade takes the ſurer am. 
The woman finds it all a trick, One moment if his beams recede ; 145 
, That be could ſwoon when fre was cl.; As ſoon as eber the bird is dead, 
And knows that in that grief he reckon'd Opening again, he lays his claim 
On black-ey*d Suſan for his ſecond. To half the profit, half the fame, 0 
Thus having ſtrove ſome tedious years 85 And helps to pocket up the game. 
0 With feign'd deſires, and real fears ; 'Tis thus one tradeſman flips away, 150 
And, tir'd with anſwers and replies To give his partner fairer play. 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies, Some limbs again, in bulk or ſtature 
Leaving this endle's altercation, Unlike, and not a-kin by nature, 
The mind affects à higher tation. In concert act, like modern friends, | 
1 1 9® | Beeauſe one ſerves the other's ends. 158 
5 Poltis, that generous king of Thrace, The arm thus waits upon the heart, 
I think, Was in this very caſe. Ss quick to take the bully's part, 
All Ala now was by the ears, That one, though warm, decides more 
And Gods beat up for volunteers Than Yother executes the blow. 
To Greece and Troy; while Poltis ſat 95 | A ſtander-by may chance to have it, 160 
p In quiet governing his ſtate, Ere Hack himſelf perceives he gave it. 
And whence, ſaid the pacific king, 4 The amorous eyes thus always go f 
Does all this noiſe and diſcord ſpring ? A-ftrolling for their friends below ; 
Why Paris took Atrides“ Im. - For, long before the ſquire and dame | 
With eaſe I could compoſe this ſtrife ; 100 | Have tte & tete reliev'd their flame, 165 
s — —— her 5 ſhould wn 1 Fre viſits yet — — 
young lover want 2 Ipoule. _ The by ſympat &s out, 
But Helen chang'd her firſt condition, | Ke 142 longs to meet her, 
Without her huſband”s Juſt permiſſion, | |] And, if he ſees, is ſure to greet her, 
What from the dame can Paris hope? 195 | Though at ſaſh-window, on the flairs, 170 
, She may as well from him clope. It court, nay (authors ſay) at prayers ,— | 
Again, how can her old good man } The funeral of ſors yaliant knight 
With honour take her back again ? Mey give this thing its proper light. | 
From hence I logically gather, View his two gauntlets; theſe declare | 
The woman cannot live with cither. 3410 | That both his ; were us'd to war. 175 
w Now, I have two right honoſt wives, And from his two gilt ſpurs tis learn'd 
For whoſe poſſeſſion no man ſtrives : His feet were eq v concern d. 
One to Atrides I will ſend, | But have you not with thought beheld 
| And Yother to my Trojan friend. | The ſword bang dangling o'er the ſhield ? 
Each prince ſhall thus with honour have 315 | Which ſhews the breaſt, that plate was us'd ta, 
50 bat both ſo warmly ſeem to crave : Had an ally right arm to truſt : 181 
The wrath of Gods and man ſtall ceaſ-, And, by the peep-holes in his creſt, 
And Poltis live and die in Peace. | Is it note irtually confeſt 
Dick, if this ſtory pleaſeth thee, That there is eyes took diſtant aim, 
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it me. 120 | And glanc'd te ſpect to that bright dame, 18 
55 Howe er ſwift Alme' flight may very. I In whoſe delight his hope was center'd, 
(Take this by way of cerollary) Aud for whoſe glove his liſe he ventur'd? 
Some limbs ſhe finds the very ſame, Objections to my general ſyſtem 
In place, and dignity, and name: May rite perhaps ; and I have miſt them 
60 Voi. V. | | | - BEE 
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She dwells in Nicolini's ton 
Pyrrhus chaunts the 
When Pedro does the lute command, 

She guides the cunning artiſt's hand. 
Through Macer's gullet ſte runs down, 
When the vile glutton dines alone. 

And, void of modeſty and thought, 

She follows Bibo's endleſs draught, 
Through the ſoft ſex again ſhe ranges, 

As youth, caprice, or faſhion, changes. 
Fair Alma, careleſs and ſerenc, 

glitly eyes is ſeen ; 

uſe their infant beams, 
Themſelves not conſcious of their flames. 
Again fair Alma fits confeſt 

On FlorimeÞs experter breaſt ; 

When The the ring ſigh conſtrains, 

And by concealing ſpeaks her pains. 
In Cynthia's neck fair Alma 
When the vain thing her jew 
When Jenny's ſtays are newly lac'd, 


But IT can call to 
Proximity (mark t 
Can prove that all things, on occaſion, 
Love union, and deſre adbe on; 

That Alma merely is a ſcale, 

And motives, like the weights, prevail. 
JF neither fade turn down nor up, 


— ſong. 


) and diſtance ; 


W ith loſs or 
The balance 


in, with fear or 
ys would hang even, 
Lire Mal*met's tomb, *twixt earth and heaven. 
This, Richard, is a curious caſe : 
Suppoſe your eyes ſent equal rays 
Upon two diſtant pots of ale, 
Not knowing which was mild or ftale : 
In this fad ftate your doubtful choice © 
Would never have the caſting voice ; 
Which beſt or worſt you could not think, 
And die you muſt for want of drink; 
Unleſs ſome chance inclines your ſight, 
Setting one pot in fairer light; 
Then you prefer or A, or B, 
As lines and angles beſt agree: 
Your ſenſe reſolv*d impels your will: 
© She guides your hand—ſo drink your fill 
Have you not ſeen a baker's maid 
Between two equal bannier*s ſway'd? 
Her tallies uſcleſs lie, and idle, 
plac*d exactly in the middle, 
But, forc*d from this unadĩee ſtate 
By virtue of ſome cafual weight, 
On either fide you hear them clatter, | 
And judge of right and left hand matter. 
Now, Richard, this coercive force, 
Without your choice, muſt take its courſe ; 
Great kings to wars are pointed forth, 
Like loaded needles to the north. 
And thou and I, by power unſeen, 
Are barely paſſive, and ſuck'd-in 
To Henault's vaults, or Celia's chamber, 
As ftraw and paper are by amber. 
If we fit down to play or ſet 
ſe at ombre or baſſet ), 
Let people call vs cheats or fools, 
Our cards and we are equal tools, 
We ſure in vain the cards condemn t 
Ourſclves both cut and uffed them. 
In vaim on Fortune*s aid rely: 
She only is a {{ander-by. 
poor papers ! we and they 
Do ſom» impulivee force obey : 
And are but play*d with—do not play. 
But ſpace and matter we ſhould blame: 
palm*d the trick that loſt the game. 
Thus, to fave further contradli ct ion 
Againſt what you may think but fiction, 
J for attraftion, Dick, declare: : 
Beny it thoſe bold men that dare. 
As well your motion, as your thought, 
Js all by hidden impulſe wrought : 
Evn ſaying that you think or walk, 
How like a country ſquire you talk! 
Mark then; Where fancy, or deſire 
Colle s the beams of vital fre; : 
Into that limb fair Alma ſlides, 


And there, pro tempore, 


In Fanny*s ſpri 
While they dit 


ys about her waiſt ; 
And when the ſwelling hoop ſuſtains 
The rich brocade, fair Alma deigns 
Into that lower ſpace 
large round herſelf the centre. 
in: that ſingle limb or feature 
t force of nature), 
Which moſt did Alma's paſhhon move 
In the firſt object of ber love, 
For ever will be found confeſt, 
d printed on the amorous breaſt. 
O Abelard! ill-fated youth, 
Thy tale will juſtify this truth: 
But well 1 weet, thy cruel 
Adorns a nobler poet*s ſong. 
Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev*d, 
With kind goncern and ſx ill has weav'd 
A filken weh; and ne*cr ſhall fade 
gently has he laid 
The mantle Oer thy ſad diſtreſs, 
d Venus ſhall the texture bleſs. 
o'er the weeping nun has drawn 
Such artful folds of ſacred lawn, 
That love, with equal 
Shall ſee the crime he 
And, ſoftly drawing back the veil, 
The God ſhall to his votaries tell 
Each conſcious tear, each bluſhing grace, 
That deck*d dear Eloiſa's face. 
Happy the poet, bleſt the lays, 
Which Buckingham has dejgn'd to praiſe ! 
Next, Dick, as youth and habit ſways, 
A hundred gambols Alma plays. 5 
Tf, whilſt a boy, Jac ran from ſchool, 
Fond of his hunting-hor 
Though gout and age his 
Old John halloos his hounds again; 
By his fire-fide he ſtarts the hare, 
And turns her in his wicker-chair ; 
His feet, however lame, you find 
Have got the better of his mind. 
If, while the mind was in her leg, 
The dance affected nimble Peg; 
Old Madge, bewitch'd at fixty-one, 
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In public maſk, or private ball, ' 1 In water as you ſmell and taſte 385 
From Lincolu's-inn to Goldi miths-hall, The ſoils through which it roſe and paſt; 
All Chriſtmas long away ſhe trudges, In Alma's manners you may read 
Trips it with prentices and judges : The place where ſhe was born and bred, 
In vain her children urge her ſtay, 325 One people from their ſwaddling bands 
And age or palſez bar the way. Relcas'd their infants? fect and hands: 390 
But, it thoſe images prevail Here Alma to theſe limbs was brought, 
Which whilom did affect the tail, And Sparta's offspring kick'd aud fought. 
She {till; renews the ancient ſcene, Another taught their babes to talk, 
Forzets the forty- years between : 330 | Ere they could yet in go-carts walk: 
Autwardly gay, and oddly merry, There Alma ſettled in the tongue, 395 
Her ſcarf pale pink, her head-knot cherry: And orators from Athens ſprung. 
Oer heated with ideal rage, Obſerve but in theſe neighbouring lands 
Sie cheats her ſon, to wed her page. | r 
, men repos'd their various hopes, 
Il Alma, whilſt the man was young, 335 | In battles theſe, and thoſe in tropes. 499 
Slipp*d up too ſoon into his tongue, In Brita; — lin 
Pl-a3*d with his own fantaftic ill, The — n = — : — 
He lets that weapon ne%er lie ſtill. Which, — _ 1 
Ou any point if you diſpute, The * = - — 
Depead upon it, hell confute: 340 Ma =— s 1 1 . * 2 
Change ſides, and you iacreaſe your pain, The: — 71 mY ge _ 405 
For h-'ll confute you back again. In — — — "64 | 
For one may ſpeak with Tullz's tongue, Long coat, the haughty huſband wears, 
Vet all the while be in the wrong. r le with F 
And *tis remarkable that they 345 | If *＋ be N 1 
Talk moſt, who bave the leaſt to ſay. | F ITES 
Your dainty ſpeakers have the curſe, With * — 0 > orga thei ka 1 : 
To plead bad cauſes down to wrde: Kere 
As dames, who native beauty want, 2 — 2 
a - - 8 mingled odours ſhed, 
Still uglier look, the more they paint, 35? | Your nicer Hottentots think meet 415 
Again: if in the female ſex Wich guts and trip: to deck their feet: 
Alma thould on this member fix With cJown=caſt looks on Totta's legs 


(A cruel and a d:ſperate caſe, | The ogling youth moſt humbly begs 
From which Heaven ſhicld my lovely laſs 1); {| She would not from his hopes remove, 


F ever more all care in vain, 355 | At once his i · reakfaſt and his love: 420 
That would bring Alma down again. And, if the {kittiimh nymph ſhould fly, 
As, in habitual gout or ſtone, He in a double ſenſe muſt die. 
The oaly thing that caa be done, We timple toaſters take delight 
Is to correct your drink and diet, To ſee our women's teeth look white, 
Aud keep the inward foe in quiet; 360 | And every ſaucy ill-bred fellow 425 
So, if tor any ſins of ours, dneers at a mouth profoundly yellow. | 
Or our forefathers, higher powers, In China none hold women ſweet, 
S-vere, though juſt, afflict our lie Except their ſnags are black as Jett. . 
With that prime ill, a talking wife: King Chihu put nine queens to death, 
Till dath ſhall bring the kind relief, 365 | Convict on ſtatute, Ivery Teeth. 439 
We mutt be patient, or be deat. , At Tonquin, it a — ſhould die 
You know a certain lady, Dick, (As Jeſuits write, who never lie), 
Who ſaw me when 7 lat was ſick : The wife, and counſellor, and prieſt, 
She kiadly tal ved, at-l-aft three hours, Who ſerv?d him moſt, and lov'd him beſt, 
Of ft! e forms, and mental powers; 370 Prepare and light his funeral fire, 435 
Deicrib'd our pre- ex iſting ſtatĩon And cheerful on the pile expire, 
Before this vile terrene creation ; In Europe *twould be hard to find 
Aad leit I ſhould be weary'd, madam, In each degree one half ſo kind. 
To cut things ſhort, came down to Adam; Now turn we to the fartheſt caſt, ! 
From whence, as fat as ſhe was able, 375 And there obſerve the gentry dreſt. 440 
She drowns the world, and builds up Babel: Prince Giolo, and his royal fifters, 
Through Syria, Perſia, Greece, ſhe goes, Scarr'd with ten thouſand comely bliſters 3 
And takes the Romans in the cloſe. The marks remaining on the {king 
D * W To tell the quality within. 
oo da erage eee Diſtinguiſted Hates deck the great: 44S 
yſtem, not a ſatire. 330 | As each exccls in birth or tate, 
Turn we this globe, and let us ſee His oylet-holes, are more and ampler : 
How different nations diſagree The king's own body was a ſampkr, 
In what we wear, or eat and drink! | Eee 2 


Nay, Dick, perhaps in What we think. | 


: 


* 


396 
Happy the climate; where the beau 
Wears the 


cars fame ſuit for uſe and ſhow : 


And at a ſmall expence your wife, 


If once well pink'd, is cloth*d for life. 


Weſtward again, the Indian fair 


Is nicely ſmear'd with fat of bear: 
you ſmell your toaft 3 


Before you ſee, 


And ſweeteſt ſhe who ſtinks the mot. 


Begin we in our children's reading, 
To maſter the Engliſh maid 


ſon 


» if a harmleſs mai 
Europe — rn 


In China, Dampier's Travels tell ye 
(Look in his Index for Pagelli), 

And jolly long-boat row's to ſhore, 
Down come the nobles of the land : 
Each brings his daughter in his hand, 
Beſeeching the imperious tar 

To make her but one hour his care. 
The tender mother ſtands affrighted, 


Left her dear daughter ſhould be ſlighted: 
And poor Miſs Vaya dreads the ſhame - 


Of going back the maid ſhe came, 


Obſerve how cuſtom, Dick, compels 


The lady that in Europe dwells : 
After her tea, ſhe flips away, 
And what to do, one need not ſay. 


Now ſee how great Pomonque*s queen 
Behav*d herſelf amongſt the men: : 
= the t ſoul 


Pleas'd with her pu 

Firſt drank, then water'd in t 
And ſprinkled in the captain*s face 

The marks of her peculiar grace— 


To cloſe this point, we need not roam 


For inftances ſo far from home. 
What parts 
A little riſmg rocky chain. 


Of men born ſouth or north oth? hill, 
Thoſe ſeldom move, theſe neꝰer ftand till, 


Dick, you love maps, and may perceive 


Rome not far diſtant from Geneve. 
If the good Pope 


remains at home, 


Hes the frft prince in Chriſtendom. 
; Chooſe then, good Pope, at home to ſtay, 
Nor weſtward curious take thy way: 


bowl; 


gay France from ſober Spain? 
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450 | From Tyber's bank to Leman lake, 


Thou art an aged prieſt no more, 
But a young flaring painted whore : 
Thy Rs is loft, thy town is b 
No longer Rome, but Babylon. 
That ſome few leagues ſhould make this 
| To, men vnleatn%d ſeems mighty ſtrange. 
But need we, friend, inſiſt on this ? 
Since, in the very Cantons Swilſs, 
All your philoſophers agree, 525 
And prove it plain, that one may be 
A heretic, or true believer, ; 
On this, or Yother fide a river, 
Here, with an artful ſmile, quoth Dick, 
Your proofs come mighty full and thick— 530 


$20 


The bard, on this extenſive chapter 
Contin 2 Ri caſt your eye 


By night upon a winter-i&y : 

Caſt it by day-light on the ftrand, 535 
Which compaſſes fair Albion's land: 

If you can count the ſtars that glow 

Above, or ſands that lie below, 

Into thoſe common places look, 

Which from great authors I have took, 540 
| And count the proofs I have collected, 

To have my writings well protected. 

Theſe I lay by for time of need, 


| | And thou may*ſt at thy leiſure read. 


For, ſtanding every critic's rage, 545 
I ſafely will to future age 


My ſyſtem, as a gift, bequeath, 
ViQorious over ſpight and death. 


CANT O m. 
ICHARD, who now was half aſleep, 
Rous'd, nor would longer flence keep; 
And ſenſe like this, in vocal breath, 
Broke from his two-fold hedge of teeth. 
Now, if this phraie too harſh be thought, 5 
Pope, tell the world, *tis not my fault, 
Old Homer taught us thus to ſpeak ; 
If *tis not ſenſe, at leaſt s Greek. 

As folks, quoth Richard, prone to leaſing, 
Say things at firſt, becauſe theyre pleaſing, 10 
Then prove what they have once aſlerted, 

Nor care to have their lie deſerted, 

Till their own dreams at length deceive 'em, 
And, oft” repeating, they believe em: 

Or as, again, thoſe amorous blades, 15 
Who trifie with their mothers* maids, 

Though at the firſt their wild defre 

Was but to quench a preſent fire; 

| Yet if the object of their love 

Chance by Lucina's aid to prove, 29 
They ſcldom let the bantling roar 

In baſket at a neighbour's door; 

But by the flattering glaſs of nature 

Viewing themſelves in cake-bread's feature, 
With ſerious thought and care ſupport 57 


| What only was begun in ſport : 


Juſt ſo with you, my friend, it fares, 
Who deal in philoſophic wares. 
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Atoms you cut, and forms you meaſure, 

To gratify your private pleaſure, | 

Till airy ſeeds of caſual wit 

Do ſome fantaſtic birth beget 3 

And plca+'d to find your ſyſtem mended 

B-yond what you at firſt intended, 

The happy whimſcy you purſue, 

Till you at length believe it true. 

Caught by your own delufive art, 

You fancy firſt, and then aſſert, 
Quoth Matthew : Friend, as far as I 

Through art or nature caſt my eye, 

This ax1om clearly I diſcern, 

That one muſt teach, and tiother learn. 

No fool was thought; 

Whilſt he bis weighty doarines taught, 

He made his liſtening ſcholars ſtaud, 

Their mouth ftill cover'd with their hand: 

Elſe, may be, ſome odd-thinking youth, 

Leſs friend to doctrine than to truth, 

Might have refus'd to lt his ears 

Attend the muſe of the ſpheres ; 

Deny'd all tranſmigrating ſcenes, 

And introduc*'d the uſe of beans, 

From ins Lucretius take his void, . 

And all the world is quite deftroy'd. 

Deny De. cart his ſubtil matter, 

You leave him neither fire nor water. 

How oddly would Sir Iſaac look, 

If you, in anſwer to his book, 

Say iu the front of your diſcourſe, 

That things have no elaſtic force ! 

How could our chemic friends go on, 

To find the phil:ſephic ſtone, 

If you more powerful reaſons bring, 

To prove that there is no ſuch thing ? 
Your chiefs in ſciences and arts 

Have great contempt of Alma's parts, 

They tad ſhe giddy is, or dull; 

She doubts if things are void, or full: 

And who ſhould be preſum'd to tell 

What the herſclf ſhould ſee, or feel? 

She doubts if two and two make four, 

Though ſhe has told them ten times oer. 

It caift—it may be—and it muſt ; 

To which of theſe muſt Alma truft ? 

Nay further yet they make her go 

In doubtiug, if ſhe doubts, or 10. 

Can /pllogiſm ſet things right? 

No: majors ſoon with mins fight; 

Or, both in friendly conſort join'd. 

The cenſegquence limps falſe behind. 

So to ſome cunning man ſhe goes, 

And aſks of him, how much ſhe knows. 

With pati-nce grave he hears her ſpcak, 

And from his ſhort notes gives her back 

What from her tale he comprehended: 
Thus the diſpute is wiſely ended. 

I From the account the loſer brings, 

The Conjuror knows who ſtole the things. 
Squire (interrupted Dick) ſince when 
ere you amongſt theſe cunning mien ? 
Dear Dick, queth Mat, let not thy force 

Of eloquence ſpoil my diſcourſe. 

I tell thee, this is Almas caſe, 

Still aking what ſome wiſs man ſays, 
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65 


75 


85 
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Who does his mind in words revcal, 
Which all muſt grant, though few can ſpell, 
You tell your doctor that y*are ill: 

And what does he, but write a bill ? 

Of which you need not read one letter: 

The worſe the ſcrawl, the doſe the better. 
For if you knew but what you take, 
Though you recover, he muſt break. 

Ideas, forms, and intelle#s, 

Have furniſh'd out three different ſects. 
Subſtance, Or accident, divides 
All into adverſe fides, 

Now, as, d in arms or laws, 
You muſt have friends to back your cauſe ; 
In plilo/ophic matters ſo 
Your judgment muſt with other's g: 
For as in ſcnates, ſo in ſchools, 
Majority of voices rules. 

Pour Alma, like a lonely deer, 
Oer hill and dales does doubtful err: 
With — „and quick ſurpriſe, 
From every that ftirs, the flies; 
Till, mingled with the neighbouring herd, 
She flights what erſt ſhe ſnugly fcar'd : 
And now, exempt from doubt and dread, 
She dares purſue, if they dare lead; 
As their example ftill prevails, 
She tempts the ftream, or leaps the pales. 

He then, quoth Dick, who by your rule 
Thinks for himſclf, becomes a fool : 

As party man, who leaves the reſt, 
Is calld but whinfrical® at beſt. 

Now, by your favour, matter Mat, 

Dike Ralpho, here I ſmell a rat, 

I muſt be lifted in your ſec, 

Who, though they teach not, can protect. 
Right, Richard, Mat in triumph cry'd : 
So put off all miſtruſt and pride. 

And, while my principles I beg, 

Pray anſwer only with your leg. 

Believe what friendly I adviſe : 

Be frſt ſecure, ard then be wiſc. 

The man within the coach that ſits, 

And to another's ſkill ſubmits, 

Is ſafer much (whatc*cr arrives), 

And warmer too, than he that drives. 
So Dick Adept, tuck back thy hair, 

And I will pour into thy car 

Remarks, which none did c*er diſcloſe 

In ſmooth-pacd verſe, or hobbling proſe. 
Attend, dear Dick; but dont reply: 
And thou may*@ prove as wiſe as I. 

When Alma now, in different ages, 

Has fi.iſh'd her aſcending ſtages, 

Into the head at length ſhe gets, 

And there in public grandeur ſtæ, 

To judge of things, aud cenſure Wits. 

Here, Richard, how could I explain 
The various labyrinths of the brain ! 
Surpriſe my readers, whilſt I tell **m 
Of cerebrum, and cerebellum ! 

How could I play the commentator 
On dura and on pia mater / 
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* Some of the T:ries, in the queen's reirn, were 
eee by that afpellaticn, , 
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Where hot and cold, and dry and wet, 
Strive each the other”s place to get; 
And, with inccfiant toil and ſtrife, - 
Would keep poſteſſion during life, 

I could demonffrate every pore, 
Where memory lays up all her ftore ; 
And to an inch compute the tation 
Twixt judgment and imagination. 

O friend! I could diſplay much learning, 
At leaſt to men of ſmall diſcerning. 
The brain contains ten thouſand cells: 
In each ſome active fancy dwells ; 
Which always is at work, and framing ” 
The ſeveral follies I was naming, 

As in a hive's vimineous dome 

Ten thouſand bees enjoy their home, 
Each does her ſtudious actions vary, 
To go and come, to fetch aad carry; 
Fach ftill renews her little labour, 

Nor juftles her aſſiduous neighbour : 
Each—whilft this thefts I maintain, 

I fancy, Dick, I know thy brain. 

O, with the mighty eme affected, 
Could I but ſee thy head diſſected ! 

My head! qu 
Spare that, and take ſome other limb. 
Sir, N your nice affairs of /yftem, 

Wiſe men propoſe ; but fools aſſiſt em. 

Says Matthew, Richard, keep thy head, 
And hold thy peace ; and I'll proceed. 
Proceed ! quoth Dick: Sir, I aver, 

You have already gone too far. 

When r once are in the wrong, 
Each line they add is much too long. 
Who faſteſt walls, but walks aſtray, 
Is only furtheſt from his way. 

Bleſs your conceits ! mutt I believe, 
Howe'*er abſurd, what you conceive ; 
And, for your friendſhip, live and dic 
A papiſt in philoſophy ? 

I ſay, whatever you maintain 

Of Alma in the heart or brain, 

The plainett man alive may tell ye, 
Her ſeat of empire is the belly: 

From hence ſhe ſends out thoſe ſupplies, 
Which makes us either {tout or wile ; 
The ſtrength of every other member 
Is founded on your belly-timber ; 
The qualms or raptures of your blood 
Riſe in proportion to your food 

And, if you would improve your thought, 
You muſt be fed as well as taught. 
Your ſtomach makes your fabrick roll, 
Juſt as the bias rules the bowl. 

The great Achilles might employ 

The ſtrength deſ guꝰd to ruin Troy ; 
He din'd on lion's marrow, ſpread 


On toatts of ammunition bread ; 


But by his mother ſent away, 
Amougſt the Thracian girls to play, 
Efteminate he ſat, and quiet: 

Strange product of a cheeſe-cake diet! 
Now give my argument fair play, 
And take the thing the other way: 
The youngtt-r, os at nine and three 
Driaks with his ſ.ſters A. Ulk and tra, 
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Dick, to ſerve your whim ! 
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From breakfaſt reads till twelve o clock, 
Burnet and Heylin, Hobbes and Locke: 225 

He pays due viſits after noon + 

To couſin Alice and uncle John; 

At ten trom coftce-houſe or play 

Returning, finiſhes the day. 

But, give him port and potent ſack, 230 

From t he ſtarts up Mabac ; 

Holds that the happy Enow no hours; 

So through the ttreet at midnight ſcowers, 

Breaks watchmen's heads aud chair men's glaſſes, 

And thence proceeds to nicking ſathes ; 235 

Till, by ſome tougher hand o*crcome, 

And firſt knock*d down, and then led home, 

He damns the footman, ſtrikes the maid, 

And decently recl up to bud. 

© Obſerve the various operations 240 

Of food and drink in ſeveral nations, 

Was ever Tartar fierce or crucl 

Upon the ſtrength of water-grucl ? 

But who ſtall tand his rage aud force, 

If firit he rides, then eats his horſe ? 245 

Ballads, and eggs, and lighter fare, 

Tune the Italian ſpark's guitar. 

And, if I take Dau Congreve right, 

Pudding and beef make Britons fight. 

Tokey and coffee cauſe this work 250 

Between German and the Turk; 

And both, as they proviſions want, 

Chicane, avoid, retire and faint. 

Hunger aud thirit, or guns aud ſwords, 
Give the ſame death in different words. 255 
To puſh this argument no further; 

To ftarve a man, in law is murther. 
As in a watc.?*s tine machine, 
Though many artful ſprings are ſcen ; 
The added movements, which declare 260 
How full the moon, how old the year, 
Derive their ſecondary power 
From that which kmply points the hour. 
For, though thoſe gim- cracks were away, 
(Quare would not ſwear, but Quare would fay) 
However more reduc*d and plain, 266 
The watch would ſtill a watch remain: 
But, if the beral orbit ceaſes, 
Tac whole ftands ill, or breaks to pieces; 
Is now no longer what it was, 270 
And you may een go ſell the caſe. 
So, if unprejudic*d you ſcan 
The goings of this clock-work man, 
You find a hundred movements made 
By fine devices in his head; 275 
But *tis the ſtomach's ſolid ſtroke 
That tells his being what's o'clock. 
If you take on this rhetoric k trigger, 
He talks no more in mode and tigure 3 
. Or, clog his mathematic-wheel, 280 
His buildings fall, his ſhip ſtands ſtill; 
Or, hſtly, break his politic-weight, 
His voice no longer rules the flate. 
Yet, if theſe Sner whims are gone, 
Your clock, though plain, would ill go on; 
But ſpoil the engine of digeſtion, 286 
Aud you entirely change the queſtion, 
Alma's affairs no power can mend 


The jeſt, alas! is at an end: 


rr 
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Seen ceaſes all the worldly bufile 
And you conſign the corpſe to Ruſſel, 


Now make your Alma come or go 
From leg to hand, from top to toe, 
Your ſy/cm, without my addition, 

Is in a very ſad condition, 

So Harlequin extolPd his horſe, 

Fit for the war, or road, or courſe ; 

His mouth was ſoft, his eye was good, 
His foot was ſure as ever trod: 

One fault he had (a fault indeed !) 

And what was that? the horſe was dead. 

Dick, from theſe inftances and fetches, 
Thou wak'ſt of horſes, clocks, and watches, 
> oy Mat, to ms thou ſcem'ſt to mean, 

Alma is a mere Machine 
That, telling others what's o*clock, 
Sbe knows not what herſelf has ſtruck; 
But leaves to Fandore-by the trial 
Of what is marwd upon her dial, 

Here hold a blow, good friend, quoth Diek, 
And raid his voice exceeding quick. 311 
Fight fair, Sir: what I never meant | 
Don d you infer, In argument 
bimilies are like ſongs in love: 
They muſt deſcribe ; they nothing rm. 315 

Mat, who was herz a little gravell'd, 

Toft up his noſe, and would have cavilld ; 

But, ealling Hermes to his aid, 

Half pleas'd, half angry, thus he faid : 

(Where mind (tis for the author's fame) 320 

That Matthew call'd, and Hermes came. 

In danger heroes, and in doubt 

Poets find Gods to help them out.) 

Friend Richard, I begin to ſze, 

That you and I ſhall ſcarc» agree. 

Obſerve how oddly you behave : 

The more I grant, the more you crave, 

But, comrade, as I ſaid juſt now 

I ſhould affirm, and you allow, 

We /yflem-makers can ſuſtain 

The theſis, which you grant was plain; 

And with remarks and comments teaze ye, 

In caſe the thing before was caſy. 

But, in a point obſ:ure and dark, 

We fight as Leibnitz did with Clarke ; 

And, when no reaſon we can ſhew, 

Why matters this or that wiy go, 
ſhorteſt way the thing we try, 

And what we know not, we deny z 

True to our own ofcrbcaring pride. 

And falſe to all the world be de- 

That old phil»ſ-pher grew croſs, 

Who could not tell what motion was: 
Becauſe he Walked again? hi: will, 

He fac'd men down, that he frood Rl, 
And he who, r-ading on the heart 
(Whn all hi: au: rilibets of art 

Could not expound its pulfe and heat), 
Swore he hall ne ver felt it beat. 
Chryſppus, foibd by Epicurus, 350 
Makes bold (Jove bleſs him!) to aſſure us, 
That all things, which our mind can view, 
Play be at once both falſe and true. 

And Malebranche has an odd conceit, 

As ever enter'd Freachmay's pute: 
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Says be, ſo little can our mind 
Of matter or of ſpirit find, 
That we by pat at leaft may gather 
Something, which may be both, or neither, 
Faith, Dick, I mut confeſs, tis true 
(But this is only entre news ), 
That many knotty points there are, 
Which all diſcuſs, but few can clear; 
As nature flily had thought tt, 
For ſome by-ends, to croſs-bite wit: 
Circles to ſquare, and cubes to double, 
Would give a man exceſhve trouble; 
The longitude unccrtaty roams, 
In ſpite of Whitton and his bombs, 
What (yen, Dick, has right averr'd 
The cauſe why woman has no beard ? 
Or why, 2 ycars our frame attack, 
Ovr hairs white, our teeth grow black? 
In points like theſe we muſt agrec, 
Our barbers know as much as we. 
Yet ſtill, unable to explain, 
We ͤmuſt perſiſt the bit we can; 
With cars our [yſiem fill renew, 
And prove things likely, though not true. 
I could, thou ſceft, in quaint diſpute, 380 
By dint of /:gic, ſtrike thee mute; 
With learned u. ill, now puſh, now parry, 
From Darii to Bocardo vary, 
And never yield ; or, what is worſt, 
Never conclude the point diſcours'd, 
Yet, that you fic & unc may know 
How much you to my candour owe, 
Il from he difputant deſcend, 
To ſtew thee, I aſſume the friend: 
I'll take fay notion for my own— 
(So moſt philoſuphers have done) 
It makes my Hen more complete: 
Dic, can it — a nobler fate? 
Tale what thou wilt, ſaid Dick, dear friend ; 
But bring thy matters to an end. 395 
I find, quoth Mat, reproof is vain ; 
Who ſrſt offend will frit complain. 
Thou wiſheſt I ſhould make to ſhore ; 
Yet ſtill putt" in thy thwarting oar. 
What ] have tald thee fifty times 
In proſe, receive for once in rhymes ; 
A huge fat man in country-fair, - 
Or city-church (no matter where), 
Labour'd and puſfd amidſt the crowd, 
Sill bau ling out extremely loud, 
Lord fave us! why do people preſs ! 
Anothef, mar ing his diftreſs, 
Friendly reply'd, plump gentleman, 
Get out as ſatt as eber you can 3 
Or c:aſe to puth, or to exclaim : 
You make the very crowd you blame. 

Says Dick, your moral does not need 
The lcaft return; ſo een proceed: 
Your tale, howe#er apply'd, was ſhort : 
So far, at lea, I thank you fort. 

Mat tock his thanks; and, in a tone 
More magiſterial, thus went on. 

Now, Alma ſcttles in the head, 
As has before been ſung, or ſaid : 
And here begins this farce of life ; 
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405 


410 


415 


420 
Enter revenge, an.bition, ftrifc. ; | 


* 


400 


Behold on both fides men advance, | 


To form in earneſt 85 darce. 
L'Avare, not u his ſtore, 
Still grumbles that he has no more 
Strikes not the preſent tun, for fear 
The vintage ſhould be bad next year ; 
And cats to-day with inward forrow, 
And dread of fanci*'d want to-morrow. 
ri wear 

Is rigour of the air; 
WE wo Wo wares, if at home 


Yew had the fabric and the loom? | 


And, if two boots keep out the weather, 
What need you have two hides of Jeather ? 
Cauld Pedro, think you, make no trial 


Of a ſenata on his viol, | 


Unleſs he had the total gut 
— Whence every ſtring at firſt was cut? 
When Rarus ſhews you his cartone, 
He always tells „ with a groan, 
Where two of Ae hand were torn 
Long before you or he were born. 
Poor Ventd's mind ſo much is croſt, 
For part of his Petronius loſt, 
That he can never take the peins 
To underftand what yet 


What ſtrict inquiries did he make, 
To get one medal wanting yet, 
And perfe® all his Roman ſet ! 
45 lot l | 
Tis bought, lock'd up, and yes forgot: 
3 


t remains. | 
What toil did honeſt Curio take, | 
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Which elſe would on thy hand remain ; 

Though, flown, it ne“er looks back again ; 

And cards are dealt, and cheſs. boards 

To eaſe the pain of coward thought : 

Happy reſult of human wit ! 

That Alma may herſclf forget. 

8 2 — act; and thus we 
toſsꝰd by „or ſunk by care. 

With endleſs pain this mary be wb 

What, if he gain'd, be could not uſe : 

And t' otliur fondly hopes to ſee 

eng newer was, nor cer ſhall be. 

e err by uſe, wron ru 

In geſture nd Ko —_ 
We join hypocriſy to pride, 
Doubling the faults we ftrive to hide, 
Or grant that, with extreme ſurpriſe, 
We bnd ourſelves at fixty wile, | 
And twenty pretty things are known, 
Of which we can't accompliſh one; 
Whilſt, as my /yflem ſays, the mind 
Is to upper rooms con 

Should 1, my friend, at large repent 
Her borrow*d ſenſe, her fond conccit, 
The bead-roll of her vicious tricks, 
My Poem would be too prolix. 

For, could I my remarks ſuſtain, 

Like Socrates, or Miles Montaigne, 

Who in theſe times would read my books, 
But Tom Stiles, or John o'Notes ? 

As Brentford kings, diſcreet and wiſe, 
After long thought and grave advice, 
Into Lardella's coffin peeping, 

Saw nought to cauſe their mirth or weeping : 
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He now begins upon the Greek. 455 
Theſe, rang'd and ſhew?d, ſhall in their turns So Alma, now to joy or grief 520 
Remain obſcure as in their urns. | jor, finds her late relief: 
My copper-lamps at any rate, { Weary'd of being high or great, 
For being true antique, I bought; | And nodding in her chair of ſtate z 
Yet wiſely melted down my plate, 460 | Stunn'd and worn out with endleſs chat 
On modern models to be wrought : Of Will did this, and Nan faid that : 525 


And trifes J alike purſue, 
Becauſe they're ald, becauſe they're new. 
Dick, I have ſeen you with delight 
For Georgy “ make a paper kite. 
And {imple odes too many ſhew ye 
My ſervile complaiſance to Chloe. | 
Parents and lovers are decreed 
By Nature foals That's brave indeed! 
rn Dick: ſuch truths are worth receiving, 470 
Yet ſtill Dick look'd as not believing. 
Now, Alma, to divines and proſe 
I leave thy frauds, and crimes, and woes ; 
Nor think to-night of thy ill-nature, 
Nut of thy foll.es, idle creature! 
The turns of thy uncertain wing, 
And not the malice of thy ſting : 
Thy pride of being great and wiſe 
J do but mention, to deſpiſe ; 
I view with anger and diſdain 
Hv little gives thee joy or pain; 
4 Tint, a bronze. a flower, a root, 
A ſhell, a butterfly, can dot; | 
Fr®n a romance, a tune, a rhyme, 


Help thee to paſs the tedious time, 
* My. Aelten's ſen. 


465 


475 


435 


She finds, poor thing, ſome little crack, 
Which Nature, fore'd by Time, muſt make, 
Through which ſhe wings her deftin*d way; 
Upward ſhe ſoars, and down drops clay : 
While ſome ſurviving friend ſupplies 530 
Hie jacet, and and a hundred lies, 
O Richard, till that day appears, 
Which muſt decide our hopes and fears, 
Would Fortune calm her preſent rage, 
And give us play-things for our age: 
Would Clotho waſh her hands in milk, 
And twiſt our thread with gold and filk : 
Would ſhe, in friendſhip, peace and plenty, 
in out our years to four times twenty; 
And ſhould we both in this condition 
Have conquer'd Love, and worſe Ambition 
(Elſe thoſe two paſſions, by the way, 


549 


| May chance to ſhew us ſcurvy play); 
| Then, Richard, then ſhould we fit down, 


Far from the tumult of this town ; 545 
I fond of my well-choſen ſeat, 

My piqures, medals, books complete. 

Or, ſhould we mix our friendly talk, 


O®crſhaded in that favourite walk, 


Which thy own hand had whilom planted, 559 
Both plcas'd with all we thought we wanted; 
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Yet then, ev'n then one crois reflection 
Would ſpoil thy grove, and my collection: 
Thy ſou, and is, ere that, may dic, 

And Time ſome uncouth heir ſupply, 
Who ſtall for nothing elſe be known \ 
But ſpoiling all that thou haft done. 

Who ſet the twigs ſhall he remember 

That is iu lafte to ſell the timber ? 

And what fall of thy woods remain, 
Except the box that threw the main? 

Naz, may not Time and Drath remove 

The ncar relations whom I love? 

And my coz Tom, or his coz Mary, 

(Who hold the plough, or ſkim the dairy) 565 
My ſavourite books and pictures ſell 

To Smart, or Doil:y, by the ell? 

Kindly throw in a little f gure, 

And ict the price upon the bigger? 

Thoſe who could never read the grammar, 
When my dear volumes touch the hammer, 
May think books beſt, as richeſt bound; 
My copper medals by the pound 

May be with learned juſtice weight'd ; 

To turn the balance, Otho”s head 

May be thrown in; and, for the metal, 
The coin may mend a tinker's kettle — 5 

Tired with theſe thoughts Leſs tir'd than I, 

oth Dick, with your pl. iloſopby— 
That people live and die, I knew 
An hour ago, as well as you. 

And, if Fate ſpins us longer years, 

Or is ia haſte to take the ſhears, 

I know we muſt both fortunes try, 
Aud bear our cvils wet or dry. 

Yet, let the Goddefs ſmile cr frown, 
Pread we ſtall cat, or white or brown; 
Aud in a cottage, or a court, 

Drink fine champaigne or muddled port. 
What need of books theſe truths to toll, 
Wiach folks perceive who cannot ſpell ? 
Aud muſt we ſpecacl's apply, 

To view what hurts our naked eye? 

Sir. if it be your wiſdonys aim 
To make me merricr than I amy 595 
Ii be all night at your devotion— : 
Come on, friend; broach the plcafing notion: 
But, if you would depreſs my thought, 
Your hben is not worth a groat— 

For Plato, fancies what care I? 

J hope you would not have me die, 
Like {;mpic Cato in the play, 

For any thing that he can ſay? 

F*en let him of ideas ſpeak 

1% heathons in his native Greek. 

It to he Tad is to be wiſe, 

IT do moft heartily deſpiſe 
Whatever Socrates has ſaid, 

Cr Tully writ, or Wanley read. 

Dear Driſt, * to ſet our matters right. 
Remove theſe papers from my ſighit; 
Burn Mat's Des-cart, and Ariſtotle; 
Here! Jonathan, your maſter's bottle. 


555 


560 


— 


570 


575 
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600 


* Mr. Pri:r's Secretary and Executor. 
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SOLOMON 


ON THE 
VANITY OF THE WORLD. 
A 
POEM 
IN THREE BOOKS. 
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KN 0 # L ZX# D @ E.:. 
THE FIRST BOOK. 
THE ARGUME NI. 


Solomon, ſecking happineſs from knowledge, con- 
venes the learned men of his kingdom; re- 
quircs them to explain to bim the various ope- 
rations and effects of Nature; diſcourſes of 
vegetables, animals, and man ; propoſes ſome 

tions concerning the origin and ſtuation 
of the habitable earth ; to examine 
the ſyſtem of the viſible heaven ; doubts if 
there may not be a plurality of worlds; in- 
quires iuto the nature of Spirits and Angels ; 
and wiſhes to be more fully informed as to 
the attributes of the Supreme Being. He is 
unperfetily anfwered by the Rabbins and 
Doctors, blames his on curioſity ; and con- 
cludes, that, as to Human Science, All is Va- 
_—_ a 
Sons of men, with juſt regard attend, 
Obſerve the Preacher, and believe the 
Friend, 

Whoſe ſerious Muſe inſpires him to explain, 

That all we act, and all we thick, is vain ; 

That, in this pilgrimage of ſeventy years, 8 

Cer rocks of perils, and through vales of tears, 

Deſtin'd to march, our doubtiul ficps we tend, 

Tir'd with the toil, yet fearful of its cad: 

That from the womb we take our fatal ſhares ; 

Of folli-s, paſſ.ons, labours, tumults, cares; 10 

Aud, at approach of death, ſhall only know 

The truth, which from theſe pen ve numbers 

flow, 

That we purſue ſalſe joy, and ſuffer real woe. 
Happincſ., object of that waking dream, 

Which we call lite, miſtaking : fugitive theme 

Ci my puriuing verſe, ideal ſhade, 

Notional good, by fancy only made, 

And by tradition nurs'd, fallac:ous fire, 

Whoſe dancing beams miſlead our fond deſre, 

Cauſe of our care, and error of our mind; 20 

Oh! hadit thou ever been by Heaven defign'd 

To Adam, and his mortal race; the boon 

Entire had been reſerv'd for Solomon: 

On me the partial lot had been be!ow?d, 

Aud in my cup the golden draught had fow?d. 2 
But O] ere yet original man was made, 

Ere the ſour. dations of this earth were laid, 

It was, opp cent to our ſearch, ordain'd 

That jov, {till ſought, ſhould never be attain'd. 


16 


This ſad experience cites me to reveal, 39 
And what I dictate is from what I feel. 

Born, as I was, great David's favourite ſon, 
Dear to my people, on the Hebrew throne, 
Sublime my court, with Ophir*s treaſures ble, 
| My name extendd to the farthck caſt, 35 
Fif 
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My body cloth'd with every outward grace, 
Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my face, 
My ſhining thought with fruitful notions crown*d, 
Quick my invention, and my ment ſound : 
Ariſe (I commun'd with 4. ariſe; 40 
Think, to be happy; to be great, be wiſe: 
Content of ſpirit muſt from ſcience flow, 

For tis a godlike attribute to know. 

I ſaid; and ſent my edict through the land: 
Around my throne the letter'd rabbins fland ; 45 
Hiſtoric leaves revolve, long volumes ſpread, 
The old diſcourſing as the younger read: 
Attent I heard, propos'd my doubts, and faid : 

The vegetable world, each plant and trec, 
Its ſeed, its name, its nature, its degree, 

I am allow'd, as Fame reports, to know, 
From the fair cedar on the craggy brow 

Of Lebanon nodding ſupr-:ncly tall, 

To creeping moſs and hy op on the wall: 
Yet, juſt and conſcious to myſelf, I find 55 
A thouſand doubts oppoſe the ſearching mind. 

I know not why the beach delights the glade 
With boughs extended, and a rounder ſtade ; 
Whilſt towering firs in conic forms ariſe, 
And with a pointed ſpear divide the fi.ies: 60 
Nor why again the changing oak ſhould ſhed 
The yearly honour of his head ; 

Whiltt the diftiaguiſh'd yew is ever ſeen, 

U his branch, and permanent his green. 

Wanting the ſun, why does the caltha fade? 65 

Why does the cypreſs flouriſh in the ſhade ? 

The fig and date, why love they to remain 

In mi ſtation, and an evil plain; 

While in the lower marſh the gourd is found, 

And while the hill with olive-ſhade is crown?d > 

Why does one climate and one ſoil endue 71 

The bluſhing poppy with a crimſon hue, } 
75 


50 


Yet * lily pale, and tinge the violet 
ue? 

Why does the fond carnation love to ſhoot 

A various colour from one parent roct ? 

White the fantaſtic tulip ſtrives to break 

In twofold beauty, and a parted ftreak ? 

The twining jaſmine and the bluſhing roſe 

With laviſh grace their morning ſcents diſcloſe : 

The ſmelling tuberoſe and jonquil declare 80 

The ftronger impulſe ot un evening air. 

Whence has the tree (reſolve me) or the flower 

A various inftin&, or à different power? 

Why ſhould one earth, one clime, one ſtream, 


one breath, 
Raiſe this to ſtrength, and ſicken that to death? 
Whence does 1 that the plant, which 


well 87 

We name the ſenſitive, ſhould move and feel? 

Wheace know her leaves to auſwer her command, 

And Ras quick horror tiy the neighbouring 
nd? : 

Along the ſunny bank, or watery mead, 90 
Ten thouſand ital ks the various bloſſoms ſpread : 
Peuveful and lowly in their native ſoil, 

They neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil ; 
Yet with confeſs*'d magnit:cence deride 

Gur vile attire, and impotence of pride. 95 
The ccwi ip imiles, in brighter dreſsꝰd 

1 ban that which vclls the Zubile virg u', breaſt: 
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A fairer red ſtands bluſt. ing in the roſe 
Than that which on tne bride groom's veſtment 
flows. 
Take but the humble ſt lily of the field; 
And, it our pride will to our r-afon yield, 
It muſt by ſure compariſon be thewa 
That on the regal ſeat great David's ſon, 
Array*d in all his robes and types of power, 
Shines with leſs glory than that ſimple flower, 
Of fiſhes next, my friends, I would inquire : 
How the mute race engender, or reſpire, 109 
From the ſmall fry that glide on Jordans ſtream 
Unmark'd, a multitude without a name, 
To that Leviathan, who oer the ſcas 110 
Immenſe rolls onward his impetuous ways, 
And mocks the wind, and in the tempeſt plays þ\ 
How they in warlike bands march greatly forth 
From freezing waters and the colder north, 
To ſouthern climes direQting their career, 115 
Their ſtation changing with th” inverted year ? 
How all with carerult knowledge are endued, 
To 1 — their proper bed, and wave, and 
To guard their ſpawn, and cducate their 
brood ? 


Of birds, how each according to her kind 129 
Proper materials for her neſt can find, | 
And build a frame, which deepeſt thought in 

man 
Would or amend or imitate in vain ? 
How in ſmall flights they know to try their 
young, 
And teach the callow child her parent's ſong ?125 
Why theſe frequent the plain, and thoſe the 


Why every land has her ſpecific brood ? 

Where the tall crane, or winding ſwallow, goes, 
Fearful of gathering wiads and falling ſnows ; 
If into rocks, or hollow trees, they creep, 130 
In temporary death confn'd to Neep ; 

Or, conſcious of the coming evil, ty 

To milder regions, and a ſouthern {ky ? 


Of beaſts and creeping inſects ſtall we trace 
The wondrous nature, and the various race; 135 
Or wild or tame, or friend to man or foe, 

Of us what they, or what of them we know ? 


Tell me, ye ſtudious, who pretend to ſee 
Far into Nature's boſom, whence the bee 133 
Was firſt inform'd her venturous flight to Feer 
Through tracklefs paths, and an abyſs of air? 
Whence ſhe avoids the ſlimy marſh, and knows 
The fertile hills where ſweeter herbage grows, 
And honey-making {lowers their opening buds 

diſcloſe ? 
How from the thicken'd miſt, and ſetting ſun, 
Finds the the labour of her day is done? 145 
Who taught her againſt winds and rains to 
firive, 
To bring her burden to the certain hive ; 
And through the liquid fields again to paſs 


14? 


Dutcous, aud hearkening to the ſounding braſs? 


And, O thou ſluggard, tell me why the ant, 
»Midſt ſummer*s plenty, thinks of winter's want 


By conſtant journics careful to prepare 
Her $orss ; aud, bringing home the corny ear 
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Py what ĩnſtruct ĩon does ſhe bite the grain, 155 
Leſt, hid in carth, and taking root agair, 
n might elude the toreFght of her care? 
Diftin in either inſets deed appear 
The marks of thought, contrivance, hope, and 
fear, 
Fix thy corporcal and internal eye 
On the young gnat, or new-engender'd fly ; 
On the vile worm that yeſterday began 
To crawl; thy fellow-creatures, abject man! 
* breathe, they move, they taſte, 
y ſee, 
They ſhew their paTions by their acts, like 
hoe 


thee : 165 
Darting their ſtings, they previouſly 


160 


declare 
Deſign'd revenge, and fierce intent of war: 
Laying th-ir cggs, they evidently prove 

The genial power, and full effect of love. 
Each then has organs to digeſt his food, 170 
One to beget, and one recerve the brood ; 

Has limbs and finews, blood aud heart, w_ 


brain, 
Life and her functions to ſuſtain, \ 
Though the whole fabric ſmaller than a grain. 
What more can our penurious reaſon grant 175 
To the large whale, or caſtled elephant; 
To thoſe enormous terrors of the Nile, 
The creſted ſnake, and long-taild crocodile ; 
Than that all difler but in ſhape and name, 
Each deſtin'd to a leſs or larger frame? 
For potent Nature loves a various act, 
Prone to enlarge, or ſtudious to contract | 
Now forms her work too ſmall, now too im- 
menſe, 
And ſcorns the meaſures of our feeble ſenſe, 
The obie& ſpread too far, or rais'd too high, 1$5 
Denies its real image to the eye | 
Too little, it eludes the dazzled fight, 
Becomes mixt blackneſs, or unparted light. 
Water and air the varied form confound; 
The ſtraight looks crooked, and the ſquare grows 
round. 190 
Thus, while with fruitleſs hope and weary | 
Pain, ö 
We ſeek great Nature's power, but ſcek in vain, 
Sate ſts he goddeſs in her dark retreat ; | 
Arnund her myriads of ideas wait, 
And endleſs ſhapes, which the myſterious queen 
Can take or quit, can alter or retain, 196 
As from our loſt purſuit ſhe wills, to hide 
Her cloſe decrees, and chaſten human pride. 
Untamꝰd and ferce the tiger fill remains; 
Ne tires his life in biting on his chains : 
For the kind gifts of water and of food 
Ungrateful, and returning ill for good, | 
He ſeeks his keeper's fleſh, and thirſts his | 
blood: 
While the firong camel, and the generous horſe, 
Reftrain*d and aw*d by man's inferior force, 205 
Do to the rider*s will their rage ſubmit, 
And anſwer to the ſpur, and own the bit; 
gs + 2 glad mouths to meet the feeder's 


Aa i 
Pleas'd with his weight, and proud of his com- 
mand. | 


180 


200 
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Again: the lonely fox roams far abroad, 210 
On iecret rapine bent, and midnight fraud.; 
Now haunts the cliff, now traverſes the lawn, 
And flies the hated neighbourhood of man: 
While the kind ſpanicl, and the faithful hound, 
LikeR that fox in ſl. ape and ſpecies found, 215 
Refuſes through theſe cliffs and lawns to roam, 
Purſues the noted path, and covets home, 

Does with ind joy domeſtic faces meet, 
Takes what the glutted child denies to eat, 
And, dying, licks Lis long.lov'd matter*s feet. 

By what immediate cauſe they are inclin*d, 224 
In many acts, *tis hard, IT own, to find, 
IA 22 

tri their pri- ciples and ours agree. 

Evil like us they mg and covet good. 
Abhor the poiſon, and receive the food. 
2 they love or hate; like us they know 

© joy the friend, or grapple with the foc. 
With ſeeming thought their act ĩon they intend, 
And uſe the means proportion'd to the end. 230 
Then vainly the philoſopher avers, 
That reaſon guides our deed, and inſtin& theirs. 
How cau we juſtly different cauſcs frame, 
When the efteQs intirely are the ſame 2? 
Inſtinct and reaſon how can we divide? 23s 
Tis the fool*s ignorance, and the pedant's pride. 

ways 

If the brute beaſt refuſes to obey. 
For tell me, when the empty boaſter's word 
Proclaims himſclf the univerſal lord, 
Does he not tremble, left the lion's paw 
Should join his plea againſt the fancy'd law? 
Would not the coward leave the chair, } 
Tf in the ſchools or porches ſhould appear 6 
The fierce hyzna, or the foaming bear? 245 

The combatant too late the field declines, 
When now the ſword is girded to his loins. 
When the ſwift veſſel flies before the wind, 
Too late the ſailor views the land behind. 
And *tis too late now back again to bring 
Inquiry, raie'd and towering on the wing: 
Forward ſhe ftrives, averſe to be wi 
From nobler objects, and a larger field. 


Conſider with me this zthereal ſpacc, 
Yieldling to earth and ſea the middle x place. 255 
Anxious I aſk you, how the penſile ball 
Should never firive to riſe, nor fear to fall? 


240 


259 


| When I refieft how the rerolring ſun 


Does round ovr globe his crooked journies rung 
doubt of many lands, if they contain 200 
Or herd of beat, or colony of man; 

If any nation paſs their deſtinꝰd days 

Beneath the neighbouring ſun's direRer rays ; 
If any ſuffer on the Polar coaſt 

The rage of Arctos and eternal froſt, 

May not the pleaſure of Omnipotence 
To each ef theſe ſome ſecret good diſpenſe ? 
Thoſe who amidſt the torrid regions live, 
May they not unknown to us receive? 
See daily ſhowers rejpice the thirſty earth, 270 
And bleſs the flowery buds? ſucceeding bi th? 
May they not pity us, condemn'd to bear 


265 


ed” 7 rages an obliquer ſphere ; 
5 2 
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While by fd laws, and with a juſt return, 

They ſcel twelve hours that ſhade, for twelve 
that burn; 7 275 

And praiſe the neighbouring ſun, whoſe con- 
ſtant fla me | , 


Enlightens them with ſeaſons ill the ſame ? | 
And may not thoſe, whoſe diſtant lot is caſt 
North beyond Tartary*s extended waſte ; 
Where through the plains of one continual day 
Six ſhining months purſue their even way, 281 
And fix ſucceeding urge their duſl:y fight, 
——_— with vapours, and oerwhebn'd in 

; 
May = I aſk, the natives of theſe climes 
(As annals may inform ſucceedirg times) 285 
To our quotidian change of heaven preier 
Their own viciſſitude, and equal ſhare 
Of day and night, difparted through the year ? 
May not ſcorn our ſun*s repeated race, 
To narrow bounds preſcrib*d, and little ſpace, 290 
Hattening from morn, and headlong driven from 


noon, — 
Half of our daily toil yet ſcarcely done? 
May they not juſtly to our climes uphraid 
Shortneſs of night, and penury of ſhade ; | 
That, ere our wearicd limbs are juſtly bleit 295 
With wholeſome ſleep, and neceſſary reg, 
Another ſun demands return of care, 
The remnant toil of yeſterday to bear? 
Whilſt, when the ſolar beams ſalute their ſight, 
Bold and ſecure in half a year of light, zoo 
Uninterrupted voyages they take * | 
To the remoteſt wood, and fartheſt lake ; 
Manage the fiſhing, and purſue the courſe 
With more extended nerves, and more conti- | 
-  nued force? 
And, when declining day forſakes their ſky, 305 
When gathering clouds ſpeak gloomy winter 


nigh , 
With — 1 for the coming ſeaſon bleſt, 
Six ſolid months(an age) they live, releas'd 
From all the labour, proceſs, clamour, woc, 
Which our ſad ſcenes of daily act ion know: 315 
They light the ſhining lamp, prepare the feaft, 
And witk full mirth receive the welcome gueſt ; 
Or tell their tender loves (the only care 
Which now they ſuffer) to the liſtening fair; 
And, rai?d in pleaſure, or repo<'d in eaſe 315 
{Grateful alterrate of ſubſtantial pcaca), | 
They bleis the long noct urnal influence ſhed + | 
On the crown*®d goblet, and the genial bed. 
In foreign ifles which our diſcoveries find, 
Far from this length ol continent dis joĩnꝰd, 329 
The rugged bear*s, or ſpotted lyax?s 
righten the vallies, and infet the wood; 
hungry crocodile, and hiffing ſnake, | 


Lurk in the troubled ftream and fenny brake; 
And man, untaught and ravenous as the bead, 325 
ee A wood, and brake, and ſtream, in- 
we bs 
Deriv*d the ſe men and animals their birth _ 
From trunk of dak, or pregnant womb of earth? 
Whence then the old belief, that all began 
In Fder:s f ade, and one crcated man ? 330 | 


Dr, £1 nt this progeny was wafted oer 
F) coating boots from next adjacent ſhore ; 


POE M V. 


Would thoſe, from whom we will ſuppoſe they 


ſpring, 
Slaughter to harmleſs lands and poiſon bring? 
Would they on board or bears or lynxes take, 325 
Feed the the adder, and the brording ſnake ? 
Or could they think the new<difcover'd iſle 
Pleas'd to receive a pregnant erococlile? | 


And, fince the ſavage lincage we muſt trace 
From Noah ſav*d, and his diſtinguiſſod race; 340 
How ſhould their fathers happen to ſorget | 
The arts which Nogh taught, the rules he ſet, 
To ſow the lebe, to plaut the generous vine, 
And load with grateful flames the holy ſrriue; 
While the great ire“ unhappy ſons are found, 345 
Unpreſs'd their vintage, and until!'d their 


ro 

Straggling wer dal- and hill in queſt of fend, 

And rude of arts, of virtue, and of God? 
How ſhall we next oer earth and ſeas purſue 

The varied forms of every thing we view: 350 

That all is chang*d, though all is ſtill the ſame, 

Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame ? 

Of thoſe materials, which have been coaſeſs/d 

The priftine ſprings and parents oi the reft, 

Each become other. Water ſtopp'ꝗ gives birth 

To graſs and plants) and thickens into earth: 356 

Dittus'd, it riſes in a higher ſpher e, 

Dilates its drops, and ſoftens into air: 

Thoſe finer parts of air again afpirc, 

Move into warmth, and brighten into fire : 360 

That fire, once more by thicker air o*crcome, 

And downward forc'd, in earth's capacious 

womb 

Alters its icles ; 15 fire no more, 

But lies reſplendert duſt, and ſhining ore; 

Or, running through the mighty mcther?s veins, 

Change: its ſhape, puts off its old remains ; 366 

With watery parts its leſſen'd force divides, - 

Flows into waves, and riſes into tides, 


Diſparted fire-ams ſhall from their channels fly, 
And deep ſurcharg'd by ſandy mountains lie, 


' Obſcurcly ſepulcher'd. By eating ran, 371 


And furious wind, down to the diſtant plain 
The hill, that hides his head above the (kies, 
Shall fall; the plain by New degrees ſtall riſc 
Higher than er? had od the ſummit-hill; 375 
For Time muſt Nature's great beheſt ful. l. 


Thus, by a length of years and change of 
fate, ; 
All things are liglt or he:y, ſmall or great: 
Thus Jordan's waves ſhall future clouds appear, 
And Agypt's pyramids refine to air: 380 
Thus later age ſhall aſk for Fiſon*s flood, 
And travellers inquire where Babel ſtood. 


Now where we {ce theſe changes oſten fall, 


Sedate we paſs them by as natural; 

Where to our eye more rarely they appear, 3835 
he pompous name of prodigy they bear. 

Let ative thought theſe cloſe meanders trace ; 

Let human wit their dubious, boundaries place: 

Are all things miracle ; or nothing ſuch ? 

And prove we not too little, or too much? 390 


" For that a branch cut off, a wither'd rod 
Shoulgl at a word pronounc'd revive and bud; 
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I; this more ſtrange, than that the — 1 
brow 
Sripp*d by December's fret, and white with 


ſnow, 
Should puſh in ſpring ten thoufand thouſand 
bud 395 


5 

And boait returning leaves, and blooming 
wood: ? 

That ench ſucc-Tve night from opening heaven 

The ford of angels ſhould to man be given ? 

Is this more 1trange, than that with common 
broad 

Hur ſeintiog bodies every day are fed ? 400 

Than that each grain and ſeed, conſum'd in 
carth, 

Ras its Kore, and multiplies its birth, 

And from the handful, which the titler ſows, 

The labour'd fields rcjoice, and future harveſt 

Paws? 

Ther, from whatc%er we can to ſenſe produce, 
Common and plain, or wondrou- and abttruſe, 
From Nature*s conſlant or eccentric laws, 407 
The thoughtful foul this general inference 

draws, 
That an e ect muſt pre-ſuppoſe a cauſe : 
And, while ſhe does her upward flight ſuſtain, 
Touching each link of the continued chain, 411 
At — ſhe is obligꝰd and ioreꝰd to ſee 
A Firft, a Source, a Life, a Deity ; 
What has fer ever been, and muſt for ever be. 

This great Exiſtence thus by reaſon found, 415 
Bleſt by all power, with all perfection crown'd ; 
How can we bind or limit his decree, 

By what our car has heard, or eye may ſee ? 

day then, is all in heaps of water loft, 

Beyond the iCands, and the mid-land coaſt? 420 
Or has that God, who gave our world its birth, 
Sever? thoſe waters by ſome other earth, 
Countries by future plough-thares to be torn, 
And cities rais'd by nations yet unborn! 

Ere the progreflive courſe of refiteſs age 425 
Performs three thouſand times its annual fage, 
May not our power and learning be ſuppreſt, 
And arts and empire learn to travel weſt ? 

Where, by the ſtrength of this idea charm'd, 
Lighten'd with glory, and with rapture warm'd, 
Aſcends my ſoul ? what fees the white and great 
Amidſt ſubjected ſeas? An e the ſeat 432 
Of powcr and plenty ; her imperial throne, 

For juſtice and for mercy ſought and known ; 
Virtues ſublime, great attributes of Heaven, 435 
From thence to this dittinguiſh'd nation given. 
Yet farther weſt the we ſtern ie extends 

Ber happy fame; her armed fleet the ſends | 
To climates folded yet from human eye, 

Ard lands, which we imagine wave and ſky. 440 
From pole to pole the hears her ads reſound, 
And rules an empire by no occan bound ; 

Knows her ſhips anchor'd, and her fa unfurPd, 
In other Indies, and a ſecond world. 

_ Britannia (that yt be her rame) 
Be firſt in conqueſt, and preide in fame: 446 
Long fall her favour'd morarchy engage 

The teeth of Envy, and the force of Age: 
Rever'd and happy ſhe ſhall long remain, 


— 
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405 


Yet all muſt with the general doom comply, 451 
And = great glorious power, though laſt, muß 
ie, 


Na let us leave tlũs earth, and lift our eye 
To the convex of» yon” azure ſky : 
Behold it like an ample curtain ſpread, 455 
Now - Fw and glowing with the morning- 

rea 
Anon at noon in flaming yellow bright, 
And chooſing ſable for the peaceful night. 
Aſk R:afon now, whence light and ſhade were 


ven, 
And whence this great variety of heaven. 460 
Reaſon our guide, what can ſhe more reply, 
Thau that the ſun illuminates the ſky ; 
Than that night riſes from his abſent ray, 
And his returning luſtre kindles day? 

But we expect the morning-red in vain: 46s 
Dis hid in vapours, or obſcur'd by rain, 
The noon=tide yellow we in vain require: 

»Tis black ja florm, or red in lightning fire. 

| Pitchy and dark the night ſometimes appears, 
Friend to our woe, and parent of our fears: 450 
Our joy and wonder ſometimes ſhe excites, 
With ſtars unnumber' d and eternal lights. 
2 ye wiſe, ſend forth your labouring 
Let it —_— with empty notions fraught, 

Of airy columns every moment broke, 475 
Of cir-ling whirlpools, and of ſpheres of ſmoke : 
Yet this ſolution but once more afiords 

New change of terms, and ſcaffolding of words: 
In other garb my quettion I receive, 

And take the doubt the very ſame I gave, 480 

Lo! as a giant ſtrong, the luſty ſun 
Multiply*d rounds in one great round does run; 
Twofold his courſe, yet conftant his career, 
Changing the day, and finiſhing the year. 


| Again, when his deſcending orb retires 485 


And earth perceives the abſence of his fires ; 
The moon affords us her alternate ray, 

And with kind beams diſtributes fainter day. 
Yet keeps the ſtages of her monthly race; 


Each planet, ſhinivg in his proper ſphere, 

Does with juſt ſpced His radiant voyage ſteer : 

Each ſces his lamp with different luttre crown'd ; 

Each knows his courſe with different periods 
bound; 

And, in his paſſage t u the liquid ſpace, 495 

Nor haſtens, nor retaras, his neighbours race. 

Now, ſhine theſe planets with ſubſtantial rays? 

Does innate luftre gild their meaſur'd days? 

Or do they (as your ſchemes, I think, have 
ſhewn) 499 

Dart furtive beams and glory not their own, 

All ſervants to that ſource of ligit, the ſun ? 

Again I ſee ten thouſand thouſand ſtars, 
Nor caſt in lines, in circles, nor in ſquares a 
Res rules, with which cur bounded mind ig 
d, 


8 
When we would plant, or cultivate, or build;) 
But ſhining with ſuch vaſt, ſuch various light, 
As ſpeaks the hand, that form'd them, infinite, 
How mean the order and perfection ſought, 


Of human things leaſt changeable, leaſt vain, 


In the beſt product of the human thought, 


Various her beams, and changeable her face. 490 | 


406 


to the harmony that reigns 310 

In what the foirk of the world — a 

Now if the ſun to earth tranſmit his ray, 
Yet does not ſcorch us with too fierce a day ; 
How ſmall a portion of his power is given 
To orbs more dittant, and remoter heaven? 515 
And of thoſe ftars, which our imperfect eye 
Has doom*d and find to one eternal ſky, 
Each, by a native ſtock of honour great, 
May dart ſtrong intwence, and diftuſe kind heat, 
(Itſelf a ſun) and with tranſmitfive light 520 
Enliven worlds deny'd to human fight. 
Around the circles of their ambient ſkies 
New mecons may grow or wane, may ſet or riſe, 
And other ſtars may to thoſe ſuns be earths, 
Give their own elements their proper births, 525 
Divide their climes, or elevate their pole, 
See their lands flouriſh, and their oceans roll: 
Yet theſe great orbs, thus radically bright, 
Primitive tounts, and origins of light, 
May each to other (as their different ſphere 530 
Matzes or their diſtance or their light appear) 
Be ſeen a nobler or ĩ tferior ftar, | 
And, in that ſpace which we call air and fy, J 
W earths, and moons, and ſuns, may 


* 

Unmeaſur*d and unknown by human eye. 535 

In vain we meaſure this amazing ſphere, 
Ane find and fix its centre here or there; 
Whilſt its circumference, ſcorning to be bright 
Ev*n — 1 ſpace, alludes our vanquiſi. d 

tnoug 
Where then are all the radiant monſters dri- 


ven, | 540 

With which your gueſſes fill'd the frighten'd 
en? 

Where will their fiftious images remain? 

In paper-ſchemes, and the Chaldean”s brain? 
This problem yet, this offspring of a gueſs, 
Let us for once a child of truth confeſs ; 545 

That theſe fair ſtare, theſe objects of delight 
And terror to our ſearching dazzled fight, 0 
Are worlds immenſe, unnumber'd, infinite. 
But do on worlds diſplay their beams, or 
gui 
Their orbs, to ſerve thy uſe, to pleaſe thy pride ? 
Thyſelf but duſt, thy itature but a ſpan, 
A moment thy duration, fooliſh man ? 
As well may the minute} emmet ſay, 
That 7 $1 Sho raisꝰd to pave his wav z 
The ſnail, that Lebanon?s extended wood 
Was deftin*d only for his walk and food 5 
The vilett cockle, gaping on the coat 
That rounds the ample ſeas, as well may boaſt, 
The craggy rock projects above the ſky, 
That he in ſafety at its foot may lie: 
And the whole ocean's confluent waters ſwell, 
Only to quench his thirft, or move and blanch 
his ſhall 

A higher flight the venturous eſs tries, 
Leaving material worlds and local fkies; 554 
Inquires what are the being, where the ſpace, 
That form'd and held the angels? ancient race. 
For rebel Lucifer with Michael fought 
J ofier only what tradition taught); 


555 


| 


| 
| 
| 


_* 
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| 


| 
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| Embattled cherub 27ainft cherub roſe, 
Did ſhield to ſhield, and power to power 


oppole 7 ; i 570 
Heaven rung with triumph, bell was fillg 
with woes. 
What were theſe forms of which your volum:; 


tell, 
_ * fought great, and others rccreant 
ell ? 
Theſe bound to bear an everlaſting load, 
Durance of chain, and baniſhment of God; 555 
By fatal turns their wr-tched ſtrength to tire, 


| To ſwim in ſulplurous lakes, or land on ſolid 


fire: 
While thoſe exalted to primeval light, 
Exceſs of bleſſing, and ſupreme delight, 
Only perccive ſome little pauſe of joys 
In _ great moments when their God 
| le 
Their miniſtry, to pour his threaten'd hate 
On the proud king, on the rebellious ſtate ; 
Or to reverſe Jehovah's high command, 
And ſpeak the thunder falling from his hand, 
When te his duty the proud king returns, 386 
And the rebellious ſtate in aſhes mourns ? 
How can 3 angels be in heaven confin'd, 
Or view that preſence, which no ſpace can bind: 
Is Gop above, beneath or yon?, or here? 390 
He who made all, is he not every Where? 
Oh, how can wicked angels find a night 
So dar}, to hide them from that piercing light, 
Which form'd the eye, and gave the power of 
ſight? 
What mean I now of angel, when I hear 595 
Firm body, ſpirit pure, or fluid air? 
Spirits to action ſpiritual confin*d, 
Friend; to our thought, and kindred to our 
mind, 
Should only act and prompt us from within, 
Nor by external eye be ever ſeen. 
Was it not therefore to our ſatbers known, 
That th-ſe had appetite, and limb, and bone! 
Flſe how could Abraham waſh their weary'd 
feet? 
Or Sarah pleaſe their taſte with ſayoury meat? 
Whence ſhould they fear? or REESE 


e 
To ſ — their bodizs from abuſive rage? 
And bow could Jacob, in a real fight 
Feel or re ſiſt the wreſtling angels might? 
How could a form in ſtrength with matter try? 
Or bow a ſpirit touch a mortabs thigh? 619 
Now are they air -ond-ns'd, or gather'd rays? 
How guide they then our prayer, or keep our 
Ways, 
By 4 blaſts ſtill ſubje& to be toft, 

By tempeſts ſcatter'd, and in whirlwinds loſt? 
Have they again (as ſacred ſong proclaims) 
Subſtances real, and exiſting frames? 616 
How comes it, fince with them we jointly ſhare 

The great effect of one Creator*s care, 

That, whilſt our bodies ſicken and decay, 
Theirs are for ever healthy, young, and gay ? 629 
Why, whilſt we ftruggle in this vale beneath 


£29 


em- 


| 


With want and ſorrow, with diſeaſe and death, 


—- 
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Do they, more bleſs'd, perpetual life employ 
On ſongs of pleaſure, and in ſcenes of joy? 
Now when my mind has all this world ſur- 

vey'd, 625 

And found, that nothing by itſelf was made; 

When thought has rais“d itfelf, by juſt degrees, 

From vallies crown'd with flowers, and hills 
with trees; 

From ſmoaking mineral, and from riſing 
ſtreams 3 

From fattening Nilus, or victorious Thames; 

From all the living, that tour-footed move 630 

Along the ſtore, the meadow, or the grove; 

From all that can with fins or fathers fly 

Through the atrial or the watcry ſky; 

From & poor reptile with a reaſoniug ſoul, 635 

That miſcrablz maſter of the whole; 

From this great object of the body's eye, 

This fair hali-round, this ample azur fy, 

Terribly large, and wonderiullybright, 

With ſtars unnumber'd, and unmeaſur'd light; 

From eſſences unicen, celeſtial names, 641 

Ealighteuing ſpirits, aud miniſterial flames, 

Angels, dominions, potentates, and thrones, 

All that in each degree the naine of creature 
owns: 

Lift we our Reaſon to that Sqvereign Cauſe, 645 

Who bleſt the whole with life, and bounded it 
with laws ; 

_ forth from nothing call'd this comely 
rame, 

His will and act, his word and work the ſame; 

To whom a thouſand years are but a day; 649 

Who bade the light her genial beams diſplay, 

And ſet the moon, and taught the ſunits 
way : 

Who, wal ing Time, his creature, from the 
ſcurce 

Primæval, order'd his predeſtin'd courſe ; 

Himſelf, az in the hollow of his hand, 

Holding, obedient to his high command, 6x5 

The deep abyſs, the long-continued ſtore, 

Where months, and days, and hours, and mi- 
nutes pour 

Their ticating parts, and thenceforth are no 
more. 

This Alpha and Omega, firſt and laſt, 

Who like the potter iu a mould has caſt 660 

Tue world's great frame, commanding it to be 

Such as the eyes of Senſe and Reaſon ſee ; 

Yet if he wills may change or ſpoil the whole 797 

May take yon? beauteor.”, myſtic, ſtarry roll, 

Aud burn it like an uſeleſs parchment ſcroll ; | 

May from its baſis in oue moment pour 666 

This melted carth— 

Like liquid metal, and like burning ore; 

Who, ſole in power, at the beginning ſaid, 

Let Sea, and Air, and Earth, and Heaven be 


made 3 670 
And it was ſo —and when he ſhall ordain 
In other ſort, has but to ſpeak again, 


And they ſhall be no more: Of this great 


theme, | 
This glorious, hallow?d, everlaſting name, 


This Gop, I would diſeourſe.— 675 


407 


The learned elders ſat appall'd, amazed, 
And each with mutual look on other gaz'd ; 
Nor ſpecch they meditate, nor auſwer irame 
(Too plain, alas! their {lence ſpake their 

ſhame) ; 

Till one, in whom an outward mein appe 
And turn ſuperior to the vulgar herd, 631 
Began: That human learning's furtheſt reach 
Was but to note the doctrine I could teach; 
That miuc to ſpeak, and theirs was to obey ; 
For I in knowledge more than power did ſway : 
Aud the aſtoniſh'd world in me beheld (80 
Mozes eclips'd, and Jeſle's ſon excelÞd, 
Humble a iecond bow*?d, and took the word; 
Frere. ſaw my name by £iture age ador'd; 
O live, ſaid he, thou wiſcit of the wiſe ; 690 
As none has cquall'd, none ſtall cver riſe 
Excelling thee — 

Parent of wicked, bane of bhoncſt deed:, 
Pernicicus Flattery ! thy malignant ſeeds, 
In an ill hour, and by a fatal hand, 695 
Sadly diitus d oer Virtue's gleby land, 

With riſing pride amidit the corn appear, 
And choak the hopes and harveſt of the year, 

Ard now the whole perplex'd ignoble crowd, 
Mute to my que itions, in my praiſes loud, yea 
Echo d the word: whence things aroſe, or how 
They thus exiſt, the apteſt nuthing know: 
What yet is not, but is ordain'd to be, 

All veil of doubt apart, the dulleſt fee ! 

My prophets and my ſophiſts finiſh'd here 505 

The civil eflorts of the verbal war: 
Not ſo my rabbius and logicians yield; 
Retiring, ſtill they combat; from the feld 
Cf open arms us willing they depart, 
And ſculk behind the ſubterfuge of art. 710 
To ſpeak one thing, mix d dialeds they joir. 
Divide the ſimple, and the plain define; 
Fix fancy d laws, and fr rm imagin d rules, 
Terms of their art, and jargon of their ſchools, 
Il-ground.d maxims, by falic gloſs enlarg d. 
And captious ſcience againſt reaion charg d. 716 
Soon their crude notions with cach our 
ſought : | 
The adveri ſect d:ny'd what this had taught; 
And he a length the ampleſt triumph gaiu d, 
Who contradicted what the lait maintain d. 729 
O wretched impotance of human mid! 
We erring ſtill excuſe for error t.nd, 
And darling grope, not knowing we are 
blind. | | 


Vain man ! ſince firſt thy bluſhing ſire eſſay d 
His folly with connected Icaves to ſhade, 725 
How does the crime of thy reſembling race 
With like attempt that priſtine error t1 ac. ! 

Too plain thy nakedneſs of foul eſpy d, } 

Why doſt thou ſtrive the conſcious ſt. ame to 
hide 

By maſks of cloquerce and veils of pride? 230 \ 

With outward ſmiles their flattery I receiv d: 
Own'd my ſick mind by their diſcourſe relicy d, 
But bent, and inward to myſclf, again 
Perplex d, theſe matters IN vol d in vain. 734 
My ſearch ftill tir'd, my labour ſtill renc wd, 


1 


At length 1 ;gnoraxce acd knowl: Cge view d, 


408 


ren 
| Light flew the knowing ſcale, the doubtful heavy 


weightd. | 
Forced by refleftive reaſon, I conſeſs, 
That human ſcience is uncertain gucſs. 5 
Alas ! we graſp at clouds, ard beat the air, 


Vexing that ſpirit we intend to clear. | 


ght beyond the bounds of matter 
climb ? 

Or who ſhall tell me what is ſpace or time? 
In vaiu we lift up our preſumptuous eyes 745 
To what our Maker to their ken denies : 
The ſearcher follows faſt ; the object faſter flies. 
The little which imperfectly we iind, 
Seduces only the bewilder*d mind 
To fruitleſs ſearch of ſomething yet behind. 750 
Various diſcuſſions tear our heated brain; 
Opinions often turn: ſtill doubts remain: 
And who indulges thought, increaſes pain. 

How narrow limits were to wiſdom given ! 
Earth ſhe ſurveys ; ſhe thence meaſure 

Heaven : 755 

Through miſts obſcure now wings ber tedious 
n a day ; 
And from the ſummit of a pathleſs coat 
Sces infinite, and in that fight is loſt. 

Remember, that the curs'd defire to know, 760 
Offspring of Adam ! was thy ſource of woe. 
Why wilt thou then renew the vain purſuit, 
And raſhly catch at the forbidden fruit; 
With empty labour and cluded ſtriſe 
Seeking, by knowledge, to attain to life; 765 
For ever from that fatal tree debarr*d, 
Which flaming ſwords and angry cherubs 
guard? 
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THE SECOND EOOK. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Solomon, again ſeeking happineſs, inquires if 
wealth and greatneſs can produce it: begins 
with the magnit.cence of gardens and build. 
ings, the luxury of muſic and feaſting; and 
proceeds to the hopes and deſires love. 
In two epiſodes are ſbewn the follies and trou- 
bles of that paſſion. Solomon, ſtill diſappointed, 
falls under the te mptations of libertiniſm and 
idolatry ; recovers his thought ; reaſons aright ; 
and concludes that, as to the purſuit of plea- 
ſure and ſenſual delight, All is Vanity and 
Vexation of Spirit. 

RY then, O man, the moments to deceive, 
That from the womb attend thee to the 
ve : ; 

For weary*d nature find ſome apter ſcheme : 

Health be thy hope, and Pleaſurz be thy theme. 

From the perplexing and unequal ways, 5 

Where ſtudy brings thee ; from the eudleſs maze, 

— perſuades to run, fore warnꝭd, re- 


To the gay field and flowery path that lead 


—_— 


To jocund mirth, ſoft joy, and careleſs eaſe: 
Forſake what may inſtruct, for what may pleaſe; 


\ 


PRIOR?'S FORM Ss. 


Fſcuy amuſing art, and proud expence, . 
And make thy reaſon ſubjc to thy ſenſe, 
I commua'd thus: tue power of wealth 1 


| ty, 
And all the varisus luxe of coſtly pride; 


Artiſts and plans relie vid my ſole mn hours; 1 
I founded palaces, and planted howers ; 

Birds, fiſhes, beaſts, of cach exotic kind, 

Ito the limits of my court confin'd ; 

To trees traasferr*d I gave a ſecond bist, 
And bade a foreign ſhade grace JuCair's carth; 20 
Fiſh-ponds were made, where former foretts 


ew, 
And hills were levell'd to extend the view; 
Rivers diverted from their native courſe, 
And bound with chains of arti* ci I force, 
From large caſcades in pleaſuig tumult rolld 25 
Or roſe through figur'd ftone, or breathing gold; 
From furtheſt Africu's tormented womb 
The marble: brought, erects the ſpacious dome, 
Or for ms the pillars long- extended rows, 
On which the planted grove, the penſile garden, 


grows. 3 

7 he workmen here obey the maſter's call, of 
To gild the turret, and to paint the wall, 

To mark the pavement there with various ftone, 
And on the jaſper fleps to rear the throne : 

The ſpreadiug cedar, that an age had flood, 33 
Supreme of trees, and miſtreſs ot the wood, 
Cut down and carv*d, my ſtining roof adorns, 
Aud Lebanon his ruin'd honour mourns. 

A thouſand artiſts ew their cunning power, 
To raiſe the wonders of the ivory tower. 40 
A thouſand maidens ply the purple loom, | 
To weave the bed, aud deck the regal room; 
Till Tyre confeſſes her exhaufied ſtore, 

That on her coaſt the murex* is no more; 

Till from the Pariaa if 2, and Libya's doaſt, 45 

The — grieve their hopes of marble 
+ ROW 

And India's wood: return their juſt complaint, 

Their brood decay'd, and want of Elephant. 

My full deFga with vaſt expence atchicv'd, 

I came, beheld, adinir*d, retlected, griev'd; 50 


5 


I chid the folly of my thoughtleſs haſte, 


For, the work pcri:Qcd, the joy was paſt. 
To my new courts ſad thouglit did ſtill re- 


pair, : 
And round my gilded roofs hung hovering 
care. 
In vain on filken beds I ſought repoſe, 
And reſtleſs oft” from purple couches roſe ; 
Vexatious thought ſtill found my flying miud 
Nor bound by limits, nor to place confn'd; 
Haunted my night:, and terrify*d my days; 
Stalk'd through my gardeas, and purſucd my 


ways, 

Nor ſhut from artful bower, nor loſt in . 
ing maze. 

Yet take thy bent, my ſoul ; another ſenſe 

Indulge ; add muſic to magaificence : 

Eflay if harmony my grief control, 

Or power of ſound prevail upon the ſoul. 


1 


65 


® The i ell-fiſb, of the liguor wheres 
of a purple colour it 2 1 Fr 


* 


PR IOR “S POEM S. 


Often our ſecrs and poets have confeſt 

That muſicꝰs force can tame the furious beaſt ; 
Can make the wolf, or toa ming bear, refirain 
Hi: rage; the hon drop his cretied mane, 
Attentive to the ſhag ; the lynx forget 7 
His wrath to man, aud lick the miutirePs feet. 
Are we, alas ! lf: ſavage yet than theſe ? 

Elſe muſic ſure may ima cares appcaſe, 

I ſpake my purpoſe ; and the checriul choir 
Parted their ſhares of harmony: the lyre 75 
Sotten'd the timbrel's noiſe; the trumpet's 

ſound 
Provobꝰd the Dorian flute (both ſweeter found 
When mixed); tac fe the vioPs notes rean'd, 
And every firength with every grace was 
cond 


11 
IR ens they wak'd me with a fprightly 
Y3 fo 
Of opening Heaven they ſurg and gladſome 
day 


Each evening their repeated f:il expreſ d 
Scenes of repele, and image of reſt: 
Yet {till in vain; for muſic gathcr*d thought: 
But how uncqual the eſſec s it brought 8; 
The ſoft ideas of the cheerful note, 
Lightly receiv'd, were caſ ly forgot ; 
The ſolemn violence of th graver ſound 
Knew to ſtrike deep, and leave a laiting weund. 
And now reflecting, I with grief deſcry 90 
The fickly lutt of the ſanta c eye: f 
How the weak organ is with ſeeing cloy'd, 
Flying ere night what it at noon enjoy'd. 
And now (unhappy ſearch of thougit!) I 
un 
The t'ckle ear ſoon glutted with the found, 95 
Condcmn'd eternal changes to purfue, 
Tir'd with the luſt, aud eagzer of the new. © 
I bad the virgios and the youth advance, 
To temper mul.c with the ſprightly dance. 
In vain ! too low the mimic motions ſeems; 100 
What takes our hcart muſt merit our etteem — 
Nature, I thought, . perfornv'd too ma, a part, 
Forming her movements to the rules of art; 
And, vex'd, I found that the nwiician's hand 
Had ver the dancerꝰs mind too great command. 105 
I drank; I lik'd it not: *®twas ragc, * 
noiſe, | 
An airy ſcene of tranſitory j 
In vain I truſted that the flowing bowl 
Would baaith ſorrow and enlarge the ſoul. 
To the late revei, and protracted feaſt, 
Wild dreams ſucceeded, and diſorder'd ref ; 
And, as at dawn of morn fair Reaſou's light 
ns the funics aad phantoms of the 
night, 
What bad been ſaid, I aſk'd my foul, what 
ne ? 
How flow*d our mirth, and whence the ſource 
begun ? ; h 115 
Perhaps * jeſt that charm'd the ſprightly 


Cro 5 
And made the jovial table laugh ſo loud, 
To ſom falſe notion aud its poor pretence, 
To = — word's perverted ſenſe, 
0. = 


| And 3 mention with the laſt regret. 
Add 


To a wild ſonnet, or a wanton air, 
Offence and torture to the ſober car : 
Perhaps, alas ! the pleaſing fiream was brought 
From this man's error, from a:.other* fault; 
From tovics, which good-niture would forget, 


12 
yet unn umberꝰ'd ills, that lic u {en 1 
In the pernicious draught ; the word ob cue, 
Or harſh, which once clauc'd muſt ever fly + 
Irrevocable ; the too prompt reply, 
Seed of ſevere diſtruſt and I rot debate; 139 
was + ſhould ſhun, and what we ought to 
de. 


Or health ſuppreſsd, by wie's continued force. 
Unnappy man! whom ſorrow thus and rage 
To didersut ills alternately engage; 135 

Who drin's, alas! but to forget; nor ſees 
That melancholy oth, ſevere diſeaſe, 
Memory coufusd, and interrupted thought, 
Deatl/s barbingers, lie latent in the draught 3 
And, in the towers that wreath the ſparkling 
buwl, . 140 
Fell adders hiſs, and poiſonous ſerpont roll, 
Remains there aught untry'd that may ro- 
move 
Sickneſs of mind, and heal the boſom ?—Love. 
Love yet remaius : indulge his genial fire, 
Cheriſh fair hope, ſolicit young defire, 
And boldly bid thy anxious ſoul explore 
This lait great remedyꝰs myſſerious power. 
Why therefore hefitates my doubtful breaſt? 
Why ccaſes it one moment to be bleſt? 
Fly ſwitt, my friends; my ſervants, fly; em- 
ploy 159 
Your 1aftant pains to bring your maſter jcy. 
Let all my wives and concubines be dreſs'd ; 
Let them to-night attend the royal teat ; 
All !razPs b-auty, all the foreiga fair; 
The giits of princes, or the ſpoils of war: 
Pefore their monarch they tall fingly paſs, 
And the moft worthy ſtall obtain the grace. 
I faid ; the feaſt was ſerv'd, the bowl was 
crown'd :; 
To the J ing's pleaſure went the mirthful round. 
The women came: as cuſtom wills, they paſt : 
On one (O that diſtinguiſh'd one!) I cat 161 
The ſavourite glance! O! yet my mind retains 
That fond beginning of my infant pains. 
Mature the virgin was, of Egypt's race; 
Grace ſhap'd her limbs, and brauty decF'd her 
face | 


3 165 
Eaſy her motion ſeem?d, ſerene her air; 
Full, Gs unzon'd, her boſom roſe; her 


Unty*d, and ignorant of artful aid, 
Adown her ſhoulders looſely lay diiplay'd, - 
And in the jetty curls ten thouſand Cupids 


145 


155 


pley'd. 170 
Fix*d on her charms, and pleas'd that I could 
love, 


Aid me, my friends, contribute to improve 
Your monarch*s bli.s, I ſaid; freſh roſes bring 
To ſtrew my bed, till the impoverit'd Spring 
G88 


1 


409 


120 


Add too the blood impoveriſt'd, and the courſe 


1 
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Confeſs her want; around my amorous head 175 
Be dropping myrrh and liquid amber ſhed, 

Till Arab has no more. From the ſoft lyre, 
8weet flute, and ten ſtring'd inftrument, re- 


Bounds of delight and thou, fair nymph! draw 
ni 
Thou, ha whoſe graceful form and potent eye, 180 
Thy maſterꝰs joy long ſought at length is found ; 
And, as thy brow, let my deſires be crown'd: | 
O favourite virgin ! that haſt warm'd the breaſt, 
Whoſe ſovercign diQates ſubjugate the Eaſt ! 

I faid; and ſudden from the golden throne, 1853 
on a ſubmiſhve I _ down, | 

ing garland my hair IT took, 

2 , obedience in my look ; 
Prepar*d to place it on her comely head: 
O favourite virgin! (yet again 1 ſaid) 190 
Receive thy honours deitin'd to thy brow ; 
And O, above thy fellows, happy thou! 
Their duty muſt thy ſovereign word obey ; 
Riſe up, my love, my fair-one, come away. 
Tore up my ſenſes, and transfix'd my heart, 
When the with modeſt ſcorn the wreath re- 


And ſullen I forſook th* imperfe feaſt, 
Ordering the Eunuchs, to whoſe proper care 
Our Eaſtern gives th? impriſon*d fair, 
To lead her forth to a diſtinguiſh'd bower, 
And bid her dreſs the bed, and wait the hour. 20 5 
Reftleſs I follow*d this obdurate maid 
(Swift are the ſteps that Love and Anger tread); 
A d her perſon, courted her embrace, 
Renew*d my flame, repeated my diſgrace ; 
By turns put on the ſuppliant and the lord; 2 10 
atenꝰd this moment, and the next implor'd ; 
Offer'd again tlie u:: acoepted wreath, 
And choice of happy love, or inſtant death. | 
Averſe to all her amorous king defir*d, 
Far as ſhe might ſhe decently retir'd, 215 
And, darting ſcorn and ſorrow from her eyes, 
What means, ſaid ſhe, King Solomon the Wiſe ? 
This wretched body trembles at your power: 
Thus far cauld fortune, but ſhe can no more. 
Free to herſelf my potent mind remains, 220 
Nor fears the vifior's rage, nor feels his chains. 
*Tis faid, that thou canit plauſ.bly diſpute, 
Supreme of ſeers ! of angel, man, and brute; 
Cauſt plcad, with ſubtie wit and fair diſcourſe, 
Of paſſion*s folly and of reaſon's force; 225 
That, to the tribes attentive, thou canſt ſhow 
Whence their misfortunes or their bleſſings 
flow; 
That thou in ſcience as in power art great, 
Aud truth and honour on thy edidts wait. 
Where is that knowledge now, that regal 
thought, 230 
Wita juſt advice and timely counſel fraught ? 


Where now, O Judge of Ifracl! does it rove ?— 
M hat in enc moment doſt thou offer? Love— | 


POEM 8. 


Love! why *tis or ſorrow, peace or ſtriſe; 

Tis all the 2 remaining liſe: wo. © 

And human miſery muſt begin or cnd, 

As 4 —— a tyrant or a friend. 

Would David's ſon, religious, juſt, and grave, 

To the firſt bride-bed of the 2— receive 

A foreigner, a Heathen, and a ſlave? 240 

Or, grant thy paſſion has theſe names deftroy'd, 

c ic 
void, 

Yet in his empire oer thy abject breaſt 

His flames and torments only are expreft ; 

e ai ſmiles alone relent, 245 

And all his joys ſolicit my conſent. 

Soft love, ſpontaneous trec, its parted root 
Muſt from two hearts with equal vigour ſhoot ; 
Whilſt each, delighted and delighting, gives 
The pleaſing ecſtaſy which each receives: 250 
Cheriſh'd with hope, and fed with joy, it 


ts cheerful buds their opening bloom dif. 
And round the happy ſoil diffuſive odour 
flows. - 
If angry Fate that mutual care denies, 
The fading plant bewails its due ſupplies; 255 
Wild with deſpair, or fick with grief, it dies, 
By force beaſts act, and are by force re- 


ſtrain'd : 
by gentle means is gain'd, 


The human mind 
Thy uſeleſs ſtrength, miſtaken king, employ : 
Sated with rage, and ignorant of joy, 260 
Thou ſhalt not gain what I deny to yicld, 

_ _— harveſt, though thou ſpoiP& the 


Know, Solomon, thy poor extent of ſway ; 

Contract thy brow, and Ifracl ſhall obey : 

But wilful Love thou muſt with ſmiles ap- 
peaſe, 265 

Approach his awful throne by juſt de- 


grees 
And, if thou would'ſt be happy, tara | 
pl-aſe. 


Not thut thoſe arts can here ſucceſsful prove, 
For I am deſtin'd to another's love. 

Beyond the crucl bounds of thy command, 270 

To my dear equal in my native land, 

My plighted vow I gave; I his receiv'd ; 

_ ſwore with truth, with plcaſure each be- 

ic vd 

The mutual contract was to heaven convey'*d 3 

In equal ſcales the buſy angels weightd 275 

Its ſolemn force, and clapp*d their wings, and 
ſpr=ad 

The lalting roll, recording what we ſaid. 

Now in my heart behold the poniard ftain'd ; 
Take the ſad life which I have long dſdain'd ; 
End, in a dying virgin's wretched fate, 290 
Thy ill-ftarr'd paſſion and my ſtedſaſt hate : 

For, long as blood informs theſe circlirg veins, 
Or flectiag breath its lateſt power retains, 
Hear me to Egypt's vengeſul Gods de clue, 
Hate is my part, be thine, © King, deſ- 
pair. 235 
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Fand it in Judah's chronicles confeſt, 
That David*s ſon, by impious paſſion mov'd, 
Smote a ſhe-ſlave, and murder'd what he lov'd ! 

Aſham'd, confus*d, I ſtarted from the bed, 290 

And to my ſoul, yet uncollected, ſaid, 

Into thyſclf, fond Solomon, return ; 

Reflect again, and thou again ſhalt mourn. 

When 1 through number*d years have pleaſure 
ſought, 

And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught ; 

To mock my ſenſe, and mortify my pride, 296 

is in another's power, and is deny*d. 

Am I a king, great Heaven! does lite or death - 

Hang on the wrath or mercy of my breath; 

While knerling I my ſervant's ſmiles implore, 3oo 

And one mad damſel dares diſpute my power? 

| To raviſh her ! that thought was ſoon de- 
pre ſs'd, | 

Which muſt de haſe the monarch to the beaſt. 

To ſend ber back! O whither, and to whom? 

To lands where Solomon muſt never come? 305 

To that inſulting rival's happy arms, 

For whom, diſdaining me, ſhe keeps ker 
charms ? 

Fantaſtic tyrant of the amorous heart, | 
How hard thy yoke ! how cruel is thy dart! | 
Thoſe *ſcape thy anger, who refuſe thy ſway, $10 
And thoſe are puniſh'd moſt who moſt obey. 

See Judah's king revere thy greater power : 

What canſt thou covet, or how triumph more ? 

Why then, O Love, with an obdurate car, 

Docs this proud nymph rejet a monarch's 
er 


prayer : 315 
Why to ſome fimple ſhepherd does ſhe run | 
From the fond arms of David's favourite fon ? 
Why flies the from the glories of a court, 


Where wealth and pleaſure may thy reign ſup- 


port 
To ſome poor cottage on the mountain's brow, 320 
Now bleak with winds, and cover'd now with 


ſnow, 


Toes ung wut muſt curb her warm de- 


res, 
And houſebold cares ſuppreſs thy genial fires? . 
Too aptly the afflicted Heathens prove | 
Thy force, while they erect the ſhrines of Love. 
His myſtic form the artizans of Greece 326 
I wounded ſtone, or molten gold, expreſs; 
And Cyprus to his godhead pays her vow, 
Faſt in his hand the idol holds his bow ; 
A quiver by his fide ſuſtains his tore 330 
Of pointed darts; fad emblems of his power: 
A pair of wings lie has, which he extends 
Now to be gone; which now again he bends, 
Prone — as beſt may ſerve his wanton 
ends. 
Entirvly thus I fnd the fiend pourtray'd, 
Since firſt, alas! I ſaw the beautcous maid ; 
I ſelt him ftrike, and now I ſee him fly: 
Curs'd dzmon! O! for ever broken lie 
Thoſe fatal ſhafts, by which I inward bleed ! 


Ol can my wiſhes yet o%erjake thy ſpecd! 340 


8 


335 | 


—_— 


pain ? 

| What can thy imagery of ſorrow mean; 

| Seduded from the world and all its care, 
Haſt thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear? 


POEM $8 411 
Tir*d may'ſt thou pant, and hang thy flagging 
* ing, 


g 
yr NT and ſave the love ſick 
ing , 

My ſoul thus ſtruggling in the fatal net, 
Unable to enjoy, or to forget; 
I reaſon'd much, alas! but more I lord: 
Sent and reeall d, ordain'd and diſapprov d: 
Till, hopeleſs, plung d in an abyſs of grieſ, 


I from neceſſity receiv'd relief : 


345 


Time gently aided to aſſuage my pain, 350 
And Wiſdom took once more the Alacken'd 
rein, 
But O, how ſhort my interval of woe! 


Our grieſs how ſwift l our remedies how flow ! 
Another nymph (for ſo did Heaven ordain, 

To change the manner, but renew the pain) 3383 
Another nymph, among the many fair, 
That made my ſofter hours their ſolemn care, 
Before the reſt affected ſtill to ſtand, 

And watch'd my eye, enting my command. 
Abra, ſhe fo was N dif ſooneſt haſte 26. 
To grace my preſence 3 Abra went the laſt : 

Abra was ready ere I call'd her name ; 

And, tbough I call'd another, Abra came, 

Her equals firſt obſerv d ber growing zcal, 
And laughing gloſs d, that Abra ſerv'd ſo well. 
To me her actions did unheeded die, 366 
Or were remark'd but with a common eye ; 


| Till, more appriz d of what the rumour ſaid, 


More I obſerv d peculiar in the maid. 

The ſun declin'd had ſhot his weſtern ray, 370 

When, tir'd with buſineſs of the ſolemn day, 

T purpos'd to unbend the evening hours, 

And banquet private in the women's bowers. 

I call d before I fat to waſh my hands 

(For ſo the precept of the law commands): 375 
Love had ordain'd, that it was Abra's turn 

To mix the ſweets, and minifter the urn. 

With awful homage, and ſubmiſſive dread, 
The maid approach'd, on my declining bead 
Topour the oils : ſhe trembled as ſhe pour d: 
With an unguarded Jook ſhe now devour'd 381 
My nearer face; and now recall'd her eye, 

And heav'd, and ſtrove to hide, a ſudden ſigh. 

And whence, ſaid I, canſt thop have dread or 


385 


For ſure I added, ſure thy little heart 

Ne'er felt Love's anger, nor receiv'd his dart. 
Abaſh'd ſhe bluſh'd, and with diſorder ſpoke ; 

Her riſing ſt ame adorn'd the words it Lroke, 391 
If the great maſtor will deſcend to hear 

The bumble ſerics of his handmaid's care; 

O while the tells it, let him rot put on 

The look that awes the nations from the throne! 

O! let not death ſevere in glory lie 596 

In the king's frown and terror of his eye! 
Mine to obey, thy part is to ordain : 

And, though to meution be to ſuffer pain, 
688 2 5 


412 


If the king ſmile whilſt I my woe recite, 400 
If weeping I find favour in his ſiglit, c 
Flow faſt, my tears, full rilng his delight. 

O! witneſs earth beneath, and heaven above 
For can I hide it? I am ſick of love; 
If madneſs may the name of paſhon bear, 40 5 
Or love be call'd what is indeed defpair. 

=_ Sovereign Power ! whoſe ſceret will con- 

8 
The inward bent and motion of our ſouls! 
Why haft thou plac'd ſuch infinite de 
Petween the canſe and cure of my dijcaſe ? 410 
The mighty ob; dt of that raging Fre, 

In which unpity'd Abra muſt expire, 
Had he been born ſome {imple ſhepherds beir, 
The lowing herd or fleecy ſheep his care, 
At morn with him I o'er the hills had run, 
Scornful of wintcr's froſt and fummer's ſun, 
Still aking where he made his flock to reit at 


nom. 
For hin at night, the dear expected gueſt, 
I had with haſty joy prepar'd the feaſt ; 
And from the cottage, o er the diſtant plain, 425 
Sent forth my longing eye to meet the ſwain. 
Wavering, impatient, toſs'd by hope and 
fcar 


, 

Till he and joy together ſhould appear, 

And the lov'd dog declare his matter near. 

On my declining neck and open breaſt 

I ſhould have lull d the lovely youth to reſt, 

And from beneath his head, at dawning day, 

With ſofteſt care have ſtoln my arm away, 

To riſe and from the fold releaſe the ſheep, 
Fond of his flock, indulgent to his ſlee p. 430 

Or if kind Heaven, propitious to my flame 
(For ſure from Heaven the faithful ardor came), 
Had bleſt my lite, and dec d my natal hour 
With height of title, and extent of power; 
Without a crime my paſſion had afp'r'd, 435 
Found the lov'd prince, and told what I de- 

ſir'd. 

Then I had come; preventing Sheha's queen, 
Vo ſee the comelieſt of the ſons of men, 
To hear the none + "pap amnrous ſong, 
And gather Loney falling from his tongue, 
To take the fragrant ki es of his month, 
Sweeter than breezes of her native ſouth, = 
Lixening his grace, his perſon, and his micn, 
To all that greay or beautzous I had ſeen, 

Serene and bright his eyes, as fler beams 445 
Rellecting temper'd light from cryfial ſtreains; 
Ruddy as gold his cheek; his boſom fair 

As ſilver; the curl'd ringlete of his hair 
Blacl- as the raven's wing; his lip more red 
Than eaſtern coral, or the ſcarlet thread ; 
Even his teeth, and white Jive a young fock 
Coeval, newly ſhorn, from the clear brook 
Recent, and branching on the ſunny rack, 
Ivory, with ſapphires interſpers'd, explains 


| 


425 


440 


450 


5 


How white his hands, how blue the manly 
veins, 

Columns of poliſh'd marble, frmly ſet 

On galden baſes, are his leg: and feet; 

Ns fiature all majeſtic, all divine, 

Straight as the palm-tree, ſtrong as is the pine. | 


455 


| 


| 
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Sa ron and myrrh are on his garments 


And everlaiting ſw--ts bloom round ** * 
What utter II where am II wretched 19 
Die, Ahra, die : too plainly hat thou ſaid 
Thy ſouls defire to meet hi: high embrace, 
And bleſſing ftawp'd upon thy future race; 460 
To hid attentive nations bleſs: thy womb, 
With unboru monarchs charg'd, and $clomons 
to come, 
_— her ſpeech her flowing eyes pre. 
rail, 
O fooliſn maid ! and O unhappy tale! 
My ſuffering heart for ever ſhall defy 4% 
New wound: and danger from a future eye, 
oo, yet =. Yor prondds ſeaſes deep retain 
wretched memory of wy tormer 
The dire atiront, and my Egyptian chain. 
As time, I ſaid, may happily efface 475 
That cruel image oi the king's diſgrace, 
Imperial reaion ſhall reſume her ſeat, 
And Solomon, once tall'n, again be great. 
Betray'd by paſſion, as ſubdued in War, 
We wiſely ſhould cxert a double care, 480 
Nur ever ought a ſecond time to err. 
This Abra ther : 
I ſaw her, *twa: humanity ; it gave 
Some reſpite to the ſorrows of my ſlave, 
Her fond exceſs proclaim*d her paſſĩon true, 4% 
And gerierous pity to that truth was duc. 
Well J intreated her, who well dſcrv'd ; 


7 I calld her otten, for ſhe always ſerv'd. 


Uſe made her perſon cafy to my ſight, | 
And eafe inſenfibly produc d delight. 490 
Whene er I revelFd in the women's bowers 

(For fr I ſought her but at looſer hours), 
The apples ſhe had gather d ſmelt moſt ſweet, 
The cake ſhe 'n-aded was the ſavory meat; 
But fruits their odour loit, and meats their 
taſte, | 
If gentle Abra had not deck'd the feaſt. 
Diſhonour'd did the ſparkling goblet {tand, 
Unleſs receiv*d from geutle Abra's hand 
And, _ the virgins form'd the evening 
choir, 
Raing their voices to the maſter lyre, 
Too . I thought this voice, and that 
ny 3 
One ſhew*d too much, and one too little &ill; 
Nor covld my ſoul approve the muſic's tone, 
Till all was huſted, aud Abra fung alone. 
Fairer ſhe ſcenꝰd diſtieguiſid from the reſt, gc 
Ard better mien diſclosd, as better dreſt. 
A bright tiara, round her forehead ty*d, 
To jufter bounds confin'd its riſmg pride; 
The bluſhing ruby on her ſnowy breaſt 
Render'd its panting whiteneſs more conſeſs'd ; 
Bracelets of pearl gave roundneſs to her arm, 
Aud every gem augmented every charm. 
Her ſenſes plea d, her beauty fill improv'd, 
And ſhe more lovely grew, as more belov'd, 
And now I could behold, avow, and blame, 51 
The ſeveral follies of my former flame; | 
Willing my heart for recompenſe to prove 
The certain joys that lie in proſperous love. 
For what, ſaid J, from Abra can I fear, 


þ 


500 
too 


Too humble to inſult, tos ſoft to be ſevere? 520 
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The damſebs ſole ambition is to ple | 2 
With freedom I may like, and quit with eaſc : 
She iGoth3, but never can enthral my mind: 


Why may not peace and love ſor onc2 be join?d ? If by our pity ard our pride betray*6? 
Great Heavea ! hovr frail thy creature man 3s , External remedy ſhall we 8 


maclæ ! 
How by himſelf inſenſ{.bly betray*d ! 
In our own ftrength unhappily ſecuro, 
Too little carrtious of the adverſe power, 
And by the biaſt of ſeli-apinion mov'd 
We with to charm, aud ſeek to he belov'd. 539 
On pleaſureꝰs fowing brin!: we idly ſtray, 
Matters as yet of our returning way; 
Secing no danger, We diſaruy our mind, 
And give our condud tothe waves aud wind: 
Then in the fowery mend, or verda':t ſhade, £35 
T- wanton dalliance r-gliponily laid, 
We weave the chaplct, 1:4 we crown the bowl, 
And ſmiling ie the ncarer waters roll, 
Till the ſtrorg guits of raging paſſion riſe, 
Till the dire te inpeſt mingles earth and ſkies; 540 
And, ſwift into tne bo. Meſs ocran Lorne, 
Hur fooli +. confidence to late we mourn 3 
Round our devoted head: he billows beat, 
And ſrom our troubled view the le ſſe nd lands re- 


treat. | 
O mighty Love! from thy unbounded 


wer 
How thall the human boſom ret ſecure? 
How ſhall our thought avoid the various ſnare ? 
Or Wiſdom to our caution%) ſul declare 
The ditterent ſhapes thou gen to employ, 
When bent to hurt, aud c-:taiu to deſtroy ? 
The haughty y mph, in open beauty dreſt, 
To- day encourter3 our unguurded brea? : 
She looks with majeſty, ad moves with ſtate; 
Unbent her ſoul, aid in misfortune great, 
She ſcorns the world, aud dares the rage of 
Fate, 555). 
Here whilſt we take ſtern manhood for our 
gvide, 
And guard our condudt with becoming pride; 
Charm d with the courage in her action ſhewn, 
We praife her ming, the image of our own. 
She that can pl-aſe i- c-rtain to perſuade, 560 
To-day b:lov'd, to-morrow is obey'd, 
We think we ſee thrangh reaſon's optics right, 
Nor fd bow heauty*s rays elude our gat : 
Struck with her eye, whilt we applaud her 
mind, - | 
And Yoon we ſpcak her great, we wiſh her 
| ine. MT 8 £ 
5 crucl power! thou arm'ſt the 
air 
With gow ing ſorrow, and diſhevell'd hair; 
Sad her complaint, and humble is her tale, 
Her £795 explaining where her accents fail, 
Here g2nerous ſoftneſs warms, the hen? ® breaſt ; 
We raiſe the fad, and ſuccour the dĩiſtreſs'd. 571 
And, whilſt our with prepares the kind relici, 
Whilit pity mitigates ber riſnig grief, 
We ſieken ſoon from her contagious care, 
Grieve for ber ſcrrows, groan for her d-ſpair ; 
Aud againſt: love too late thoſe boſoms arm, 576 


Which tears can ſoſten, and which ſighs can 
warm. 


— TIE 


| 


| 


— 


' In Deborah's arms and habit Abra 22 
545 | brow 


413 


Againſt this neareſt, eruelleſt of focs, 
What ſhall wit meditate, or force oppoſe ? 
Whenc-, feeble nature, ſhall we ſummon aid, 
587 
to find, 
When 8 cloſe fiend has gain'd our treacherous 

mind; 1 

Inſulting there does reaſon' power deride, 
End, blind himſelf, condufts the dazzled guide ? 
My conquzror now, my lovely Abra, held 
My freedom in her chains; my heart was fillꝰd 
With her, with her alone ; in her alone 
It ſougl its p-:ace and joy: while ſhe py 
It fgW'd and griev'd, impatient of 


nay 3 590 
Return'd, ſhe chas'd thoſe ſigha, that grief, 
away: 
Her abſonce made the night, ber preſence 
brought the day, 
The ball, 


the play, the maſk, by turns ſuc- 
ceed : 


For her 1 make the ſong, the dance with her I 
ca 
I court her various in each ſhape and drefs, $595 
That luxury may form, or thought 
To-day, beneath the palm-tzce on the plains, 


The wreath denoting conque ſt guides 
And low, like Barak, at her feet I bow. 
The mimic chorus ſings ber proſperous 
As ſhe had fain the foe, and ſav*d the land, 
To-morrow ſhe approves a ſofter air, 
Forſakes the pomp and pageantry of war, 
The form of peaceful Abigail aſſumes, 6og 
And from the village with the preſent comes: 
The youthful band depoſe their glittering arms, 
Receive her bounties, and recite her charms ; 
WHiltT aſſume my father's ſtep and mien, 
To meet with duc regard my future queen. 610 
If haply Abra's will be now inclin'd 
To range the woods, or chaſe tae flying hind, 
Soon as the fun awakes, the fprighty court 
Leave their repoſe, and haſten to the ſport. 
In leſſen'd royalty, and humble ſtate, 
Thy king, Jeruſalem, deſcends to wait, | 
Till Abra comes: the comes; a mil:--white ſteed, 
Vuxture of Perſa's and Arabia's breed, 
Suſ.ains the nimph: her garments flying looſe | 
(As the Sidonian maids or Thracian uſe), 620 
And haif her knee and half her breaſt appear, 
By art, like negligence, diſclos'd and bare. _. 
Her }2:t=haud guides tue hunting courſcr's flight, 
625 


- 
, 
609 


615 


A ſ1ver bow the carries in her right, 
And from the coiden quiver at her fide 
Ruiiles the bon arrow*s ſeather'd pride, 
Sapphires and diainonds on her front diſplay 
An artificial moon's increaſmg ray. | 
Diana, huntreſs, miireſs of the g-oves, 
The tavourite Abra ſpeaks, and looks, 
moves. | 5 
Her, as the preſent goddeſs, I obey : 
Beneath her feet the captive game I lay, 
The mingled chorus fings Diana's fame : 
Clarions and horns in louder peals proclaim 
Her myftic praiſe ; the vocal triumphs bound 
Againſt the hills; the hills reflect the ſound, 636 


639 


Wit 
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If, tir d this with the hunteg woods, 
To the large fiſh-poole, or the glaſſy floods, 
Her mind to-morrow points; a thouſand hands, 
To- night employ d, obey the king's commands. 


Upon the 7 Agr artſul pile 641 
Of planks is joi forms a moving iſle : 
A golden chariot an the midi is ſet, 


And filver cygnets ſeem to feel its weight. 3 


Abra, bright queen, aſcends her gaudy throne, 
In ſemblance of the Grecian Venus known: 646 
Tritons and ſea- 2 Naiads round her move, 
And fing in moving ftrains the force of love ; 
Whilſt, as th*' approaching pageant does appear, 
And eehoing crowds ſpeak mighty Venus near, 
I, her adorer, too devoutly ſtand 651 
Faſt on the utmoſt margin of the land, | 
With arms and hopes extended, to receive 


© The fancy d Goddeſs rifing from the wave. 


O ſubject Reaſon! O imperious Love! 6x5 
id res er ends any ills ene? 0 
Is it enough, that Abra ſhould be 


5 
7 
: 
E 
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8 
F 
Z 
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m combin'd muſt ſee 

My open fault, and regal infamy. 

Solemn a month is deſtin d for the feaſt ; 

Abra invites; the nation is the gueſt. 

To have the honour of each day ſuſtain'd, 665 


To ſing my happi and Abra's praiſe ; 
And — bards —_—_— loves rehearſe 
In lying ftrains and ignominious verſe : 
Wnile, from the leading forth the bride, 
Whom prudent Love from public eyes ſhould 
I ©, 675 
IT ſhew her to the world, confeſ:'d and known 


Queen of my heart, and partney of my throne. 
And now her friends and Hattcrers fill the 

court; 

From Dan and from Beerſheba they reſort : 

They barter places, and diſpoſe of grants, 620 

Whole provinces unequal to their wants ; 

They teach her to rocede, or to debate, 

toys of le to mix a airs of fate 3 

By prattis d rules her empire to ſecure, 

And in my plcafure make my ruin ſure. 685 

They gave, and 1c transferr'd the curs'd advice, 

That monarchs ſhould their inward ſoul diſguiſe, 

Diſſemble aud command, be ſalſe and wiſe ; ; 

By ignominious arts, for ſervile ends, 

Should compliment their foes, and ſhun their 
friends. 

And now I leave the true and juſt ſupports 

Of legal princes, ard of honeſt courts, | 

BarziNai's and the fierce Bena'ah's heirs, 

Whoſe fires, great partners in my father's cares, 

Saluted their young king, at Hebron crown'd, 

Great by their toil, and glorious by their 
wound. 696 
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And now (unhappy counſel!) I prefer 
Thoſe whom my follies only made me fear, 
Old Korah's blood, and taunting Shimei's race; 
Miſcreants who o d their lives to David's grace, 
Though they had ſpurn d his rule, and curs'd 
him to his face. | 
Still Abra's power, my ſcaudal ſtill inereas d; 
uſtice ſubmitted to what Abra pleas d: 
will alone could ſettle or revoke, 
And law was fix d by what ſhe lateſt ſpoke, yog 
Iſrael neglected, Abra was my care: 

I only thought, and liv'd, for her. 

I durſt not reaſon with my wounded heart; 
Abra poſſeſsꝰd ; ſhe was its better 
—1 _ I now review'd the — cauſe, 5 

| ve my righteous youth ſo juit applauſe, 

In 5 the diſſ-mbled muſtard | tongue , 
Had cunning art and ſly perſuaſion hung, 

And real care in vain, and native love, 
In the true pareat's panting breaſt bad ſtrove; 915 
While both deceiv'd had ſeen the deſtin d child 
—__ or ſav d, as Abra frown'd or ſmil'd, 
' nknowing to command, proud to » 
A lifeleſs king, a royal ſhade, I lay. OO | 
Unheard, the injur'd orphans now complain; 520 
8 * 17 — — throne — vain. 
Cauſes unjudg d diſgrace the loaded fil e, 
And og the king's negle@ revile. 
No more the elders throng'd around my throne, 
To hear _—— and reform their own. 925 
No more the young nobility were taught 
How Moſes govern'd, and how David fought. 
Looſe and undiſciplin'd the ſoldier lay, 

Or loſt in drink and game the ſolid day. 
Porches and ſchools, def5gn'd for public good, 730 


70 | Uncover'd, and with ſcaffolds cumber'd ſtood, 


Or nodded, threatening ruin,— 
Half pillars wanted their expected hei 
And roofs jmperfe& prejudjc'd the fight. 
The artiſts grieve ; the labouring people droop: 
My father's legacy, my country's hope, 736 
God's temple, lies unfinih'd.— 

28 and great deplor d their monarch's 


* 
And future miſchic's of a finking ſtate. 
Is this, the ſerious ſaid, is this the man, 740 
Whoſe active ſoul through every ſcience ran? 
Who, by jaſt rule and elevated {:iÞ, 
Preſcrib'd the dubious bounds of good and ill? 
Whoſe golden fayings, and immortal wit, 745 


on large phylacteries expreſſive writ, 


Were to the forehead of the rabbins ty'd, 
Our routh's inſtruction, and our age's pride? 
Could not the wiſe his wild deſres reſtrain? 
Then was our hearing, and his preaching vain! 
What ſrom his life and letters were we taught, 759 
But that his knowledge aggravates his fault ? 
In lighter mood the humorous and the gay 
(As crown'd with roſes at their feaſts they lay) 
Sent the full goblet, charg'd with Abra's name, 
And charms ſuperior to their maſter's fame. 755 
ns ſome praiſe the king, who let them 
de 


How aptly luxe and empire might agree : 
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Frec, as we will, or to enj 
Pleaſures on levity's ſmooth ſurface flow : 770 
Thought brings the weight that finks the ſoul to 


woe. 
Now be this maxim to the king convey*d, 
And added to the thouſand he has made. 


Sadly, O Reaſon, is thy power expreſs'd, 
Thou gloomy tyrant of the frighted breatt ! 775 
And harſh the rules which we from thee re- 

ceive, 
If for our wiſdom we our pleaſure give ; 0 
And more to think he only more to grieve 
If Judabꝰs king, at thy tribunal try'd, 
Forſakes his joy, to vindicate his pride, 780 
And, changing ſorrows, I am only found 
Loog'd from the chains of Love, in thine more 
ſtrictly bound! 

But do I call thee tyrant, or — — 

How hard thy laws, how abſolute thy reign ? 
While thou, alas! art but an empty name, 785 
To no two men, who cer diſcours'd, the ſame; 
The idle product of a troubled thought, 

In borrow'd ſhapes and airy colours wrought ; 

A faacy*d line, and a reflected ſhade 

A chain which man to fetter man has made ; 

By artitice impos'd, by fear. obey*d ! 791 

Yet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing, 
Wheuce- ever I thy cruel eſſence bring, 

I ow:1 thy influence, for I fee] thy ſting, 
Reluttant I perceive thee in my ſoul, 795 
Form'd to command, and deſtin'd to contyol. 
Yes ; thy inſulting dictates ſhall be heard; 
Virtue ſor once ſhall be her own reward: 

Ves; rebel Iſracl! this unhappy maid 
Shall be diſmiſsd ; the crowd thall be obey'd : 
The king his paſſion and his rule ſhall leave, 801 
No longer Abra's, but :e people's ſlavc. 

My coward ſoul ſhall bear its wayward fate; [ 
\ 


I will, alas! be wretched to be great, 

And ſigh in royalty, and grieve in ſtate, $og 
I faid ; refolv*d to plunge into my grief 

At once fo far, as to expect relief 

From my deſpair alone 

I choſe to write the thing I durſt not ſpeak 

To her I loved, to her I muſt forſake. 

The harſh epittle labour*d much to prove 

How incontiſtent majeſty and love. 

I always ſhould, it ſaid, efteem her well, 

Bur never ſec her more : it bid her fecl 

No ſuture pain for me; but inſtant wed 

A lover more proportion'd to her bed, 

Aud quet dedicate her remnant life 

To the juſt dutics of an husble wife. 


$10 
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| 
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She read, and forth to me ſhe wildly raa, 


To me, the caſe of all her former pain, $29 


* She 1 intreated, ſtruggled, tu eaten'd, 


cry 
And with alternate paſſion liv'd and dy'd : 
Till, now, deny'd the liberty to mourn, 
And by rude fury from my preſence torn, 
This only object of my real care, | 
Cut off from hope, abandon*d to deſpair, 
In ſome few poſtiag fatal hours is hurl'd 
From wealth, from power, from love, and from 
the world. 
5 5 me, if thou dar'ſt, my conſcious 
ou 
What different ſorrows did within thee roll? 830 
What pangs, what fires, what racks, didſt thou 
ſuſtain? - 

What ſad viciſſitudes of ſmarting pain? 
How oft” from pomp and ftate did I remove, 
To feed deſpair, and cheriſh hopeleſs love? 
How oft”, all day, recalYd I Abra's charms, 835 
Her beauties preſs'd, and panting i» my arms? 
How oft, with 6ghs, view'd ev'ry female facc, 
Where mimic fancy might her liker 21s trace? 
How oft” defir*d to fly from Iſrael's throne, 
And live in ſhades with her and Love alone? 840 
How oft” all night purſued her in my Creams, 
Oer flowery vallies, and through cryſtal ftr:ams, 
And, waking, view'd with grief the ring 


828 


ſun 
And f dy mourn'd the dear deluſion gone ? 
When the gather'd ſtorms of wretched 
love, 845 


And ſcatter*d ruin as the torrent paſt. 850 

So from the hills, whoſe hollow caves contain 

The congregated ſnow and ſwelling rain, | 

Till the full ſtores their ancient bounds diſ- 5 
dain, 

Precipitate the ſurious torrent flows: 

In vain would ſpeed avoid, or ſtrength op- 
poſe ; 855 

Towns, foreſts, herds, and men, promiſcuous 
drown'd, 

With one great death deform the dreary 
ground; 

The echoed woes from diſtant rocks re- 
ſound, 

And now, what impious ways my Wiſhes took, 

How they the monarch and the man for- 
ſook ; 860 

And how I follow?*d an abandon'd will, 

Through crooked paths, and fad retreats of 
ill . 


How Judah's daughters now, now fſorcign 
ſlaves, 

By turns my proftituted bed receives 

Through tribes of women how I looſely rang*d 

Impati-nt 3 lik*d to-night, to-morrow chang'd; 

And, by the inſtin& of capricious luſt, 

Enjoy*d, diiqain'd, was grateful, or unjuſt ; 
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O, be theſe ſcenes from human eyes conceal'd, 
In clouds of decent ſilence juſtly veild! 870 
O, be the wanton images convey'd 
To black oblivioa and eternal ſhade ! 
Or let their ſad epitome alone, 
And outward lines, to future age be known, 
Enough to propagate the ſure belief, 875 
That —— 1 ſhame, aud folly broods oer 
gr 

Bury'd in Noth, and loſt in eaſe, 1lay ; 
The night I revelPd, and I fept the day. 
New heaps of fuel damp'd my kindling fes, 
And daily change extinguift.*'d young deſires. 8 80 
By its own force dettroy'd, fruition ceas'd ; 
And, always weary*d, I was never pleas'd. 
No longer now does my neglected mind 

Its wonted ftores and old id-as find, 
Fix'd judgment there no longer does abide, 885 
To take the true, or ſet the falſe aide. 
No longer does ſwift memory trace the cells, 
Where E. ins wit, or young invention, 

dwe 

Frequent de bauch to habitude 3 
— toil, and love of virtue, fails. 
By es impair'd, my vigour dies, 
Tall I command nd lon ev'n rig 

The women on my dotage build tacir way ; 
They aſk, I grant; they threaten, I obey. 
In regal garments now I gravely ftride, 895 
Aw*d by the Perſan damicÞPs haughty pride: 
Now with the looſer Syrian dance and ting, 

In robes tuck*d up, opprobrious to the king, 

Charm'd by their eyes, the 


890 


ir manners I ac- 


ulrc, G 
And — my fooliſhneſs to their deſire ; goo 
Seduc'd and awd by the Philiſtine dame, 
At Dagon's ſhrine I kindle impious flame. 
With the Chaldean's char ms her rites prevail, 
And curling frankincenſe aſcends to Baal. 
To each new harlot I new altars dreſs, go5 
And ſcrve her god, whoſe perſon I careſs. 
Where, my deluded ſenſe, was reaſon flown ? 
Where the high majeſty of Davids throne ? 
Where all the maxims of eternal truth, 
With which the living Gop uwuiform'd my 
youth, 910 
When w'th the 1:wd Egyptian I adore 
Vain idols, deities that ne'er before 
In Ifra:Ps land had tx'd their dire abodes, 
Beafily divinities, and droves of gods; 
Ofiis, Apis, powers that chew the cud, 
And dog Anubis, £atterer for his fond? 
When in the woody hills fcrvidglea ſhade 
I carv'd the marble, and in vob d its aid; 
When in the fens to ſnakes and flies, with 
zcal 
Unworthy human thought, I proftrate fell ; 
To ſtrubs and plants my vile devotion paid, 
And ſet the bearded leek, to which I pray'd; 
M hen to all beings ſacr2d rites were given, 
Forgot the Arbiter of earth and heaven? 
Through theſe ſad ſhades, this chaos in my 
ſoul, 925 
Some [cds of light it length began to roll, 


915 


| 


| 
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The riſing motion of an infant 

Shot g'immering through the cloud, and promi 
day. 

And now, one moment able to reflect, 


* 


I fourd the king aba. dend to negleti, 930 

Seen without awe, and ſerv'd without ref. ſ 
pea. 

I found my ſubjects amicably join 


To lefien their defects by citing mine, 

The prieft with pity pra ed for David's race, 
And left bis text, t. dwell on my diſgrace. 95; 
The father, whila he warned his erriug fon 
The fad examples which he ought to ſun, 


Deſerib'd, and only wnr'd not, Solomon. | 
Each bard, each fre, did to bi pupil ung, 
A wiſe child better than a fock 7 king. 941 


Into myſ.lf my Reaſni*s ee I tur: od, 
Ard as I much reficted, much I mour: ed. 
A mighty king I am, an earthly god; 
Nations obey my word, and wait my nod: 
I raiſe or ſink, impriſon or ſ-t free, 

Apd liſe or death depends on my deere, 
Fond the idea, and the thought is vain ; 
O'er Judab's king ten thouſand tyrants reign; 
Legions of luſt, and various powers of ill, 
Inſult the maſter's tributary will : 950 
And he, from whom the nations ſhould re. 
ccive 
Juſtice and freedom, lies himſelf a fave, 
Tortur*d by cruel change oi wild dees, 
3 ſcorch'd by brutal 
res, 

O Reaſon ! once again to thee I call; 938 
Accept my ſorrow, and retricve my fall. 
Wiſdom, thou fay*it, from Heaven receiv'd her 

birth, 
Her beams tranſmitted to the ſubj-& earth; 
Yet this great empreſs of the human ſoul 
Does only with imagin'd power control, 952 
If reſileſs Paſſion by rebellious ſway 
Compels the weak uſurper to obey. 

O troubled, weak, and coward, a3 thou art, 
Without thy poor advice, the labouring heart 
To worſe extremes with ſwifter tteps would 

run, 905 
Not ſav'd by virtue, yet by vice undone. 

Ofr have I ſaid, the praiſe of doing well 
Is to the car as ointment © the ſmell. 

Now, if ſome flies perchance, however ſmall, 

Into the alabaſter urn ſhould fall. 970 

The odours of the ſweets inclos'd would dir, 

And ſtench corrupt (ſad change !) their place 
ſupyly. 

So the leaſt faults, if mix'd with faireſt deed, 

Of future ill become the fatal ſced ; 

Into the balm of pureſt virtue caſt, 975 

Annoy all life with one contagious blaft, 

Lott Solomon ! purſue this thought no more: 
Of thy paſt errors recolle the flore 3 
And ident weep, that, while the deatlileſs Muſe 
Shall ſing the juſt, ſhall over their heads diffuſe 
Perfumes with laviſh hand, ſhe ſhall proclaim 
Thy crimes alone, and, to thy evil fame 
Impartial, icattzy damps aud poiſons on thy 

Rane, 
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Awaling, therefore, as who leng had dream'd, 

Much of my women and their gods aſham'd 598 5 

From this abyſs of exemplary vice 

Reſolv*d, as time might aid my thought, to 
riſe ; 

Again I bid the mournful goddeſs write 

The fond purſuit of fugitive delight z | 

Bid her exalt her melancholy wing, ' 090 

And, rais*d from earth, and ſav*'d from paſſion, 
ſing 

Of human hope by croſs event defſtroy'd, 

Cf uſeleſs wealth and greatneſs unenjoy'd, 

Of luft and love, with their fantaſtic train, 

Their wiſhes, ſmiles, and looks, deceitful all, 


and vain, 


8 
TRE THIRD EOOK. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Solomon conſ ders man through the ſeveral ſtages 
and conditions of life, and concludes in ge- 
neral, that we arc all miſerable, He reflects 
more particularly upon the trouble and uncer- 
tainty of greatneſs and power ; gives ſome in- 
ſtances thereof from Adam down to himſelf 
and till concludes that all is Vanity. He rea- 
ſons again upon life, death, and a future be- 
ing; finds human wiſdem too imperie*t to re- 
ſolve his doubts ; has recourſe to religion; 
is informed by an angel, what ſhall happen to 
himſelf, his family, and his kingdom, til] the 
redemption of Iſracl; and, upon the whole, 
reſclvyes to ſubmit 1:i- inquiries and anxieties to 
the will of his Creator. 


OME then, my Soul; I ell thee by that 
name, 
Thou buſy thing, from whence I know Tam; 
For, knowing what I am, I krow thou art ; 
Since that muſt need exiſt, which can-impart. 
But how cam'ſt thou to be, or whence thy 
ſpring? 
For various of the? prieſts and poets ſing. 
Hcar*it thou ſubmiſſive, but a lowly birth, 

Some ſeparate particles of finer earth, 
A plain ened which nature muſt beget, 
A; motion orders, aud as atoms meet 10 
Companion of the body?s good or ill, 
From force of inſtinct, more than choice of 

will ; | | 
Conſcious of fear cr valour, joy or pain, 
As the wild courſes of the blood orciain; 
Who, as degrees of heat and cold prevail, 15 
In youth doſt flouriſh, and with age ſralt fail; 
Till, mingled with thy partner”: lateſt breath, 
Thou fiy*:i diffolv*d in air, and lott in death? 

Or, if thy great exi ence would aſpire 

To cauſes more ſublime, of heavenly fire 20 
Wert thou a ſpark firuck off, a ſeparate ray, 
Crdaizz'd to mingle with terre ſtrial clay; 
With it condemn'd for certain years to dw. Il, 
To grieve its frailties, and its pains to feel; 


Vor. IV, 


417 


To teach it gocd and ill, diſgrace or fame, 25 
Pale it with rage, cr redder. : with ſhame ; 

To guide its act ĩons with ini-rmir'g care, 

In peace to judge, to conquer in the war; 
Rerder it agile, witty, valiant, ſage, 

As {ts the various courſe of human age; 30 
1 ll as the earthly part decays and 


wa e priſon's mculdering 
walls ; 


Hovers a while upon the ſad remains, 

Which now the pile or ſepulchre contains; 

And thence with liberty ur bounded flies, 3s 

Impatient to regain her native ſkies ? : 
Whate%cr thou art, where-c%cr ordain'd to 


80, 

(Points which we rather may diſpute than 
know 

Ch She tte tres of this breaft, 

Which for thy ſake from pa ons I divcR, 40 

For theſe, thou ſay'ſt, raiie all the: vrmy firife, 

Which hirder thy repoſe, and trouble lite. 

Be the fair level of thy actions laid, 

As temperance will, and prudence may per- 
ſuade : 

Be thy affe& ĩons undiiurb'd ar. clear, 45 

Guided to what may grea* + nocd appear. 

And try if life be worth th. rs care, 

Amaſsd in man, there juſtiy is beheld 

What through the whole crcati n has excelPd : 

The lite and growth of plants, of beafts the 
ſerſe, 50 

The angels foreczf and intelligence: 

day from theſe glorious ſeeds what harveſt 
flow 


8. 

Recourt our bleſſings, and compare our woes. 
Ja its true light let cleareft reaſo: 
The man dragg?d out tc act, and for. to be; 55 
Helpleſ and 1a! ed, or a wemants Aces 
To be e::po#d and roar'd a ſhe may pleaſe, 1 
Feel her ; lect, and pine trom her diſeaſe : 
Nis terder ve by too direct a ray 
Wounded, aid *yivg tron. woctisd day: 
His heart afaulted by ii vidi gar. 
And beating fervent to th vital Var; 
To his young ſenſe low various forms appear, 
That firike his wonder, and excit his fear: 
By his difiortions he reveals ki: pair ; Gs 
He by lis tears and by his i.zhs complains 3 
Till ic and uſe af t the mtant wretch, 
By ba. words ard rudireerts of ſpeech, 
His wants in plainer characters in ſhow, 
And ruin“ more pertect f gure: © his woe; 70 
(oudernn'd to facrit ce his hild „rs 
Tc babbF::g ignora ce, and to © m7;:y fears: 
10 j aſs the riper pericd of his ag. 
ius his part upon a crowded >» : 
To lai g toils exposꝰd, andendle:. res, 95 
To open dar gers, and to ſecrct ſrc +” ; 
Ty, malice winch the vepgeful oe intonc 
And the more dar gei ous love of ſeep:'rs f. eds. 
His deed amin'd by the peop?2% will, 
Prone to forget the good, lame the ul; 80 
Or ſadly cenfur'd in the/ debate, 
Who, in the ſcorner's cor , judpe's ſeat, 
Dare ara the virtue which they have, 

H F | 


"a 


} 


— 


418 
Or, would he rather leave this frantie ſcene; 


And trees and beaſts prefer 
In the remoteſt wood and lonely grot 
Certain to meet that worſt of evils, Thought ; 
Different ideas to his memory brought, 

Some intricate 2s are the eſs woods, 
Impetuous ſome as the deſcending floods $ 
With anxious doubts, witl. raging paſſions torn, 


No ſweet companion near, with whom to mourn, 
He hears the echoing rock return his ſighs, 
And from himſelf frighted hermit flies, 


Thus, through what path ſoe“er of life we 
rode. 95 
companies our hete, and grief our love. 


Rage 
Vex*®d with the preſent moment's heavy gloom, 


Why ſeek we brightneſs from the years to come ? 


Difturb'd and broken like a ſ.ckx man's ſleep, 
Our troubled thoughts to diftant proſpects leap, 
ſtil what flies us to o*crtake, 
or hope is but the dream of thoſe that wake: 
But, looking back, we ſee the dreadful train 
Of woes anew, which were we to ſuſtain, 
We» ſhould refuſe to trezd the path again 3 105 
Still adding grief, ſtill counting from the fir it, 
Judgi the evils fill the worſt, 
A Bs fnfing cock — hawr 
Heighten 


Hoary with cares, and ignorant of reſt, 

We find the vital ſprings relax*d and worn, 

Compell'd our common impotence to mourn, 

Thus through the round of age to childhood 
we return 


W-= yeſterday came ſorth; that in the tomb 
Naked again we muſt to-morrow lie, 
Born to nt, to labour, and to dis. 


Paſs we the ills Which cach man feels or dreads, 


The weight or fallen or hanging o' er our heads; 
The bear, the lion, terrors of the plain, 

The ſheepfold ſcatterd, and the ſhepherd ſlain; 
The frequent errors of the pathleſs wood, 

The giddy precipiee, and the dangerous flood 3 
The noiſome pettilences that in open war 
Terrible marches through the mid-day air, 
And ſcatters death; the arrow that by nicht 
Cuts the dank mi't, and fatal wings its flight z 
The billowing ſnow, and violence the 


ſhower, | ) 
That from the hills diſperſe their dreadful 
ſtore 139 


And o'er the velcs ene ruin pour; 


gueſt 
Canker or locuſt, hurt ful to infeſt 
The blade: while huſks clude the tiller*s cape, 


And eminence of want diftinguiit.es the year. 135 


Paſs we the Gow diſ-aſc, and fubtle pain, 
Which our wcak frame is deſtin'd to ſuſtain ; 
The cruel ſtone with congregated war 
Tearing his bloody way ; the cold catarrh, 


V ith frequent impulſe, and continued ftrife, 140 


Weatening the waſted ſcats of irkſome life; 


to courts and men, 8 5 


F 


. 


101 


; 


their number and avgment their pow- 
er 
Till, — fur of woes oppreſt, 110 


; 


Reflecting find, that naked from the womb 115 


125 


j 


That worm that gnaws the ripening fruit, ſad 


| 


| 


| 
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| The gout's fierce rack, the burning ferer' 


Tage, 

The fad experience of decay; and age, 
Herſelf the ſoreſt i} : while death and caſe, 
Oft” and in vain invok'd or to appeaſe 
Or end the grief, with haſty wiags recede 
From the vext patient and the fickly bed. 
 Naught ſhall it prof, that the charming fair, 
— ns ſofteſt work of Heeven, draws ncar 
To the cold ſhaking paralytic hand, 159 
Senſeleſs of beauty*s touch, or love's command; 
Kor longer apt or able to fulfi} 
5 

ought ſt. and avail, 
The pleaſing Tong, or well- tale, 155 
wag: quick ſpirits tlicir warm march for. 


, 
And numbing coldneſs has unbrac*d the ear. 
The verdant riſing of the fowery hill, 
The vale enamell'd, and the cryftal rill, 
The oce=n rolling and the ſhelly ſhore, 
Beautiful objects, ſhall delight no more, 
When the lax'd ſinetys of the weaken d eye 
In watery damps or dim ſuffuſion He. 
Day follows night ; the clouds return again 
After the falling of the latter rain 3 
But to the aged-blind ſhall nefer return 
Grateful viciſſitude : ie ſtill muſt mourn 
The ſun, the moon, and every flarry light, 
Exlips'd to him, and loſt in everlaſting night. 
Behold where ageꝰs wretched victim lies, 170 
See his head trembling, and his half-clos'd 


eyes: 
Frequent for breath bis panting boſom heaves ! 


145 


160 


165 


To broken ſleep his remnant ſenſe be gives, 
3 awaking, finds be 
es. | 

Loos'd by devouring time, the fdver cord 17; 
Diſſever'd lies; unhonour'd from the board 
The cry ſtal urn, when broken, is throwa by, 
And apter utenſils their place ſupply. 
vg things and thou muſt ſhare one equal 

ot, 
Die and he loſt, corrupt and be forgot; 190 
While ſtill another and another race 
Shall now ſupply, and now give up the place: 
From carth 2 to earth muſt all return, 
Frail as the cord, and brittle as the urn. 

But be the terror of theſe ills ſuppreſs'd, 18; 
And view we man with health and vigour bleſt, 
Home be returns with the declini:.g tun, 

His deſtin'd taſk of labour hardly dane; 

Goes forth again with the aſcending ray, 

Again his travel for his bread to pay, 1 
And find the ill ſufficicat to the day. 

Haply at night he does with horror ſhun 

A widow?*d daughter or a dying ſfon ; 

His neighbour”s offspring hc to-morrow ſecs, 
And doubly ſcels his want in their increaic; 195 
The next day, and the next, he mult attend 

His foe triumphant, or his buried friend. 

In every act aud turn of life he feels 
Public calamities, or houſhold ills 3 
The due reward to juſt defert refus*d, 
The truſt betray d, the nuptial bed abus'd 3 


2c0 
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The judge enrrupt, the long-depending cauſe, | 
And doubtſul iſſue of miſconftrued laws 
The crafty turns of a diſhoneſt ſtate, 
Ard viol-ut will oi the wrongdoing greats 205 
The venoavd tongue, in jurious to his fame, | 


ttt. 


Which ror can wiſdom nor fair advice re- 

claim. ; 
Eftcem we theſe, my friends, event and 

chance | 

Produeꝰd 25 atoms from their fluttering dance ? 

Or higher yet their efſence may we draw 210 

F. om deftin'd order and eternal law ? | 

Again, my Muſc, the cruel d ubt repeat: 

Spring they, I fay, from accident or fate? | 

Yet ſuch we fi. -! they ere as can control 

Th ſervile a&: 5:15 of our wovering foul: 213 


Car. fright, c.- al. », or can chain, the will; 

I neir ills al uilt on liſc, that fundamental all. 
O-atal ſcarch ! in which the labouring mind, 

3 with weight of woe, till to 


A ſhudow of delight, a dream of peace, 
From years of pain one moment of releaſe ; 
Hopiug at leaſt ſne may herſclf deceive, 

Againſt experience willing to believe, N 
He ſirous to rejoice, condemn'd to grieve. 

Happy the mortal man, who now at laſt 225 
Has through this doleful vale of miſery paſt, | 
Who to his deſtinꝰd ſtage bas carry*d on 
The tedious load, and laid his burden down; 
Whom the cut braſs, or wounded marble, ſhews 
Victor oer Life, and all her train of woes, 230 
He, happier yet, who, pri by Fate | 
To ſhorter labour and a lighter weight, 

Receiv*d but yeſterday the gift of breath, 
Urder'd to-morrow to return to death. 
But O!] beyond deſcription happieſt he, 235 
Who ne%er muſt roll on life's tumultuous ſca; 
Who, with blaſud freodom, from the general 
oom 
Exempt, muſt never farce the teeming womb, 
Nor ſee the ſun, not fmk into the tomb! 
Who breathes, muſt ſuffer ; and who thinks, 
muſt mou a: 240 
And he alone is bleſs'd, who ne'er was born. 
« 1 thy turn, thou frowning Preacher, 
44 art 
« Are not theſe general maxims too ſevere ? 
Say: cannot power ſecure its owner's bliſs ? 
And is not wealth the potent fie of peace? 
Are victors bleſ#d with fame, or kings with 


220 


Fg" TRI 


_—_ 


« eaſe ? 

I tell thee, life is but one common care, 
And man was born to ſuffer, and to fear. 

« But is no rank, no ſtation, no degree, 
From this contagious taint of ſorrow free? 

None, mortal! none. Yet in a bolder ftrain 
Lt me this melancholy truth maintain. 
But hence, ye worldly and profane, retire ; 
For I adapt my voice, and raiſe my lyre. 
T o notions not by vulgar car receiv?d : 
« ſtill muſt covet life, and be deceiv'd : 
Your very fear of death ſhall make you try 
To catch the ſhade of immortality ; 
Wiſting on earth to linger, and to ſave 


255 


His 


Fart cf its prey from the devouring grave; 260 


Ln 
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| To thoſe who ſuryive to bequeath 
Something entire, in {phe of Time and Denth 
A fancy'd kind of being to retrieve, 


Anfl in a V ook, or from a building, live. 
Falſe: hor:c ! vain labour ! let ſome ages fly, 265 
The dome ſhall moulder, and the volume die: 


Wretches, ſtill taught, fill will ye think it 


nn | 

That all the parts of this fabric change, 

Quit their old ſtation, and primeval frame, 

And loſe their thape, their efſenge, and their 
name ? | p 270 
van z; 


Our lot is forrow, and our portion pain. 
What pauſe from woe, what hopes of comfort 


or king ? 


bring, 

The name of wiſe or great, of 
What is a kiag?—a man to bear 27s 
The public burden of the nation's care ; 
Now crow :#d ſome angry faction to appeaſe ; 
Now falls a victim to the people*s caſe ; 
From the ir bloomiag of his ill- taught youth, 
Nouriſmid in flattery, and eftrang'd irom truth : 
At home ſurrounded by a fervile crowd, 28 
Prompt to abuſe, and in d-traction loud z 
Abroad begirt with men, and ſwords, and ſpears, 
ſtate ac en ing his fears ; | 
Marching amidſt a thouſand guards, he ſhews 
His 1 a thouſaud foes : 
In war, ever prudent, great, or brave, 
To blind events and fickle chance a ſlave 3 
Secking to ſettle what for ever flies, : 
Sure of the toil, uncertain of the prize, 290 

But he returns with conqueſt on his brow, 
Brings up the triumph, and abſolves the vow : 
The captive generals to his car were ty*d ; 
The joyful citizens tumultuous tide, * 
Echoing his glory, gratify his pride. 295 
98 triumph? madneſs, ſhouts, and 


One great colleQion of the e's voice, 
The wretches Le brings back in chains relate 
What may to-morrow be the victor's fate; 


The ſpoils and trophies, borne before =} 


National loſs, and epidemic woe, 

Various diſtreſs, which he aud his may know. 
Does he not mourn the valiant thouſands ſtain, 
The heroes, once the glory of the plain, | 
Leſt in the confliRt of the fatal day, 305 
Or the wolf 's portion, or the ultuye's prey? 
Does he not weep the laurel which he wears, 
Wet with the ſoldiers blood, and widows tears ? 


See, where he comes, the darling of the war ! 
Sce miilions crowding round the gilded car ! 310 
In the vaſt joys of this ecſtatic hour, 

Ind full fruitioa uf ſucceſsful power, 
One momeat aud one thought might let him 


ſcan 
The various turns of life, and fickle ftate of 
man. | 


Are the dire images of ſad diſtruſt, 
And popular change, obſcur d amid the duſt 
Hhhkbz 


315 
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Waſh ay 


That riſes from the victorꝰs rapid wheel? 

Can the loud clarion or ſhrill fife repel 

The inward cries of care? can Nature's voice 
Plaintive be drownꝰd or l- ſſenꝰd in the noiſe ; 320 
Though ſhouts of thunder loud affliet the air, 


chair ? 


You? crowd (he might refle@), you? joyful 


crowd, 


Pleas'd with my honours, in my praiſes loud, 
(Should fleeting victory to the vanquiſh'd go, 325 


Should ſhe depreſs my arms, and raiſe tac toe) 
Would for that foe with equal ardour wait 

At the high palace, or the crowded gate ; 

With reitleſs rage would pull my :tatues down, 
And caſt the braſs anew to his renown. 

O impotent de re of worldly ſway ! 
That I, who make the triumph of to-day, 
May of to-morrow's pomp one part appear, 
Ghaſtly with wounds, and lifeleſs on the bier! 
Then (vileneſs of mankind !) then of all theſe, 
Whom my dilated eye with labour ſee:, 
Would one, alas ! repcat me good, or 

e body, or towel my fate 
Or, march'd I chaiu'd behind the hottile cars 


The victor's paſtime, and the ſport of war, 340 
Would one, would one his pitying ſorrow lend, 


Or be ſo „to own he was my friend? 
Avails it then, O Reaſon, to be wiſe ? 
To ſee this cruel ſcene with quicker eyes ; 


To know with more dittinction to complain, 345 


And have ſuperior ſenſe in feeling pain ? 
Let us revolve that roll with ſtricteſt eye, 
Where ſafe from time dittinguit:'d actions lie; 
And judge if greatneſs be exempt from pain, 
Or pleaſure ever may with power remain. 


The faireſt bleffing to his arms convey?d, 
A charming wife; and air, and ſea, and land, 
And all that move therein to his command 


Render*d obedient : ſay, my penſve Muſe, 355 


What did theſe golden promites produce ? 
Scarce taſting litc, he was of joy bereav'd : 
One day, I think, in paradice he lid; 
Deftin*d the next his Journey to purſue, 


Where wounding thoras and curicd thiſtles 
360 


grew. 
Ere yet he earns his bread, a-down his brow, 


Inclin'd to earth, his labouring ſweat muſt flow; 


His limbs muſt ache, with daily toils oppreſs'd 
Ere long-wim d night brings neceſſary reſt. 
Still viewing with regret his darling Eve, 
He for her follies and his own muſt grieve z 
Bewailing ſtill afreſh their hapleſs choice; 
His ear oſt' frighted with the imag*d voice 
Of Heaven, when firſt it thunder'd; oft' his 
ie 


v 
Aghaſt, as when the iufant lightning flew, 370 


And the tern Cherub ftopp'd the fatal road, 
Arm'd with the names of an avengiag God. 

His younger ſon on the polluted ground, 
Firſt-fruit of death, lies plaintive of a wound 
Given by a brother's hand: his eldeſt birth 375 
Flies, mark'd by Heaven, a fugitive o'er earth. 
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Adam, great type, for whom the world was 
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| Becomes nor ma 
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To a proud handmaid and a peeviſh wife; 
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Yet why theſe ſorrows heap d upon the fire, 


nor angel, to inquire, 
Each age finn'd on; and guilt advanc'd with 
time: 


The fon fill added to tee father's crime; 
Till God aroſe, and, great in auger, ſaid, 
Lo! it repenteth me, that man was made ! 
Withdraw thy light, thou ſun! be dark, ye fkies! 
And from your deep abyſs, ye waters, riſe! 
The frighted angels heard th? Almghty Lord, 
And oer the earth from wrathful vials pour'd 
Tempeſts and ftorms, obedient to his word, 
Mean time, his providence to Noah gave 
The guard of all that he deiign'd to ſave. 
Exempt from general doom the patriarch ſtood, 
Contern'd the waves, and triumpb'd o'er the 


flood, 399 
The winds fall lent, and the waves decreaſe, 
The dove brings quiet, and the olive peace ; 
Yet ftill his h-art does inward ſorrow feel, 
Which taith alone forbid- him to reveal. 
If on the backward world his views are caſt, 
"Tis death diftus'd, and univerſal waſte. 
Preſent (ſad proſpeti) can he aught deſcry, 
But (what atteQs his melancholy eye) 
The beauties of the ancient fabric loſt, 400 
hn cine of crazgy hill, or lengths of dreary 
coaſt 


While, to high Heaven his pious breathings 
turn'd, 

Weeping he hop?d, and ſacrificing mourn'd ; 

When of Gods image only eight he found 

Sratch'd from. the watery grave, and ſav'd from 
nations drown*d 405 

And of three ſons, the future hope of earth, 

The ſeed whence empires muſt receive their 
birth, 

One he foreſees excluded heavenly grace, 

Aud mark'd with curſes, fatal to his race! 

Abraham, potent prince, the friend of God, 

Of human ills muſt bear the deſtiiꝰd load; 

By blood and battles muſt his power maintain, 

And ſlay the monarchs ere he rules the plain; 

Muſt deal juſt portions of a ſervil- lite 


3% 


395 


41s 
Muſt with the mother leave the weeping fon, 
In want to wander, and in wilds to groan ; 
Muſt take his other child, his age's hope, 
To trembling Moriah's melancholy top, | 
Order d to drench his knite in filial blood, 420 
Deſtroy his heir, or diſobey his God. 
Moſes beheld that God; but how beheld ? 
The Deity in radiant beams conceal'd, 
And clouded in a decp abyſs of light; ) 
While preſent, too ſevere for human fight, 425 
Nor ſtaying longer than one ſwiſt-wing'd | 
night. 
The following days, and mouths, and years, 
decreed 


To fierce encounter, and to toilſome deed. 
His youth with waats and hardſhips muſt engages 
Plots and rebellions muſt diſturb his age: 439 
Some Corah ſtill aroſe, ſome rebel Nave, 
Prompter to fink the ſtate, than he to ſave : 

And Iſrael did his rage ſo far provoke, 
That what the godhead wrote, the prophet 


broke. 
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liev'd, ' 435 

In camps, in arms, in pilgrimage, he liv'd ; 
And dy'd obedicnt to ſcvereſt law, 
Forbid to tread tiie promis*d land be ſaw. 

My father's liſe was one long line of care, 
A ſcene of danger, and a Rate of war. 440 
Alar md, expos'd, his childhood muſt engage 
The bear's rough gripe, and foaming lion's rage. 
By various turns his threaten*d youth muſt fear 
Goliab's lifted ſword, and Saul's emitted fpcar. 
Forlorn he muſt and perſecuted tiy, 445 
Climb the ſteep mountain, in cavern lie, 
And o;ten aik, and be refus'd, to die. 

For ever, from his manly toil, are known 
The weight of power, and anguiſh of a crown. 
What tongue can ſpeak the reſtleſs monarch's 


WOC, 
When God and Nathan were declar'd his foes? 
When every object his oftence revil'd, | 
The huſtand murder'd, and the wife defiPd, | 
The parent's fins impreſs'd upon the dying 
child ? 
What heart can think the grief which he ſuſ- 
tain'd, 
When the kiug's crime brought vengeance on 
the land ; 
And the inexorable prophet's voice 
Gave famine, plague, or war, and bid him fix 
his choice ? 

He dy*d; and, oh! may no reflection ſhed 
Its poiſonous venom on the royal dead! 460 
Yet the unwilling truth muſt be expreſgd, 
Which long bas labour%d in this peaſive breaſt ; 
Dying, he added to my weight of care ; 

He made me to his crimes undoubted heir; 
Left his wntniſhd murder to Its ſon, 465 
And Joab's blood entaibd on Judah's crown. 

Young as 7 was, I hatied to fulſil 

The cruel dictates of my parent's will, 

Of his air deeds a diftant view I took, 

But turd the tube, upo his faults to look, 470 
Forgot his youth, ſpent in his country's cauſe, 
His care of right, hi; reverence to the laws; 
But could with joy his years of folly trace, 

Brot en and old in Bathſhebu*s embrace; 

Could tall him, where-e%er he ftray'd from 


good, 
Aud cite his fad example, whilſt I trod 


Paths open to deceit, and track'd with blood. 


Soon Ancile to the ſ-cr2t acts of ill, 
With {miles I could betray, with temper kill; 
Son in a brother could a rival view, 480 
Watch all his acts, and all his ways purſue, 
In vain for life be to the altar fied : 
Ambion and revenge have certain ſpeed. 
8 my ſoul, ev'n there be ſhould have 
40 
But that my intereſt did my rage conceal. 485 
Doubling my crime, I promile, and deceive, 
Purpoſe to lay, v hilſt ſucaring to forgive. 
Treaties, perſuaiions, ſighs, and tcars, are vain; 
With a mcan lie curs'd vengeance I ſuſtuip, 
Join fraud to force, and policy to power, 


490 
Till, of the deſtin'd fugitive ſecure, 


455. 
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In ſolemn ſtate to parricide I riſe, | 
And, as God lives, this day my brother dics. 

Be witneſs to my tears, celeſtial Muſe ; 

In vain I would forget, in vain excuſe, 
Fraternal blood by my direction ſpilt ; 

In vain on joab's head transfer the guilt : ' | 
The deed was acted by the ſubjeQ's hand; 
The ſword was pointed by the king's command, 
Mine was the murder; it was mine alone: 5300 
Years of coutrition muſt the crime atone; 
Nor can my guilty ſoul expect relief, 

But from a long {mcecrity of grief. 

Witn an imperfect hand, and trembling heart, 
Her love of truth ſuperior to her art, 505 
Alrcady the reficting Muſe has trac'd 
The mournful {tgures of my actions paſt. 

The pcni.ve godd-{s has already taught 
How vain is hope, and how vexatious thought; 
From growing childhood to declining age, $510 
How tedious every ſtep, how gloomy every tage. 
This courſe of vanity almoſt complete, 
Tir'd in the ncld of life, I hope retreat | 
In the ftill ſhades of death: for dread and pain, 
And gricts, will find their ſhafts clanc'd in 
vain, 515 
And their points broke, retorted from the head, 
Safe in the grave, and free among the dead. 

Vet tell me, trighted reaſon ! what is death? 
Blood only ſtoppꝰd, and interrupted breath; 
The utmoſt limit of a narrow ſpan, 520 
And end of motion which with life began. 

As ſmoke that riſes from the kindling fres 

Is ſeen this moment, and the next expires 3 

As empty clouds by rifng winds are toſt, 

Their flecting forms ſcarce ſooner found than 
loſt ; 525 

So vaniſhes our ftate, ſo paſs our days; 

So life but opens now, and now decays : 

The cradle and the tomb, alas ! ſo nigh, 

To live, is ſcarce diſtinguiſt'd from to die. 

Cure of the miſer's wiſh, ard coward*s fear, 
Death only ſhews us what we knew was near. 531 
With courage thereſore view the pointed hour, 
Dread not Dcath's anger, but expect his power z 
Nor nature's law wich fruitleis ſorrow mourn, 
But die, O mortal man ! for thou waſt born. 535 

Cautious through doubt, by want of courage 

wiſe, 
To ſuch advice the reaſoner ſtill replies. 

Yet meaſuring all the long-continued ſpace, 
Every ſucceſſive day*s repeated race, 

Since Time firſt ſtarted from his priſtine goal, £40 
Till he had reach'd that hour wherein my ſoul 
Join'd to my body fwelPd the womb; I was 
(At leaſt I think ſo) nothing: muſt I paſs 
Again to nothing, when this vital breath, 
Cecaſing, conſigns me Oer to reſt and death? 545 


To the cold marble, or contracted urn ? 
And never ſhall thoſe particles agree, 

That were in life this individual he ? 

But, ſcver*d, muſt they join the general maſs, 
Through other forms and ſhapes ordain'd to 


paſs, 551 
Nor thought nor image kept of what he was:) 


| Muft the whole man, amazing thought! return 


And the eternal flood no want 


Sall more 
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Does the great word, that gave bien ſenſe, or- 


That life ſhall never wake that ſenſe again? | 
And will no power his fnking ſpirits 555 / 
From the dark caves of death, and chambers of 
the grave ? 

Each evening 1 behold the ſetting fun — | 
With downward ſpeed into the ocean run: 
Yet the fame light (paſs but ſome fleeting hours) 
Exerts his vigour, and reney's his powers; $66 
Starts the bright race again: his conſtant flame 
Riſes and ſets, returning ſtill the ſame. 
I mark the varigus fury of the winds; 
Theſe neither ſcaſons guide, nor order binds; 
They now dilate, and now contra their force; 
Var.ous their ſpeed,but endleſs is their courſe, 566 
From his firſt fountain and beginning ouze, 
Down to the ſea each brook and torrent flows : 
ao U 


ream, 

The whole ſtill runs, with equal pace, the ſame ; 
Still other waves ſupply the riſing urns, 5971 
pf water mourns, 

Why then muft man obey the ſad decree, 

ich ſabjects neither ſun, nor wind, nor ſea ? 

A flower, that does with ing morn ariſe, 
And, flouriſhing the day, gt evening dies; 576 
A winged eaſtern blaſt, juſt rimming o'er 
The ocean's brow, and ſmking on the ſhore; 
A fre, e rms hana! 


A meteor thooting from the ſummer cy; 580 
A bowl adown the bending mountain rok'd; 
A but ble breaking, and a fable told; 
A noon-tide ſhadow, and a midnight dream; 
&re + - os which with ſemblance apt pro- 
im 
Our earthly courſe : but, O my ſoul! ſo faſt 535 
Muſt life run off, and death for ever laft ? 
This dark opinion, ſure, is too confir'd ; 
Elſe wherce this hope, and terror of the mind? 
Does Comethiog till, and ſomewhere yet remain, 
Reward or puniſhment, delight or pain? 590 | 
Bay: ſhall our relics i birth receive ? 
Sleep we to wake, and only die to live ? 
When the ſad wife has clos'd her huſband” eyes, 
And pierc'd the echoing vault with doleful cries, 
Lies the pale corpſe not yet entirely dead, 665 
The ſpirit only from the body fled ; 
The groſſer part of heat and motion void, 
Tn be by fre, or worm, or time, deſtroy'd; 
ou ſoul, immortal u 3 — 
on ious of joy, and capa pain? 
And! if her A have been directed weil, N 
White with her friendly ctay ſhe deign'd to dwell, 
Shall ſhe wirh fafety reach her priſtine ſeat ? 
Find her reſt endleſs, and her bliſs complete ? 
and, while the bury'd man we idly mourn, 605 
No angels joy to ſec his better half return? 
But, if the has deform'd this earthly life 
With murderous rapine, and ſeditious ftrife, 
Amaz'd, repuls'd, and by thoſe angels driven 
From the zthereal ſcat, and bliſsful heaven, 610 
In everlaſting darkneſs muſt ſhe lic, | 
PPY, that ſhe cannot die? 


600 
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Amid two ſeas, on one ſmall poirit of land, 
Weary'd, uncertain, and amaz'd, we ſtand : 
On either {:de our thoughts inceſſant tur.? 616 
Forward we dread, a d Ic oking back ve maurn; 
Loſing the preſent in this dubious hafte, 
And lott ourſelves betwixt the future and the paſt. 
=_ cruel douwhts contending in my breaſt, 
My zezſon ſtaggering, and my s oppre 
Once more, 154. ö 
What is chis little, agile, pervious fire, 
This fluttering motion, which we call the Mind ? 
How 7 — and where is ſte confin'd? 
Have we the power to guide her as we 2 
W hence then thoſe —4 that obſt.uct mn 
We happineſs purſue ; we fly from pain; 627 
Yet the — and yet the flight, is vain: 
And, while poor Nature lahours to be bleſt, 
By day with pleaſure, and by night with reſt, 
Some flronger power eiudes our - + 631 
Daſhing out riſmg hope with certein ill: 
And makes us with reflective trouble ſee, 
That all is deſtiwal, which we fancy free. 

That Power ſuperior then, which rules ou 


Is his decree by human prayer inclin'd? 
Will he for ſacrifice our ſorrows caſe ? 
And can our tears reverſc his frm decrees ? 


Then let religion aid, where reaſon fails; 


Throw loads of incenſe in, to turn the ſcales; 649 
And let the filent ſanctuary ſhew, 

9 the babbling ſchools we may not 
How man may ſhun or bear his deftin'd part of 


woe. 
"What ſhall amend, or what abſolve, our fate? 
Anxious we hover in a mediate ſtate, 645 
Betwixt infinity and nothing, bounds, ; 
Or boundleſs terms, whoſe doubtful ſenſe con- 
founds. 5 | 50 
Unequal thought ! whilſt a! we apprehend 
Is, that our hopes muſt riſe, our ſorrows end, 
As our Creator deigns to be our friend. 
I ſaid and inftant bad the priefts prepare 
The ritual facrifice and ſolemn prayer. 
Select from vulgar herds, with gar gays 
A hundred bulls aſcend the ſacred way. 
The artful youth proceed to form the choir ; 655 
They breathe the flute, or ſtrike the vocal wire. 
The maids in comely order next advance 
They beat the timbrel, and inſtruct the dance. 
Follows the choſen tribe from Levi ſprung, 
Chaunting, by juſt return, the holy ſong. 669 
Along the choir in ſolemn ſtate 1 : 
+ The anxious king came Laſt : 
The ſacred hymn perform?d, my promis'd vow 
I paid ; ind, bowiny at the altar low, 
Father of Heaven! (I ſaid) and Judge of 
Earth ! 665 
Whoſe word call'd out this univerſe to birth; 
By whoſe kind power and influencing care 
various creatures move, and live, and are: 
But, ceaſing once that care, withdrawn that 
power, 
They move (alas!) and live, and are no more: 
Omniſcient Mafier, omnipreſent King, 671 


Te thee, to thee, my laſt diſtreſs I bring. 
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: 
Thou, that canſt ſtill the raging of the ſeas, Send the ſucceſſive ills through age 
Chain up the winds, and bid the tempetts ceaſe ! | And let each weeping father tell his ſon, 
Redeem my fhipwreck'd ſoul from raging | That deeper ſtruck, and more dittinitly griuvd, 


guſts 675 | He mutt * the ſorrows he reccived. 
Of cruel paſſion and deccitful luſts: ; The child, to whoſe ſucceſs thy hope is 
yy penny bou 2 


nd, 7 
ide, Ere thou art ſcarce interr'd, S 
Let thy ftrong hand this little veſſel guide To luſt of arbitrary ſway inclin'd 
It was thy hand that made it) through the tide J | (That curſed poiſon to the prince*s mind !) 
of this lie: let thy command 680 Shall from thy dictates and his duty rove, 
Direct my courſe, and bring me ſaſe to lard 1, | And loſe his great defence, his penple*s love; 546 
If, while this weary'd fleſh draws fleeting | Itl-counſePd, vanquiſh'd, fugitive, diſgrac'd, 


breath, Shall mourn the fame of Jacob*s ſtrength ef ac“; 
Not fatisfy*d with life, afraid of death, Shall ſigh the king diminiſh'd, and the crow u 
It haply be thy will, that I ſhould know With leſſen'd rays deſcending to his ſon ; 
Glimpſe of delight, or pauſe from anxious woe; | Shall ſee the wreaths, his grandfire knew 1e 
From Now, from inſtant Now, great Sire! diſ- 715 


reap 
pel 686 | By ad ive toll and military ſweat, 

The clouds that preſs my ſoul; from Now | Pining, incline their fickly leaves, and ſhed 

reveal Their talling honours from his giddy head ; 

A gracious beam of light:; from Now inſpire By arms or prayer unable to aſſuage 

My tongue to fing, my hand to touch the — 3 | Domeſtic horror and inteſtine rage, -s 

My open thought to joyous proſpects raiſe, 690 | Shall from the victor and the vanquiſh'd fear, 

And for thy mercy let me fing t From Iſrael's arrow, and from Judah's fpear 


Or, if thy will ordains 1 fiill ſtall wait Shall caſt his weary'd limbs on Jordan's flood, 
Some new Hercaftcr and a future ſtate, By brother's arms diſturb'd, and ftain'd with 
Permit me ſtrength, my weight of woe to bear, kindred-blood. 

And raiſe my mind ſuperior to my care. 695 | Hence labouring years ſhall weep their deſ- 
Let me, howe*er unable to explain tin'd race, 755 
The ſecret labyrinths of thy ways to man, Charged with ill omens, ſully'd with diſgrace. 


With humble zeal conleſs thy awful power; Time, by neceſſity compell'd, ſtall go 

Still weeping hope, and wondering ftill adore. .. | Through ſcenes of war, and epochas of woe. 

So in my conqueſt be thy might declar'd, 700 The empire, leſſen'd in a parted ftream, 

And for thy juſtice be thy name rever'd. Shall loſe its courſe— 76 
My prayer ſcarce ended, a ſtupendous — Indulge thy tears ; the Heathen ſhall blaſphe me; 

Darkens the air; loud thunder ſrakes the dome, | Judah ſhall fall, oppreſs%d by grief ſhame, - 


To the heginning miracle ſucceed And men ſhall from her ruins know Her fame. 
An awſul ſilence and religious dread. 505 | New Egypts yet and ſecond bonds remain, 
Sudden breaks forth a more than common day ; A barſher Pharaoh, and a heavier chain. 765 
The ſacred wood, which on the altar lay, Again, obedient to a dire command, 

Untouch'd, unlighted, glows — Thy captive ſuns ſhall leave the promis*d land. 
Ambroſial odour, ſuch as never flows Their name more low, their ſervitude more vile, 
From Arab's gum, or the Sabzan roſe, 510 | Shall on Euphrates? bank renew the grief of 
Does round the air evolving ſcents diſi uſe: | Nile. 

The holy ground is wet with heavenly dews : Theſe pointcd ſpires, that wound the am- 
Celeſtial muſic (ſuch Jeſſides? lyre, ent ſky, 20 


Buch Miriam's timbrel, would in vain require) (Inglorious c ) ſhall in deſtruction lie 

Strikes to my thought through my admiring | Low, levell'd with the duſt ; their heights un- 
car, 715 known. 

With ecftacy too fine, and pleaſure hard to bear, | Or meaſur'd by their ruin. Yonder throne, 

And lo! what ſees my raviſh'd eye? what feels | For laſting glory built, defgn*d the ſeat 

My wond' ring ſoul? An opening cloud reveals Of kings for ever bleſt, for ever great, 23 


An heavenly orn., embody'd, and array*d Remoyv*d by the invader's harbarous hand, 
With robes of light. I heard, The angel | Shall grace his triumph in a foreign land. 
faid ; 920 | The tyrant ſhall demand yon? facred lead 
Ceaſe, man of woman born, to hope relief Of gold, and veſſels ſet apar* to God, 
From daily trouble and continued grief; Then, by vile hands to common uſe d- 
i Thy hope of joy deliver to the wind, bas'd, 730 
ö Supprefs thy paſſions, and prepare thy mind; | Shall ſend them flowing round his drunken 
Free and familiar with misfortune grow, 725 feaſt, 
Be us'd to ſorrow, and inur d to woe; With ſacrilegious taunt, and impious jeſt. 
By weakening toil and hoary age o*ertome, Twice fourteen ages ſhall their way complete ; 
, See thy decreaſe, and haften to thy tomb; Empires by various turns ſhall riſe and ſet: 


Leave to thy clildren tumult, ftrife, and war, | While thy abandon'd tribes ſhall only know 78; 
Portions of toil, and legacies of care; #730 | A different maſter, and a change of wee, 
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With down<caft eye - lids, and with looks aghaſt, 

Shall dread the future or bewail the paſt. 
Afflicted Iſrael fall t weeping down, 

Faſt by the ſtreams where BabePs waters run; 

3 harps upon the neighbouring willows 
ng, 791 

— mn encouraging their tongue, r 

dance their feet; with toil op- 


preſs%d, 
Their weary'd limbs aſpiring but to reft. 
In the refletive ſtream the fghing bride, 995 
ung her charms impair'd, abaſt*d, ſhall 


Her penſive head; and in her languid face 

The bridegroom ſhall foreſee his ſickly race, 

While ponderous fetters vex their cloſe em- 
brace 


With irkſome anguiſh then your prieſts thall 
800 


mourn, . 
Their long- negle ed feaſts deſpair'd return, 
And ſad oblivion cf their ſolemn days. 
Thenceforth their voices they ſhall only raiſe, 
Louder to weep. By day, your frighted ſeers 
Shall call for fountains to expreſs their tcars, 805 
And with their eyes were floods ;, by night, from 


dreams 
Of opening gulphs, black ftorms, and raging 


flames, 
Starting amaz*d, ſhall to the people ſhew | 
ag of heavenly wrath, and myſtic types 
woe. 
The captives, as their tyrant require 8 10 
That they ſhould breathe the fong, and touch 
the lyre, | 
Shall ſay : can Jacob's ſervile rack rejoice, 
Untun'd the mufck, and diſusd the voice 
What can we play (they ſhall diſcourſe), how 
fng 
In foreign lands, and to a barbarous king? 815 
We and our fathers, from our childhood bred 
To watch the cruel vitor's eye, to dread 
The arbitrary haſh, to bend, to grieve, 
(Out-caft of mortal race!) can we conceive 
Image of aught delightful, ſoft, or gay? 820 
Alas ! when we have to I'd the longſome day, 
The fulleſt bliſs our hearts aſpire to know 
Is but ſome interval from active woe, 
In broken reſt and fartling ſleep to mourn, 
Till morn, the tyrant, and the ſcourge, return, 


Bred up in in grici, can pleaſure be 1 


Nor 


| 


me ? 326 

Our endleſs anguiſh does not nature claim? 
Reaſon and ſorrow are to us the ſame. 
Alas! with wild amazement we require, 
If idle Folly was not Pleaſure's fre ? 830 
Madneſs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim'd birth | 
To grinning Lauzhter, and to frantic Mirth, 

This is the ſeries of perpetual woe, 
Which thou, alas ! and thine, are born to know. 
Iluſtrious wretch ! repine not, nor reply: 835 
View not what Heaven ordains with Reaſon 


8 

eye. 
Too bright the object is; the diſtance is too high. 
The man, Who would wefolve the work of fate, 
_ May limit number, and make crooked ſtraight : 


| With 


| 
| 
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thy ſcuſe 5 246 


Tis God who muſt diſpoſe, and man ſuſtain, 
Born to endure, forbidden to complain. 
Thy ſum of life muſt his decrees fulfil ; 


Stop thy inquiry then, and curb 
Nor let duſt argue with Omni 


What from his command, is ill; 944 
And that alone is good which centres in his 


will. thy 
Yet, that thy la may not droop, 
hope, 


bouring ſenſes 
Loft to delight, and deftitute of 
Remark what I, Gop's meſſenger, aver 
From him, who neither can deceive nor err. 8 30 
The land, at length redeem'd, ſhall ceaſe 16 
mourn, 
Shall from her ſad captivity return. 
Sion ſhall raiſe her long-dejected head, 
And in her courts the law again be read. 
Again the glorious temple ſhall ariſe, 856 
And with new luitre pierce the neighbouring 
ſkies. 
The promis'd ſeat of empire ſhall again 
Cover the mountain, and command the plain ; 
— from thy race diftinguiſh*d, One ſtall 
Pring, 
Greater in ad than victor, more than king $60 
In dignity and power; ſent down from heaven, 
To ſuccour carth. To Him, To Him, tis given, 
Paſſion, and care, and anguiſh, to deftroy. 
Through Him, ſoft peace, and plenitude of joy, 
Perpetual o'er the world redeem'd ſhall flow; $65 
No more may man inquire, nor angel know. 
Now, Solomon! remembering who thou art, 
Act through thy remnant life the decent part. 
Go forth: be ſtrong: with patience and with 


care 

Perform, and ſuffer : to thyſclf ſevere, 
Gracious to others, thy detires ſuppreſs'd, 
Diffus*d thy virtues ; frſt of men! be beſt. 
Thy ſum of duty let two words contain; 
(O may they graven in thy heart remain !) 
Be humble, and be juſt, The angel ſaid.— 7; 
ſpeed his agile wings he ſpread; 
Whilſt on the holy ground I proftrate lay, 
By various doubts impell'd, or to obey, 
Or to object: at length (my mournful look 
Heaven- ward erect) determin'd thus I ſpoke : 

Supreme, all-wilęs eternal Potentate! 881 
Sole Author, ſcl. Diſpoſer of our fate ! 
Enthron*d in light and immortality, 
Whom no man fully ſ:25, and none can ſee! 
Original of Beings ! Power divine ! 8835 
Since that I live, and that I think, is thine 
Benign Creator ! let thy plaſtic hand | 
Diſpoſe its own effe® ; let thy oommand 
Reſtore, Great Father! thy infiructed fon; 
And in my ad may thy great will be done ! 890 


870 


ENGRAVEN ON THREE SIDES OF AN AT- 
LAMP, GIVEN BY ME TO LORD HART, 
Antiquam hanc Lampadem 
E Muſeo Colbertino allatam, 
Domino Harleo inter K s:2c4>:x ſua 
Reponendam D. D. Matthzus Prior. 


— 
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This Lamp, which Prior to his Harley gave, 
Brought trom the altar of the Cyprian Dame, 
Indulgeut Time, through future ages ſave, 
Before the Mule ro burn with purer fame ! 
Sperne dile:tum Veneris ſaccllum, 
Sanctius, Lampas, tibi munus orno ; 
I, ſove calto vigil Harlcianas 
Igne Cameænas. 


THE 
TURTLE azD SPARROW, 
AN 
ELEGIAC TALE. 


OCCASIONED BY THE DEATHU OF 


PRINCE GEORG E, 


1708. 

E HIN D an unfrequented glade, 
B Whete yew and myrtle mix their ſLade, 
A widow turtle peni.ve ut, 

And wept her murder'd lover's fate. 
The ſparrow chanc'd tuat way to walk 5 
(A bird that loves to chirp aud talk) ; 
Be ſure he did the turtle greet ; 
She anſwer' d him as 1:2 thought meet. 
Sparrows and turtles, by the bye, 
Can thiuk as well as you or I: 
But how they did their thoughts expreſs, 
The margin ſhews by 7, and 5. 
T. My hopes are loit, my joys are fled ; 
Alas! I weep Columbo dead : 
Come, all ye wiaged lovers, come, 
Drop pinks and dail.cs on his tomb: 
Sing, Philomel, his ſuncral verſe ; 
Ye pious redbreafts, deck his hearſe : 
Fair ſwans, extend your dying throats, 
Columbo; death requires your antes ; 
« For him, my friends, for him I moan, 
My dear (dlumbo, dead and gone,” 
Stretch*d on the bier Columbo lies; 
Pale are his checks, and dlo d his eyes ; 
Thoſ? cheeks, where Beauty ſmiling lay; 
Thoſe eyes, Where Love. was us'd i play. 
Ah! crucl Fate, alas! how ſooa 
That beauty and tice joys are flown ! 
Columbo is no more: ye Floods, 
Bear the fad ſound to dittaat Woods; 
The ſound let Fcho's voice ror, 
And ſay, Columbo is no more, 
« Ye Floods, ye Woods, ye Echoes, moan 
„ My dar ol 1mbo, dead and gone.“ 
The Dryaa- all forſoak tlie wood, 
And mouruſul Naiad: round me ſtood, 
The tripping ſaw ns and 7airies caucy 
All conſcious of our mutual flame, 
To {gh for him, with me to moan 
Ny dear Columbo, dead and gouc.” 
Venus diſdaia'd not to appear, 
To lend my grief a friendly ear: 
But what avails her kindneſs now ? 
e n2r ll hear my ſecond vow : 
The Loves, tut round their mother fiew, 
Did in her face lier ſorrows view i 
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His efforts all depend on life: 


Their drooping wings they penſwe hung, 
Tacir arrows broke, their bows unſtrung ; 
They heard attentive what I ſaid, 
And wept, with me, Columbo dead : 
« For him I ſigh, for him I moan, 
« My dear Columbo, dead and gone,” 
« Tis ours to weep,” great Venus ſaid 3 
« Tis Jove's alone to be obey'd: 
Nor irds nor goddeſſes can move 
« The juſt beheits of ſatal Jove, 
« I faw thy mate with ſad regret, 
« And curs'd the fowler's crucl net: 


55 


„ Ah, dear Columbo! how he fell, 


„% Whom Turturella lov'd fo well! 
„I ſaw him bleeding on the ground, 
« The fight tore up my ancient wound ; 
« And, whiltt you wept, alas ! I cry'd, 
Columbo and Adonis dy d.“ 
« Weep, all ye Streams; ye Mountains, 
© 2 65 


nz 

« I 9 dead and gone 3 
Still lot my tender grief complain, 
« Nor day nor night that grief reſtrain :“ 
I ſaid, and Venus till reply*d, 
%% Columbo and Adonis dy d.“ 

S. Poor Turturella, hard thy caſe, 
Aud juſt thy tears, alas, alas ! 

. And haſt thou lov'd, and cant thou hear 
With piteous heart a lover's carc ? 
Came then, with me thy ſorrows join, 73 
And eaſe my woes by telling tir -; 

« For thou, poor bird, pernaps may ſt moan 
« Some Paſſcrella dead and gone.“ 

F. Dame Turtle, this runs ſoit in rhyme, 
But neither ſuits the place nor time; 

The fowler's hand, whoſe cruel care 
For dear Columbo ſet the ſnare, 

The ſ:ar2 again for thee may ſet ; 
Two birds may periſh in one uct : 
Thou ſhould'M avoid this cruel feld. 
And ſorrow ſhould to prudence yield. 
Tis ſad to dic !— : 

T, — It may be ſo; 
Tis ſadder yet to live in W . : 

S. When — uſc this canting ſtrain, go 
They ſ-em refolv'd to wed again. ; 

J. When Widowers would this truth dife 

— ted real Lov 
They never ta: ©. 
2 Love is ſoſt joy and gentle ſtrife, 
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8 


95 

When he has thrown two golden darts, 

And ſtruck the lovers* niutual hearts, 

Of his black f:.afts let Death ſcud one; 

Alas! the pleaſing game is done: 

Ill is ine poor ſurvivor ſped, 

A corpſe feels mighty cold in bed. 

Venus faid right nor tears cn move, 

« Nor plaiats revoke the will of Jove. 
All muſt obey the general doom, 

Down from Alcides to Tom | co» aaa 

Grim Pluto will not be Withit 

By ſorce or craft. Tall Robinhood, 

As well as Little John, is dead 
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log 


| (You {:e how deeply I am read): 
Iii bs 


426 
With Fate's lean tipſtaff none can dodge, 110 
_ He'll find you out where er you lodge. 
Ajax, to ſhun his general power, 
In vain abfconded in a flower ; 
An idle ſcene Tithorus ated, 
When to a graſshopper co: tracted; 115 
Death ftruck them in thoſe ſtapes again, 
As once: he did when _ 2 men. 
For reptiles eri, plants decay; 
Fle ſu is but ly graſs turns to hay, | 
And hay tc dung, and dung to clay. 120 
Thus heads extremely nice diſcover 
That ſoles may die ſome ten times over; 
But ct, by too ren d a touch, 
To prove things plain, they prove too much. 
Whate'er Pythagoras may fay _ 125 
(For each, you know, will have lis way), 
With great ſubmiſſion I pronounce, 
That people die no more than once: 
But once 15 ſure; and death is common 
To bird and man, including woman 130 
From the ſpread eagle to the uren, 
Alaz ! no mortal fowl] knows when; 
All chat wear feathers firft or laſt 
Muſt one day perch on Charon's maſt ; 
Muſt lie beneath the cypreſs ſha do, 135 
— Where Strada's nightingale was laid, 
Thoſe fowl who ſeem alive to fit, 
Aſſembled by Dan Chaucer's wit, 
proſe have ſlept three hundred years, 
xempt from worldly hopes and fears, 149 
And, laid in ſtate upon their hearſe, 
Are truly but embalm'd in verſe. 
As ſure as Leſbia®s ſparrow I, 
Thou ſure as Prior*s dove, muſt die, 
And ne'er again from Lethe's ftreams 145 
Return to Adige, or to Thames, 
J. I therefore weep Columbo dcad, 
My hopes bereav'd, my pleaſures fled; 
« T therefore muſt for ever moan 
« My dear Columbo, dead and gone.“ 150 
8. Columbo never ſces your tears, 
Your cries Columbo never hears; 
A wall of hraſs, and one of Iza 1, 
Divide the Eving from the dead. 
Repelbd by this, the gather d rain 155 
Of tears beats back to carth agaiu z 
In t'other the collected found 
Of groane, when once recciv'd, is drown'd, 
Tiʒ therefore vain one hour to grieve 
What Time it{cif can peer retrieve. 160 
By nature ſo.t, I Lnow a dove 
Can never live without her love ; 
Then quit this fame, and light a other; 
Dame, IT acvife you like a brother. 
. What, 7 to mate a ſecoud choice! 165 
In other nuptials to retoice ! 
S. Why not, my bird !— 
7. — Na, Sparrow, no! 
Let me indulge my pleatug woe : 
Thus ging, cooing, cafe my pain, 170 
But never with, nor love, again : 


Diftreſ#d, for ever let me moan 
« My dcar Columbo, dead and ep 
S. Our winged triends through all the grove 


Conte thy mad exc2{s of Love ; 175 
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I tell thee, Dame, the other day 
I met a parrot and a jay, 

Who mrck'd thee in their min:i> tone, 
Ard « wept Columbo dead and gone. 
7, Whate* the jay or parrot id, 

My hopes are loft, my joy» are fled, 

And I tor ever muſt deplore 

Columbo dead and gone. %—S. Encere “ 
For ſhame ! foriabe this Bion-ſtyle, 
Well talk an bor, and walk a mile. 
Does it with ſenſe or health agree, 

To ſi thus moping on a tree? 

To throw away a widow*s lite, 

When you again may be a wife ? 

Come on; In tell you my an, ours; 


« Exmniple draws v prec-pt ſails, 
And ſermons are leſs rea! than tale<.” 

T. Sparrow, I take thee for my friend, 
As ſuch will hear thee ; I deſcend ; 

Hop on, and talk; but hone!t bird, 
Take carc that no immodeſt word 
>lay venture to offend my car. 

F. Too ſaint-like Turtle, never fear. 
By method things are beſt di cours'd, 
Begin we tien with Wife the fir /t : 

A handſome, ſenſeleſs, aukward fool, 


Her act ions did her charms diſgrace, 
And {till her tongue talk?d of her tace : 
Couut me the leaves on youder tree, 

So many different wills had fe, 

Aud, like the leaves, as chance incl n'd, 


She caurted the beau=men lc to-night, 
L*2fſemblee, her ſupreme delight; 
The next ire ſat immur'd, — — 
And in full health enjoy d the ſpleen ; 
She cenſur'd tat, ſhe alter'd 2/15, 
And u ith great care ſet all amiſs ; 


Now ſing, now paut, all G:d kncawos nol : 


Procced we to my jeczud bride : 

Wiel vorn ft.e was, genteelly bred, 
A. d hx bei at board and bed; 
Glad to oblige, ard pad to phaſe, 
Aut, as om Southern wiſely ſays, 

„ Nootur tack bad ſhe in lite, 

« Fit only that ſhe was my uU. 

Þ widew Turtle! cvery ſte 

($06 Nuts pleaſure does decree) 
Areas a goddeis till enjoy'd ; 

But birds, and men, and god are cloy'd. 
Wa: Eicrcules one woman's man? 

Gr 'cve fur ever Leda's ſwan, ? 

Ah! madam, ceaſe to be miltaken, 
Few %arry'd fou! peck Dunmow-Lacon. 
Variety alone gives joy, 

The iwecteft meats the 7oo:.ct cloy. 
What ſparrcw-dame, what dove alive, 
Though Venus ſt.ovid the chariot drive, 
But weuld acciife the harneſs weight, 
ii always coupled to ene mate; 


* See © The Wife's Excuſe, à Comedy.“ 


Who knows but we may influence yours ? 


Who would not yield, aud could not rule: 


Thoſe wills were changed with every wind: 


She cow could chide, now laugh, now cry, 


ort was her retgn, ſhe cough'd, and dy'd. 
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and oſten wiſh the fetter broke? 
Tie freedom but to change the yoke, 

7. Impious! to wiſh to wed again, 
Ere death diffolv'd the former chain! 

. Spare your remark, and hear the reft ; 
She brovg:it me ſons 3, but ( Jove be blett!)245 
She dy'd in child- bed on the neſt. 

Well, reit her bones ! queth I, ſhe's gone; 
But muſt I therefore lie alone? 

What! am TI o her memory ty*d ? 
Muf T not live, becauſe ſhe dy*d ? 
And thus T Yogically fa'd 

(Tis £5 to have a rcafoning head !) 
T« this mv wife? Pr:b-tur not 

For d- ath diflolv?d the marriage-knot: 
She wa, c de, during lite 3 

E., is a pece of h a wite? 

Ar un; it nota wife, dye fee, 

Wy; en no kin at all ta me: 

And he, who general tcars can ſhed 
For folk that happen to be dad, 

May cen with equal juſtice mourn 
For th ſe win never yet were horn. 

T. Thoſe points indeed you quaintly prove, 
But logic is no fricnd to love. 

S. My children then were juſt pen-ſcather'd ; 
Some little corn for them I gather'd, 
And ſent them to my ſpouſe? mother; 
So left that brood, to get another: 
And, as old Harry whilom ſaid, 

Refle ing on Anne Boleyn dead, 
Cockſbones ! I now again do ſtand 
The jollie bachelor i th' land. 

7. Ah mel my joys, my hopes, are fled ; 
My i., my only Lewe, is dead: 

With endleſs grief let me bemoan 
Columbo's loſs !— 

F. —Let me go on. 
As yet my fortune was but narrow, 
I woo'd my coufn Philly Sparrow, 
O' th” elder houſe of Chirping End, 
From whence the younger branch deſcend. 
Well ſeated in a field of peaſe 
She liv'd, extremely at her caſc ; 
But, when the honey- moon was paſt, 
The following nights were ſoon o'ercatt ; 
She kept her own, could plead the law, 
And quarrel for a barley-ftraw : 
Both, you may judge, became leſs kind, 
As more we knew each other's mind; 
She ſoon grew ſullen, I hard hearted ; 
We ſeolded, bated, ſought, and parted. 
To London, bleſſed town ! I went ; 
She bnarded at a ſarm in Kent, 
A magpye from the country fed, 
And kindly told me ft.e was dead: 
I prun'd my feathers, cocked my tail, 
And ſet my heart again to ſale. 

My Hartl, a mere coquette, or ſuch 
I thought her ; nor avails it much, 

If true or falſe ; our troubles ſpring 
More from the fancy than the thing. 
Two ftaring horns, I often ſaid, 

But ill become a ſparrow's head; 
But then, to ſet that balance even, 
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240 | The ching you fear, ſuppoſe it done, 


It you i:Guirs, you make it known. 
Wilk at the root your horns are ſore, 

The more you ſcratch, they ache the more. 
But turn the tables, and refleQ, 

All may not be that you ſuſpet : 

By the mind's eye, the horas we mean 
Arc only ia ideas Cen; 

is from the int de of the head 

Their branches il oot, their antlers ſpread ; 
Lruitſul ſuſpicions often bear em, 

You feel them from the time you fear em. 
Cuckoo! Cucoo that echo:d word 
Oftend> the car of vulgar brd; 

But tho of nner tafte have found 
There's nothing in't beſide the ſound, 
Preferment always waits on horns, 

And houtchold peace the gitt adorns 3 

his war, or that, let factions tend, 

1 ſpark is fl the cue old's friend: 

This way, or that, let madam roam, 

Well pleas'd and quiet ne comes home. 
Now weigh the pleaſure with the pain, 
The plus and minus loſs and gain, 

And what La Fontaine laughing ſays 

Is ſerious truth, in ſuch a caſe ; 

« Who 11'ghts the evil finds it leaft, 

« And who does nothing, does the beſt,” 


I never ftrove to rule the roaſt, 


| She ne'er refus'd to pledge my toaſt ; 


In viſ.ts if we chanc'd to meet, 

I ſeem'd obligiag, the diſcreet 

We neither — careſs'd nor ftrove, 
But good diſſembling paſs*d for love. 

T. Whate*er of light cur eye may know, 
Tis only light itſclf can ſhow ; 
Whate%er orf love our heart can ſeel, 
'Tis mutual love alone can tell, 

F. My pretty, amorous, fooliſh bird, 
A moment's patience ! in one word, 
The three kind ſiſters broke the chain; 
She dy*d, I mourn'd, and woo'dagain. 

7. Let me with jutter grief deplore 
My dear Columbo, now no more; 

Let me with conttant tears bewath— 

8. Your ſorrow docs but ipoil my tak, 
My fifih, ſhe prov'd a jealous Wife, 
Lord ſhield us all from ſuch a lite ! 
Twas doubt, complaint, reply, chit-chat, 
Twas this, to-day ; to-morrow, vat, 
Sometimes, ſorſooth, upon tue brook 
I kept a miſs; an honeit roox 
Told it a ſnipe, who told a fteer, 

Who told it z who told it ber. 

One day a liunct and a lar“ 

Ha wet me {trolling in the dark; 

The neut a woodceck and an ow), 
wich- ghted, grave, and ſober fowl, 

Would on their corporal oath allege, 

I Liſs*d a hen behind the hedge. 

Well; madam Turtle, to be brief, 

(Repeating but renews our rief) 

As once ſhe watched me ſrom a rail, 


(Poor ſoul !) her ſooting chan&'d to fail, 


Fur cuekald ſparrow goes to heaven, 305 
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And down ſhe fell, and broke her hip 3 
The fever came, and then the %: 
Death did the ouly cure apply 
She was at quiet, ſo was I. 

7. Could Love unmov'd theſe changes view? 
His ſorrows, as his joys, are true. 
8. My deareſt Dove, one wiſe man ſays, 
Alluding to our preſent caſe, 
« We're here to-day, and gone to-morrow !” 
Then what avails ſurcriuous ſorrow ? 
Another, full as wiſc as he, 
Adds, that “ a marry'd man may ſec 
« Two happy hours ;“ and which are they ? 
The fr and /aff, perhaps you'll ſey. 
Tis true, when blithe ſhe goes to bed, 
And when ſhe peaceably lies dead; 
« Women *twixt cets are beſt,” *tiz ſaid, 
Be they ol holla:id, or of Lad. 
| Now, cur'd of Hymen's hopes and fears, 
And ſliding down the vale of years, 
Ihop'd to fix my future reſt, 
And took a widow to my nef, 
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(Ah, Turtle! had ſhe been like thee, | 


Sober, yet gentle; wiſe, yet free! 

But the was pecviſh, noiſy, bold, 

A witch ingrafted on a ſcold. 

Jove in PanGra% box confir*d 

A hundred ills, to vex mankind 3 

To vex one bird, in ber handore 

Pe had at leaft a hundred more. 

And, ſoon as Time that veil withdrew, 
The plagues o'er all the pariſh flew ; 

Her ſtock of horrow*d tears grew dry, 
And native tempeſts arm*d her eye ; 
Blac!: clouds around her forehead hung, 
And thunder rattled on her tongue. 

We, young or vid, or cock or hen, 

All liv'd in Zoluss den; 

The neareſt her, the more accurſt, 

N1 for*d her friends, her huſband worſt. 
But Jove amid his aager ſparee, 
Remarks our faults, but hcars our prayers. 
In ſhort, ſhe dy'd. Why then ſhe's dead, 
Quoth I, and once again I' wed. 

Would Heaven this mourning year were pat! 
One may have better luck at latt. 415 
Matters at worſt are ſur- to mend, 

The Devil's wife was hut a fend, 

7. Thy tale has rais'd a turtle*s ſpleen, 
Uzrorious inmate ! Hrd obſcene} : 
Dar*t thou de file theſe ſacred groves, 
Theſe ſilont ſcats of ſaithtul loves ? 
Begone, with flaggiag wings fit down 
On ſome old peut-houſe near the town; 

In brewer? ſtales peck thy grain, 
Then waſh it down with puddled rain 
And hear thy dirty offspring ſquall 
From hottles on a ſuburb wall. 
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Where thou haſt been, return again, | 


Vie bird! thou hatt couver-*d with men; 
Notions libe theſe from inen are given, 
Tine vile!t ereatur-; uncler hea en. 

To cities aud to conrts repair, 
Firttery and falſehood flouriſh there 
Thore ull thy wretched arts employ, / 
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Where paſſion does with intereſt barter, 

And Hymen holds by Mammon's charter; 
Where truth by point of law iz parry'd, 

And knaves and prudes are ſx times marry'd, 


APPLICATION, 
WRITTEX LONG AFTER THE TALE. 
O DEAREST daughter * of tuo deareſt 
friends, 440 
To thee my Muſe this little tale commends, 
Loving and lov'd, regard thy future mate, 
Long love his perſon, thougu deplore his fate; 
S2em young when old in thy Gear huſtand's arme, 
For conſtant v rtue has immortal charms, 443 
Ard when Ilie low ſepulchred in earth, 
Ad the glad year returns thy day of hirth, 
Vouchiate to ſay, „ Erc I could write or fp:ll, 
The bard, who from my cradle wiſt'd me well, 
Told me I ſhould the prating ſparrow blaine, 
« And bad me imitate the turtles flame.“ 4351 
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BURY, 1715. 
12 not old Jaſon, who travell'd through 
Greece, 
To kiſs the fair maids, and poſſeſs the rich fleece; 
Nor ſing I Zaeas, who, led by his mother, 
Got rid of one wife, and wert far for another, 
| Derry down, down, hey derry down, 
Nor him who through Afa and Europe did 


roam, 


| Ulyfſes by name, who ne'er cry'd to go home, 


But rather deſr'd to ſee cities and men, 

Than return to his farms, and converſe with old 
Pen. 

Hang Homer and Virgil! their meaning to 

ſcek, 

A man muſt have pok'd into Latin and Greek; 

Thoſe who love their own tongue, we have rea- 
ſon to ; 


Have read them tranſated by Dryden and Pope. 


But ] ſing of exploits that have lately been done 
By two Britiſh heroes, calbd Matthew and Johnf: 
And how they rid friendly from fine London 

town! 
Fair Eſſex to ſee, and a place they call Down. 

Now ere they went out you may rightly ſup- 

poſe f 

How much they diſcours*d both in prudence and 
"roſe , 

For he fore this great journey was throughly con- 
certod, 

Full often they met, and as oſten they parted. 


And thus Matthew ſaid, Look you here, my 
frierd John, 
I fairly have travell'd years thirty and one; 


Lady Margaret Caveniiſh Harley, daughter of 
1 of Oxford, and afterwards Ducheſs 
ef Portland. 8 


1 Mr. Prior, and Mr. John Mor lay of Halſtead. 
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And, though ] ill carry'd my Sovereign's war- 


rant?, 

T only have gone upoa other folks errands, 

And cow in this journey of life T would have 

A place where to bait, *twixt the court and tac 

grave 

Where joyful to Jive, not unwilling to die— 

Gadzooks ! T have jut ſuch a placz in my es. 
Thera are gardeas ſo ſtately, and arbours ſo 

thick, 

A portal of non, and a fabric of hrick: 

The matter nt wick Holl be all in your power: 

But ti. money, gadzooks! muit be paid in an 

trur, 
For thing: in this world muſt by law be made 
certain: 

M both mul rp unto Oliver Martin; 

For he i3 u lawyer of worthy renown, 

Py bring you to foe : ne muſt 1x you at Down. 
eth Matth:w, Iban, that, from Berwick 
% - 

„ Dover, 

Youve fold all our premiſes cver and over: 

And now, if your buyers and ſell-rs agree, 

You may throw all our acres into the South Sea. 
But a word to the purpoſe : to-morrow, d-ar 

friend, 

Well ſec what to- night you fo hichly commend ; 

And, if with a garden and houſe I am ble, 

Lt the Devil and Coningſey go with the reſt. 


Then anſwer'd *Squire Morley, Pray get a ca- 
laſh | 
That in ſummer may burn, and in winter may 
iplat 
I love dirt and duſt; and?tis days my pleaſore, 
10 take with me much of the ſcil that I mea'ure, 


But Matthew thought better; for Matthew 
thought right, 
And hired a chariot fo trim and ſo tight, 
Tha! extremes bota of winter and ſummer might 
paſs : 
For one window was canvas, the other was glaſs 
Draw up, quoth ſfricud Matthew; Pull down, 
quath friend John, 
We ſhall he both hotter and colicr anon. 
Thus, talking and ſcolding, they forward Cid 
ſpeed; 


And Palpho pac'd by, vader Newman the Swede. 


Into an ol! ing this equipage roll, 
At a town they zall Hodſon, tue 1:gn of the Rull, 
Near a j.;aph with an ur that divides th. high- 
way, 
And into a puddle throws mother of tea. 


: 
Come here, my ſweet lauClady, pray how d'ye 


ar; ? 
Where is Ciciiy ſo cieanly, and Prudence, and 
Sue ? 
And where i: the widow that dwelt here below? 
And the hoftler that ſung about cigat years ago? 
And where is your ſiſter, ſo mild and ſa dear? 


Whoſe voice to her maids like a trumpet was 
clear ? 


| 
| 
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By my troth! ſhe replies, you grow younger, I 


twink: 


And pray, Sir, what wine does the gentleman 


drink ? 


Why now let me die, Sir, or live upon truft, 
If 1 know to which quettion to anſwer you firſt : 


Why things, ſince I jaw you, moſt ſtrangely have 


vary*d, 
The ho ter is hang'd, and the widow is marry'd. 


And Prue left a child for the pariſh to nurſe ; 
And Cicily went off with a gentleman's purſe ; 
And as to my ſiſter, ſo mild and ſodear, 

She has lain in the church- yard full many a year. 


Well, peace to her aſhes ! what ſignifies grief? - 
She roa't-d red ve: !, and ft e powder'd lean beef: 
Full nic-ly He Kiew to coo up a fine dith 3 
For tough were har pul ts, and tender her fiſh. 

F 1 = matter, Sir, be you *ſquire, knight, or 
I'll give you what er a good inn can afford; 

] oulk! look on my el! as unhappily ſped, 
Did I yield to a {ffter, or living, or dad. 

Of mutton a d-licate neck and a breaſt 
Shall ſu in. in the water in which they were dreſt: 
And, becauſ2 you great folks are with raritics 

taken, 
Addle- eggs ſnall be next courſe, toſt up with 
raiuk bacon, 


Then ſupper was ſerv'd, and the ſheets they 
were laid, 
And Motley moſt lovingly whiſper'd the maid. 
The maid! was ſhe handſome ? why truly ſo-ſo: 
But what Morley whiſper*d we never ſhall know, 
Thon up ro'c theſe heroes as hriſk as the ſun, 
And their hor.es, like his, were prepared to run. 
Now when in the morning Matt aſk'd for the 


ſcore, 
John kindly had paid it the evening before. 


Their hreakfaſt ſo warm to be ſure they did eat, 
A cuſtom in travollers mighty diſcreet ; 
And thus with great friend{tip and glee they 
went on, 
To find out the place you ſhall hear of anon, 
Call'd Dow:, down, hey derry down. 
Dut what did they talk of from morning to 
no01N ? 
Why, of ſpots in the ſun, and the man in the 
moon; 
Of the C zarꝰ gentle temper, the ſlocks in the city, 
Tac wiſe men of Greece, and the ſecret commit- 
tee 


So to Harlow they came; and, hey! where are 
you all? 
Shew us into the parlour, and mind when I call: 
Why, yovr maids have no motion, your men 
have no IJue 


Well, maficr, I hear you have bury'd your wife, 


Come this very inftant, take care ro provide 
Tea, ſugar, and toaſt, and a horſe and a guide, 
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Are the Harriſons here, both the old and th- 
young ? 

Ard __ ſtands fair Down, the delight of my 
ſong 


O "Squire, to the gricf of my heart I may 
ſay, 
J have bury d two wives fince you travell'd this 
way 3 
And the Harriſons both may be preſently here: 
And Dewn ſtands, I think, where it ſtood the 
laſt year. | 


Then Joan brought the tea- pot, and Caleb the 
toaſt 
And G was froth'd out by the hand of 
mine hot : 
But we clear'd our extempore banquet ſo ſaſt, 
That — Harriſons both were forgot in te 
ſe, 


Now hey for Down-hall ! for the guide he was 


The > was mounted : the horſes did trot ; 
The guide he did bring us a dozen miles round, 
But oh! all in vain, for no Down could be 
found, 
O thou Popiſh guide, thou haſt led us 
aſtray. 
Says he, tw the Devil ſhould I know the 
way ? 
I never yet travell d this road in my life: 
But Down lies on the left, I was told by my 
wife. 
Thy wife, anſwer'd Matthew, when ſhe went 
abroad, 


Ke'er told thee of half the by-ways ſhe had 


trod : 

Perhaps ſhe met friends, and brought pence to 
thy houſe, 

But thou ſalt go home without ever a ſous. 


What is this thing, Morley, and how can you 


mean it. 

We have loſt our eſtate here, before we have 
ſeen it, 

Have patience, ſoft Morley in anger reply d: 

To ſind out our way, let us ſend off our guide. 

O here I ſpy Down: caſt your eye to the 

wet 

Where wind-mill ſo ſtately ſtands plainly con- 
ſeſt. 


| 
On the weft, reply'd Matthew, no windmill I 
fnd : 


As well thou may ſt tell me, I ſee the weſt. 
wii. d. | 


New pardon me, Morley, the wind-mill I 
fr 72 
Et, ſathful Achates, no houſe is there nigh. 
Look again, ſays mild Morley; gadzooks ! you 
are blind : 
The mill ttands before, and the houſe lies be- 
hid. 
, row a low ruin'd white ſhed I diſcern, 
Unit's and ungla d; I believe us a barn, 


A barn! why you 1ave: tis a houſe fora 
ſquire, | 
A jufiice of peace, or a knight of our fire, 
A houſe ſhould be built, cr with brick, or 
with ſtone. 
Why es plaſter and lath ; and I tliink that's all 
one 3 
And ſuch as it is, it has Qocd with great fame, 
Been called a Hull, and has given its name 
To Down, down, hey derry down. 
O Money! O Morley! it that be » hall, 
The ſame with the building will ud fall 
Wit!: your friend Jemmy Gibbs about vuildu.gs 
agree; 
My buſineſs is land, and it matters not me. 
I wiſh you could tell what a duce your head 
ails: | 
I _ you Down-Hall: did you lock for Ver. 
failles ? 
Then take houſe and farm as John Ballet will let 


you 
For better for worſe, as I took my Dame Betty. 
And now, Str, a word to the wiſe is enough; 
You make very little of all your old ftuft : 
And to - 5 nets by my troth, you grow 
ſimple ! 
Are you young and rich like the maſler of 
Wimple ?* | 
If you have theſe whims of apartments and 


gardens, 

From twice fifty acres you'll ne er ſee five farths 
ings : 

And in yours I ſhall find the true gentleman's 
fate; 

Ere you finiſh your houſe, you'll have ſpent 
your eſtate. 

Now let us touch thumbs, and be friends ere 

we part, 

Here, John, is my thumb; and, here, Mat, is 
my hcart. 


To Halſtead I ſpeed, and you go back to town. 
Thus ends the Firſt Part of the Ballad of Down. 
Derry down, down, bey derry down, 


SPOKEN TO LADY HENRIETTA-CAVESDISHe 
HOLLES HARLEY, COUNTESS OF OXFORD, 


Tn the Library of St Jabs, College, Cam- 
bridge, November 9, 1719. 
Mapa, 
INC E Anna viſited the Muſes' ſeat | 
Around her tomb let weeping angels wait!) 
Hail thou, the brighteſt of thy ſex, and beſt, 
Moſt gracious neighbourf, and moſt welcome 
gueſt. 
Not Harley's ſelf, to Cam and Ifis dear, 
In virtues and in arts great Oxford's heir: 


* Fdward Earl ef Oxferd. 
+ The family ſeat was then at Winple. 


* 
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Not he ſuch preſent honour ſtall receive, 
As to his conſort we aipirc to give. 
Writings of men our thoughts to-day neg- 

lIe&s, 

To pay due homag- to the ſofter ſex ; 

Plato and Tully we orbear to read, 

And their great fetowers whom this houſc has 
bred, 

To ſtudy le ſſons from thy morais given, 

Ard ſhining characters, impreſs'd by Heaven. 

S:ienc* in boos no longer we purſue, 

Mincrva's {elf in Harriet's face we view; 

For, when with beauty we can virtue join, 

We paint the ſemblance of a form divine. 

Their pious inceuſe let our neighbours bring, 
To the kind memory of ſome bounteous king; 
With grateful had due altars let them raiſc, 

To ſome good knight's* or holy prelate*s} 
praiſe : 

We tune our voices to a nobler theme, 

Your cyes we bleſs, your praiſes we pro- 
claim; 

Saint joÞn's was founded in a woman's 
name. 

Enjoin*d by ſtatute, to the fair we bow : 

In ſpite of time, we keep our ancient vow 3 

What Margaret Tudor was, is Harrict Harlcy 
now. 

— —ñ— — 


PROLOGUE IT To Tus ORPHAY, 


Repreſ:nted by ſome of the MWeſtminſter Sr.:lars, at 
Hickferd*s Dencing-Riem, Februcyy 2, 1920. 


SPOKEN BY LORD DUPLIN WED ACTED 
CORDELIO THE PAGE, 


HAT ! would my humble comrades have 
me ſay, 
Gentle ſpectators, pray excuſe the play? 
Such work by hircling ators ſhould be done, 
Whom you may clap or hiſs {or half a crowr. 
Our gencrous ſcenes for fricndſt.ip we repcat 3 
And, if we don't delight, at leaſt we treat. 
Cur: is the damage, if we chance to blunder ; 
We 2 be aſk'd « whoſe patent we aft un- 
2 
How fl] we gain you, à Ii m:de de France 
W-: nir'd this room; but none of us can dance, 
In cutting capers we ſhall never pleaſe: 
Our k-araing does not lie below our knees, 
Shall we procure you ſy mphony and ſound ? 
Then you muſt each ſubſcribe two hundred 
pound, 
There we ſkould fail too, as to point of voice: 
Miſtake us not; we're no Italian boys, 
True Britons born; from Weſtminſter we 
come, 
Ard only tpcak the ſtyle of ancient Rome, 


* Sir T. White, fcundor of St. John's College, 


Cacn. 


Mo Arel liſbep Laud alſa <ves @ generous bene- 


Fetter. 


} 4 few lines of this relague occur in ancther, 
Weie! 43 Printed in Vil. IV. p. 313. 


| 
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We would deſerve, not poorly beg, applauſe, 
Aid fland or ſal: by Freiad®s and Buſby's laws, 
For the dittreſs?d, your pity we implore: 
If once refus d, we'll trouble you u more, 3 
But leave our Orphan ſqualling at your docr. j 


— m 


1 i... A 


HUSBAND aD WIFE. 


H! with what woes am I oppreſt ! 
. Be till, you ſenſeleſs calt ! 

What if the gods ſhould make you blett ? 
H. Why then I'd fing and laugh: 

But, it they won't, I'll wail and cry. 

W. You'll hardly laugh, before you die. 


H. 


TRUTH axp FALSEHOOD, 
4 I # £ E 
NCE. on a time, in ſun-ſkine weather, 
Falichood and Truth walk'd out together, 
Tue neighbouring woods and lawns to vicw, 
As OpPOH will omumes da. 
Thru u a loo ing mad they paſty 
Au ac a brook arriv'd at laſt. 
The purling ftrcam, the margin green 
With flowers beaeci.'d, a vernal cen, 
Ir+tcd cacu u, eragt maid 
To reſt awhile beacath the ſhade. 
Under a ſpreading beach they ſat, 
And paſs'd the time with female chat; 
Whiltt each her character maintain'd ; 
One ſpoke ker thoughts, the other feign'd. 
At I:ngth, quoth Falſchood, {fer Truth 
(For ſo ſhe call'd her from her youth), 
What if, to ſhnn you? ſultry beam, 
We bathe in this delightful ſtream ; 
The bottom ſmooth, the water clear, 
And there's no prying ſhepherd ncar !— 
With all my heart, the nymph reply'd, 
And threw her ſnowy robes aſide, 
Stript herſelf naked to the ſkin, 
And with a fpring leapt headlong in. 
Falſchood more Iciſurely undreſt, 
And, laying by her taudry veſt, 
Trick*d herſelf out in Trutu's array, 
And croſs the meadows tript away. 
From this curſt hour, the fraudfu} dame 
Of ſacred Truth uſurps the name. 
And, with a vile, pert.dious mind, 
Roams far and near, to cheat mankind ; 
Falſe ſghs ſuborns, ard artful tears, 
And ftarts with vain pretended tears : 
In viſ ts ill appcars mot wiſe, 
Arid rolls at church ber ſaint-like eyes; 
Talks very much, plays idle tricks, 
While riſing ſtock * her conſcicace pricks ; 
When being, poor thing, extremely gravell d, 
She ſecrets op*d, and all uoravcild, 
But on ic will, and ſecrets tell 
John aud Joan, and Ned and Nel, 
RKeviling every one ſhe knows, 
As fancy leads, beneath the roſe, 
Her tongue ſo voluble and lind, 
It always runs before her mind: 


* South Sea, 1720. 
7 
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As times do ſerve, ſhe lily pleads, 
And copious tears ſtill ſhew her needs, 
With promiſes as thick as weeds — 
pro and con, is wondrous civil. 

To-day a ſaint, to-morrow devil. 

Poor Truth ſhe ſtript, as has been ſaid, 
And naked left the lovely maid, 
Who, ſcorning from her cauſe to wince, 
Has gone ftark-naked ever ſince ; 
And ever naked will appear, 
Belov'd by all who Truth revere. 


—ů— ü —F-r.——3·PÄͤꝛ 


Tus CONVERSATION. 


. 
T always has been thought diſcreet, 
To know the company you meet ; 
And fure there may be ſecret danger, 
In talking much before a ſtranger. 


« Agreed : What then ?” Then drink your ale; 


IPI pledge you, and repeat my tale. 
No matter where the ſcene is tix*d ; 
The perſons were but oddly mixt ; 
When ſober Damon thus began 
(And Damon is a clever man): 
I now grow old; but till, from youth, 
« Have held for modefty and truth. 
« The men, who by theſe ſea-marks ſteer, 
In lite*s great voyage never err: 
« Upon this point I dare dety 
« The world. I pauſe for a reply.” 
4 Sir, either is a good affiſtant,” 
Said one who ſat a little diſtant: 
« Truth decks our ſpeeches and our books, 
« And modeſty adorns our looks ; 
* But farther progreſs we muſt take: 
« Not only born to look and ſpeak : 
« The man mutt at, The Stagyrite 
« Says thus, and ſays extremely right: 
« Strict juſtice is the ſovereign guide, 
« That o%er our ations ſhould prefide : 
This queen of virtues is confeſt 
« To regulate and bind the reſt. 
« Thrice happy, if you once can find 
« Herequal balance poiſe your mind : 
«« All different graces ſoon will enter. 
« Like lines concurrent to their centre.” 
"Twas thus, in ſhort, theſe tvzo went on, 
With yea and nay, and gre and cen, 
Through many points divinely dark, 
And Waterland aſſaulting Clarke; 
Till, in theology half loſt, 
Damon took up the Evening Poſt; 
Confounded Spain, compos'd the North, 
And deep in politicks held forth. 
« Methinks we're in the like condition, 
« As at the treaty of partition: 
« That ſtroke, fcr all King William“ care, 
„ Begat another tedious war. | 
« Matthew, who knew the whole intrigue, 


«© Ne'sr much :pprov*'d that myttic league: 


« In the vile Utrecht treaty too, 

« Poor man! he found enougli to do. 
© Sometimes to me he did apply: 
„But downeright Dun:table was I. 
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% And told him where they were miſtaken, 
« And courfſeÞd lim to fave his bacon ; 
« But (pass hi: politics and proſe) 
c IT never harded with his foes ; 
« Nay, in his verſes, as a fricad, 
4 till ound ſomething to commend. 
« Sir, I excu©d his Nui<brown Maid, 
&« Whatc*er ſevercr critics ſaid ; 
&« Too far, I own, the girl was try%d ; 
« The women all were on my ſde. 
% For Ala:a 1 return'd lum tharks ; 
« J lik'd her with her little pranks. 
& Ind2cd, poor S glomon in rhyme, 
% Was much too grave to be ſublime.” 
Pindar and Damon ſcorn trani.tion, 
So on he ran a new diviſion ; 
Till, out of breath, he turn d to ſpit 
(Chance often helps us more than wit). 
T'other that lucky moment took, 
Juſt nic! the time, broke in and ſpoke, 
« Of all the gifts the gods afford 
« (If we may take old Tully's word), 
« The greateſt is a friend, whoſe love 
„% Knows how to praiſe, and when reprove : 
« From ſuch a treaſure never part, 
« But hang the jewel on your heart : 
« And, pray, Sir (it delights mc), tell, 
« You know this Author mighty well—“ 
&« Know him! dye queſtion it? Ods-fiſh! 
Sir, does a beggar know his diſh ? 
« J loved him; as I told you, I 
« Advis'd him AHere a ftander-by 
Twitch*d Damon gently by the cloke, 
And thus, unwilling, ſdence broke; 
« Damon, tis time we ſhould retire : 
« The man you talk with is Mat Prior,” 
Patron througa life, and irom thy birth y 
fricnd, | 
Dorſet ! to thee, this Fable let me ſend : 
With Damon's lizhtnets weigh thy ſolid worth: 
The foil is known to Tet the diamond forth : 
Let the feign'd tale this real moral give, 
How many Damous, how few Dorſets live ! 


Tur FEMALE PHAETCN, 


HUS Kitty“, beautiful ard young, 
And wild a colt untam'd, . 
Bc 


Poke the ſair [com whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage infiam'd: 
Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 

Which wie Mamma ordain'd ; 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty rcign*d : 
Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd 
With Abigails forſaken? 
Kitty's for other thiu.g< defignd, 
Or I au much miſtaken. 
Muſt Lady Jenay friſi: about, 
And viſt with lar couſms? 
At balls muſt e mate all the rout, 
And bring hom hearts by dozens ? 


Lady Catbarixe Hyde, new Duch. Qcenſberq 
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What has he better, pray, than I, | DAPHNE.  axd APOLLO: 
What hidden char:ns to boaſt, | 1MITATED FROM TAE FIRST BOOK OF OVID% 
That all niauizid for her ſhould dic, 1 METANORPHOSES, | 
Whilſt 1am ſcarce a toaſt ? & Nympb«, —_ enei, mane,” 
Deare Mamma! for once tet me, RA E, fair — —— abate th 
Unchain'd, ray fortune try ; Diſmiſs thy {-ars, and turn thy beautooup 
Ill have my Earl as well as ſhe*, bs 1 
Or know the my . , With kind regard a panting lover view ; 
IU foo... with Jenny's pride quit ſcore, | Leſs ſwiftly ty, leſs ſwiftly Ill purſe : 
Make all her Jov-r5 ali : Pathleſs, alas! and rugged is the 
They“ grieve 1 wa not loos'd before ; Some ſtone may hurt thee, or ſome thorn may 
She, I was loo#d at all. w | — 
dneſs 1'd, Mamma : DAPHNE. (aſide) 
* n { This care is for himfel, as ſure a5 death! 
Obtain d the chariot for a day, | One mile has put the teflow out of breath; 
And ſet the w-rld on fire. He*l never do: Fil lead him t'other round: 
- * wee a Waſhy he is, perhaps not over ſound. 
APOLLO. | , 
F Nor ill- bred ſw ain, nor ruſty clown am I: 
Were to fair Venus ſhowa, I Claros ific, and Tenedos command 
The Goddeſs (py'd in every face | DAPHNE. 
ns CIS <E Way SW. Thank you: I wovld not Lave my native land, 
Juſt ſo, (and pointing with her hand) | apollo. 
ſhone, fays ſhe, my eyesF, What is to come, by certain arts I know. 
Whea from two goddeſſes I gain'd Np 
xp moy pid. ! Partri 2 
When in the glaſs, and river too, an eee ee 
My face I lately viewed, | — f 
Such was I, if the be true, | Bcbold the beauties of my locks— 
If true the flood. DAPHNE. 481. 
In colours of this glorious kindi | Thot may be counterſcit, a Spaniſh wig 3 
1 painted me; : | Who cares for all that buſh of curling hair, 
My hair thus flowing with the wind, Whilſt your ſmooth chin is ſo extremely bare? 
Sprung from wy native ſea, | | APOLLO. | 
Like thisg, diſorder'd, wild, forlorn, | I fog— 1 
Big with ten thouſand fears, | "DAPHNE. 
Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn, { ——That never ſhall be Daphne's choice: 
Ev'n beautiful in tears, Syphaczo had an adnürable voice. 
But viewing Myra plac'd apart, APOLLO. 


Of every berb I tell the myſtic power; 
To certain health the patient I reſtore ; 
Sent for, careſs d — 


I fear, ſays ſhe, I fear, 
Apelles, that Sir Godſrey's art 
Has far ſurpaſs'd thine here, 


DAPHNE. l 
Or I, a goddeſs of the ſkies, — Ours is a wholeſome air z 


2 The apple, which I won, Pm pretty well, J thank your father Jove; 
_ * ſ-2 had Myra ſcen, And phy ſie is a —_—_ = 2 
jeſtically fair 5 : 
TO Sang eye, the look ſerene, 1 Forlearning ry — I compoſe. 
gay and caſy air; | - 
| , 
With fery emmnlation A 0 brother quacks, and brother 
wondering goddeſs cry%d, | eu * 4 
Apelles muſt to Kneller yicld, | PFF 
Or Venus muſt to Hyde. | 
| 


l From the bent yew I ſerd the pointed reed, 
* The Earl :f Eſſex married Lady Jane Hyde. Sure of its aim, and fatal in its fpced, 


| 
| 
By Myra am outdone, ; | You'd better go to town, and pract ĩſe there: 
And muſt refign to Her the prize, { For me, Pve no obſtructious to remove ;z 5 
. 


4 


T Lady Ranelazh. | DAPHRE. 
I Lady Saliſbury. Then, leaving me, u hom ſure you would not 
$ Lady Jane, ler to the Duke of Douglas ; af. kill, X 
terwardi married to Sir Jobs Stewart. In yeud r thicket excrciſe your full; 
Vor. IV, K K k 
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Shoot there at beaſts ; but for the human heart, | 

Your couſin Cupid has the only dart. | 

APOLLO, 
322 O beauteous maid! yet deign to 
= 9 
A love-fick deity's impetuous prayer; 
er 
DAPHNE, 

Firſt, thereſore, be not ſo extremely rude. 
Tear not the hedges down, nor tread the clover, 
A hobgoblin, rather than a lover. 

Next, to my father's grotto ſometimes come; 
At ebbing tide he always is at home. 
Read the Courant with him, and let "hs 


A little politics ; how matters go 

Upon his brotherepivert, Rhine or Po, 

As any maid cy footman comes or goes, 

Pull off your hat, and ak how Daphne does: 

Theſe ſort of folks will to each other tell, 

That you reſpett me ; that, you know, looks well. 

Then if you are, as you pretend, the God 

That rules the day, and much upon the road, 

You'll find a hundred tries in your way. 

That you may bring one home from A'rica; 

Some little rarity, ſome bird, or beaſt, | | 

And now and jhen a jewel from the Eaſt ; 

A lacquer'd cabinet, ſome china ware; 

You have them mighty cheap at Pe in fair. 

Next, wte bene, you ſhall never rove, 

Nor take example by your father Jove. 

Laft, for the eaſe and comfort of my life, 

Make = your (Lord! what ſtartles you?) your 
w 


I'm now (they fay) fateen, or ſomething more; 

We mortals ſeldom live above fourſccre : 

Feurſcore l your re good at numbers; let us 
ha ___ 7 

Scventeen ſuppoſe, remaining frxty-three ; | 

Aye, in that ſpan of time, youll bury me. \ | 

Mean time, if you have tumult, noiſe and ſtrife.” 

(Things not abhorrent to a marry'd life!) 

They il quickly end, you ſee; what # gaify 

A few odd ycars to you that never die? 

And, after all, youre half your time away; 

You know your buſineſs takes you up all day ; 

Ard, coming late to bed, you need not fear, 

Whatever noiſe I make, you?!l ſicep, my dear : 

Or, if a winterrevening ſhould be long, © 

Ev'n read your phyſic-hook, or make a ſong. 

Your ſteeds, your wife, diachalon, ard rhyme, 

May take up any honeſt godhcad?s time. 

Thus, as you like it, you may love again, 

And let another Daphne have her reiga. 

| * love, or leave, my dear; retreat or fol- 
„ ; 

J Daphne (this pcemi d) ta thee A nollo, 

And may I ſplit into ten thouſand trees, 

If I give up on other terms than theſe ! 

She ſaid ; but what the amorous God reply'd, 
— fate ordainꝭd) is to our ſearch denyꝭd: 
Jy rats, 2!a-! the maruſcript is eat, 
© cruel hanquet ! which we ali regret. 
Pavius, tay laborirs muſt this work reſtore ; 


May thy gaod-will b. equal to thy power! 


PO EMS. 


THE. MICE, 


"> ADRIAN 2 N 
mice, q v ar boy, nteel ſaſt jon, © 
And (what is N 222 

Frelic and gay in infant years, ; 

Equally ſl ar'd their parents cares, 

The tire of theic two babes {poor ereature!) 

Paid his lat debt to human nature; 

A wealthy widow left behind, 

Four babes, three males, one female Hind. 

The fire being under ground and bury d, 

'Twas thought his ſpouſe world ſoon have 

marry*) ; 

Matches propos'd aud numerous ſuitors, 

Moi tender huſtand+, care“ I tutors, 

She modefily refus*d ; ard i wid 

She'd be a mother to her br--d. 

Mother! dear mother ! that endearing thought 
Has thouſand ard ten thouſand fancics brought. 
Tell me, oh! tell me (thou art now above) 
How to deſcyibe thy true mater nal le ve, 

Thy carly pangs, thy grow ir.g anxious cares, 
Thy vsttering hopes, thy fervert piops prayers, 
Thy doleful days and m-larcholy nights, 
Cloyfter'd from common joys and juſt delights ; 
How thou didit conftantly iu private mourn, 
And wath with daily tears thy ipouſe's urn; 
How it employed your thoughts and Jucid time, 
ang? = 4 yaurg offspring might to honour 
imb; N 
How your firſt care, by numerous grieſs oppreſt, 
Under the burden ſunk, and went to reſt ; 
How your dear darling, by conſumption's waſte, 
Breath?d her laſt piety into your breaſt; * 
How you, alas ! tir'd with your pilgrimage, 
Bow id down your head, and dy?d in good old 


age. 
Though not inſpir'd, oh! may I rever be 
Forgetful of my pedigree, or thee ! 
Urgrateful howſoc%er, mayn't I forget 
To pay this ſmall, yet tributary debt ! 
And when we meet at Gop's tribunal throne, 
Own me, I pray thee, for a pious ſon. * * 
But why all this ? Is this your fable? 
Belicve me, Mat, it ſeems a Palc!; | 
If you will let me know th intent on't, 
Go to your Mice, and make an end on't, 
Well then, dear brother | 
As ſure as Hudi's * {word could ſwaddle, 
Two mice were brought up in one cradle; 
Well bred, I think, af equal port, 
One for the gown, one for the court: 
They parted; (did they fo, an't pleaſe you:?) 
Yes, that they did (dear Sir), to eaſe you. 
One went to Holland, where they huff folk,) 
T'other to vend his wares in Suffolk, | 
(That Mice haye travell'd in old times, 
Horace and Prior tell in rhymes, ö 
Thoſe two great wonders of their ages, 
Superior {ar to all the ſages !) 
Mary days paſt, and many a night, 
Ere they could gain cach other's ſght ; 
Atlaft, in weather cold nor ſultry, 
They met at the Three Cranes in Poultry. 


* Hudibr 44. 


— 
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After much bulſs, and great grimace 

(Uſual you know in fucha caſe), 

Much chat aroſc, what had been done, 
What might before next ſummer's ſun ; 
Much ſaid of France, of Suffolk's goodaeſs, 
The gentry*s loyalty mobs rudeneſs. 

That ended, oer a charming bottle 

They enter'd on this tittle<tattle : 

Quoth Suffolk, by pre-eminence 
In years, though (God knows) not in ſenſe ; 
All's gone, dear brother, only we 
Remain to raiſc polterity : 

Marry you, brother; il go down, 

Sell nouns and verbs, and lic alone ; 
May you ne er meet with ſeud, or babble, 
May olive- branches crown your table ! 
Somew hat PII ſave, and for this cad, 
To prove a brother and a friend. 
What I propoſe is jul, 1 ſwear it; 

Or may 1 periſh, by this claret ! 

The dice are thrown, chooſe this or that 
('Tis all alize to honeſt Mat); 

1 take then the coutrary part, 

And propagate with all my beart. 

After ſome thought, ſome Portugueſe *, 
Some wine, the — an thus replies: 

Fair are your words, as fair your carriage, 
Let me be free, drudge you ia marriage; 
Jet me a boy call'd Adrian, : 

Truſt me, I'll do for't what I can. 

Home went well plca+*d the Suffolk tony, 
Heart free from care, a5 purſe from money; 
He got a luſty ſqualling boy 
(Doubtleſs the dad's and mammaꝰs joy). 

In ſhort, to make things ſquare and even, 
Adrian he nam'd was by Dick Stephen. 
Mat's debt thus paid, he now enlarges, . 
And ſends you ia a bil! of charges, 

A cradle, brother, and a baſket 
(Granted as ſoon as cer ] ak it); 

A coat not of the ſmalleſt ſcantling, 
Froc':s, ſtockings, 11-023, to grace the bantling; 
Theſe too were ſ-nt (or I'm no drubber), 
Nay, add to theſe the fine gum-rubbcr ; 
Yet theſe won't do, ſend Yother coat, 
For, faith the fi ſt's not worth a groat ; 
Diſwally ſrrunk, as herrings f.otten, 
Suppo-d ariginally rotten, 

Pray let the next be each way longer, 

Of ſtuff more durable, and ftronger ; 
Send it next week, if you are able. 

Ny this time, Sir, you know the Fable. 
From this, and 1-tters of the ſame make, 
You'll find what 'tis to have a name-ſabe. 

Cold and hard times, Sir, here (believe it). 

ve lot my curate too, ard grieve it. 

At Faſter, for what J cau ſee, 

(A time of caſe and vacancy) 

Ii things but alter, and not undone, 

I'll rifs your hands, asd viſit London, 
Molly ſends greeting; ſo do I, Sir; 

Send a good coat, that's all; good-by, Sir. 


* Snuff, 


TWO RIDDLES, 
FIRST PRINTED IN THE' EXAMINER 1710. 
PHINX was a monſter that would eat 
Whatever ſtranger ſhe could get 
Unleſs his ready wit diſclos'd 
The ſubtle Riddle ſhe propos'd. 

Oedipus was reſolv'd to go, | 
And try what Strength of parts would do. 
Says Sphinx, on this depends your fate ; 
Tell me what animal is that, 

Which has four feet at morning bright, 
Has two at noon, and three at night? 
'Tis Man, ſaid he, who, weak by nature, 
At frſt creeps, like his fellow-creature, 
Upon all four ; as years accrue, 

With ſturdy ficps he walks on two; 

In age, at length, grows weak and ſick, 
For his third leg adopts a ſtick. 

Now, in your turn, 'tis juſt, methinks, 
You ſhould refolve me, Madam Sphinx. 
What greater firanger yet is he, 

Who has four legs, then two, then three; 
Then loſes one, then gets two more, 
Andruns away at laſt on four ? 


EPIGRAM, EXTEMPORE, 
TO THE MASTER OF sT. JOHx's COLLEGE® 171%, 
Sto:d, Sir, patient at your feet, 
Before your-elbow chair; 
But make a bi hop's throne your ſcat, 
Il kneel before you there, 
One only thing can keep you down, 
For your great ſoul too mean ; 
You'd not, to mount a bit:op's throne, 
Pay homege f to the Queen. 


NELL aupD JOHN. 
Nell, given o'er by the Door, wia 
dying, 
And John at the chimney ſtood decently crying, 
'Tis in vain, ſaid the woman, to male ſuch 
ado, 


For to our long home we muſt all of us go! 


True, Nell, reply*d John; but what yet is the 
worſt 
For us that remain, the beſt always go firſt ; 
Remember, dear wife, that I faid fo laſt year, 
Whea you loſt your white heifer, and I my 
brown mare | 


P.IBO ax» CHARON, | | 
Bibo thought ft from the world to 
retreat, 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of ment, 
He wak'd in the boat; and to Charon he faid, 
He would be row'd bac, for he was not yet 
dead. g 
* See the hiflery of this epigram, Cent. Mag. 1774, f 
þ. 16. 

+ Mr. Prior, though he paid a becoming defe- 
rene to the Maſter of St. Jolws, as a Felle of 
that C.ll-ge, thought ſome reſpect wo2s due te the : 
public character winch be ted juſt gere ſuſtained 


in F rae, 
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Trim the boat, and fit quiet, ſtern Charon re- 


WIVES »y iur. DOZEN, 

DEATH ! how thou ſpoil the beſt pro- 
CONE line n= > 
Said Gabriel, who till, as one wife, 

For the fake of her family, marry'd her 

couſm 3; 

And thus, in an honeſt collateral line, a 
He ſtill marry'd on till his number was nine, 
Full ſorry to die till he made up his dozen. 


— — 


FATAL LOVE. 


ay caught his death, ſtanding under a 

pout 

Expetting till midnight, when Nan would come 
out; 

But fatal his patience, 45 cruel the dame, 

And curs'd was the weather that quench'd the 
man's flame, 

Whoe'er thou art, that read theſe moral 


lines 
Make love at home, and go to bed betimes. 


8 


A SAILOR'S WIFE. 
UOTH — in jeſt, looking wiſtly at 
Nelly a 
Methinks, child, you ſeem ſomething round in 
the belly. . 
Nell anfwer'd him ſnãppiſſ , How can that be, 
When my huſband has been more than two years 
at ſea ? 
Thy huſband ! quoth Dick : why that matter was 
carry*d 
Moft f=cr tly, Nell; I ne%er thought thou wert 
marry*d. 


ON A FART, LET 1N THE HOUSE OF COUMORS. 


EADEFR, I was born, and cry*d; 

R I crach'd, I ſmelt, ard { 1 dy'd, 
ike Julius Carſar* was my death, 

Who in the Senate loft hi“ breath, 

Much ali! e cntoml:%d dc es lie 

The noble Romulus ard f: 

And when I dvd, Hite Flor fair, 

I left the Commonwealth my heir. 


—_— 


THE MODERN SAINT. 


HE time with equal prudence Silvia arec, 
Firſt writes a bill dux, then fays her 
prayers : a | 
Her maſs and toil t; veſpers and the play; 
Thus God and A taroth divide the day: 
Conftant ſhe keeps her Ember-week and Lent, 
At Eaſter calls all TTael to her tent: 

Looſe without bawd, and pious without zeal, | 
She {till repeats the ſins ſhe would conceal, 


P OE MS. 


Envy herſelf from Sil vis life muß grant, 
An artful woman makes a Modern Saint, 


THE PARALLEL. 


} ROMFTHEUS, forming Mr. Day, 
Carv d ſomething lille a man in clay. 
The mortal's work might well miſcocry; 
H, that does heaven and earth control, 
Al-ne bas prwer to form a ſoul, 
His hand is evident in Harry. 
Since one 1< but a moving clod, 
Tuther the lively form of God; 
Squire Wallis, you will ſcarce be able 
To prove all poetry but fable. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 
WHO WAS FOXD OF FORTUTNE-TELLING, 


OU, Madam, may with ſafety go, 
Decrees of deſtiny to know ; : 

For at your birth Lind planets reign'd, 
Ar.d certain happineſs ordain'd: 
Such charms as yours are only given 
To choſen favourites of Heaven. 

But, ſuch is my uncertain flate, 
Tis dangerous to try my fate, 
For I would only know from art 
The future motions of your heart, 
And what predeſtinated doom 
Attends my Iove for years to come; 
No ſecrets elſe, that mortals learn, 
My cares deſcrve, or life concern : 
Br:t this will ſo important be, 
I dread to ſearch the darꝭ decrec ; 
For, while the ſmalleſt hope remains, 
Faint joys are mingled with my pairs ; 
Vain diſtant vi:ws my fancy pleaſe, 
And give ſome irt rm-tiing caſe : 
Prt, ſi ould the frurs too plainly how 
That you have doom'd my endleſs woe, 
No human force, or art, could bear 
The terment of my wild defpair. 

This ſecret then I dare not know, 
Ard other truths are uſeleis now, 
What matters. if unbleſt in love, 

Hew long or ſyort my life will prove 
To gratify what low de{'re, 

Should I with ncedleſs haſte inquire 
Bow great, how wealthy I ſt all be? 
Ch! what is wealth or power to me 
If T ain happy, or undone, 

It muſt proceed from you alone. 


A GREEK EPIGRAM 
IMITATED. 
V HEN hungry wolves had treſpaſs'd on the 
fold 
And the rob fepherd his ad ftory told; 
& Cali in Aleides,“ ſaid a craity pricft ; 
« Give him one half, and heel ſecure the reſt.“ 
No! faid the ſrevherd, if the Fates decree, 


By ravaging my flock, to ruin me, 


YRIOR?S POEM S. 


To their commands I willingly reſ gn, 

Power is their character, and patience mine; 

Though, troth! to me there ſeems but little 
odds 

Who prove the greateſt robbers, wolves or gods! 


TO A FRIEND, 
ON nis XUPTIALS, 


— lay bleſt in his Alemæna's 
52 


Three nights in one he preſt her in his arms; 

The ſun lay ſet, and conſcious Nature ftrove 

To ade her God, and to g his love. 
From that auſpicious night Alcides came ; 

What leſs could rife from Jove, and ſuch a dame? 
Maythis auſpicious night with that compare, 

Nor 1:{s the joys, nor leſs the ring heir ; 

He ftrong as Jove, ſhe like Alemæna fair! 


THE WANDERING PILGRIM. 
HUMBLY ADDRESSED TO 
Sin THOMAS FRANKLAND, Barr. 


POST=MASTER, AND PAY=MASTER-GENERAL 
TO QUEEN ANNE. 


Piggot * muſt to Coxwould + go, 
To live, alas! in want, 

Unleſs Sir Thomas ſay, No, no; 

Th' allowance is too ſcant. 
The gracious Knight full well does weet, 

Ten farthings ner will do 
To keep a man each day in meat : 

Some bread to meat is due. 


A Rechnbite poor Will muſt live, | 
And drink of Adam's ale ; 
Pure ele nent no life can give, 
Or mortal ſoul regale. 
Spare dict, and ſpring- water clear, 
Payfcians hold are good: 
Who diets thus, need never fcar 
A fever in the blood, 


But paſs The Xiculapian crew, 
Who cat and aguaff the beſt, 

They ſeldom miſs to bake and brew, 
Or lin to break their faſt. 


Could Yorkft.ire-tyke but do the ſame, 
Then he lite them might thrive ; 

But Fortune, Fortune, cruel dame! 
To tarve thou doſt him drive. 


In Wills old mater's plenteous days, 
His memory e'er be ble! 

What need of ſpeaking ia his praiſc ? 
Hi: gooGueſs ſtands confeſt. 

At his fam'd gate ſtood Charity, 
In lovely ſweet array; 

Ceres and Hoſpitality 
Dwelt there both night and day. 


* THis merry petition TYVas written to obtain tle 


parter*s place jor Will Figgot. 
r Twelve miles north beyond the city 


of Xork, 9 
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But, to conclude, and be conc iſe, 
Truth mut WilPs voucher be: 

Truth never yt went in diſguiſe, 
For na* ed Kill is ſhe, 

There is but one, but one alone, 
(an ſet the Pilgrim free, 


Ani ma' e him ecaſe to pine and moan ; 
C Franiland! it is thee. 


O! ſave him from a drea 1 
To Coxwould he 1 

Bereft of thee, he wends aſtray, 
At Coxwould he muſt dir. 

Oh! let him in thy hall but ſand, 
And wear a porter* gown, 

Duteous to what thou may*ſt command; 
Thus William's wiſtes crown. 


VEXUS'S ADVICE ro Tres MUSTS. 


HUS tn the Muſes ſpoke the Cyprian Dame; 
« Adorn my altars, and revere my name. 
« My fon ſtall elſe aſſume his potent darts, 
« Twang goes the bow, my girls; have at your 
hearts! 
The Muſcs anſ werd, «„ Venus, we deride 
« The vagrant's malice, and his mother's pride: 
« Send him to nymphs who ſizep on Ida's ſhade, 
« To the looſe dance, and wanton maſquerade ; 
« Our thoughts are ſettled, and intent our look, 
« On the inftructive verſe, and moral book: 
« On female idleneſs his power relies; 
« But, when he finds us ſtudying hard, he 
flies.“ | 


CUPID TURNED PLOUGHMAN. 


FROM MOSCHAUS. 
IS lamp, his bow, and quiver, laid aſde, 
A ruftic wallet o%er his ſhoulders ty'd, 

Sly Cupid, always on new miſchief bent, 
To the rich field and furrowꝰd tillage went ; 
Like any ploughman toil'd the little god, 
His tune he whiſtled, and his wheat he ſow'd ; 
Then fat and laugh'd, and to the ſkies above 
Raifng his eye, he thus inſulted Jove : 
Lay by your hail, your hurtful terms reftrain, 
And, as I bid you, let it ſhine, or rain; 
Elſe you again beneath my yoke ſhall bow, ? 
Feel the ſharp goad, and draw the ſervile 

plough; 6 
What once Europa was, Nannette is now. j 


—— 
- 


PONTITUS ax» POYN TIA. 
Pm IUS (who loves, you know, a joke, 
C ha 


Much better than he loves his life) 
ne*d Yother morning to provn! e 
The patience of a well-bred wife. 
Talking of you, faid he, my dear, 
Two of the greateſt wits in town, 
One aſk'd if that high furzę of hair 
Was, b:na fide, all your own. 
Her own ! moſt certain, Yother ſaid; 
For Nan, who knows the thing, will tcll ye, 
The hair was bought, the money paid, 
Aud the r2c<ipt was ſigr'd Ducailly, 


4.38 


Pontia (that civil prudent the, 
— wit much leſs than ſenſe, 
And never darts « repartee, 
But purely in ler own deferes) 
Reply*d, theſe friet ds of your ., my G27 
Are given extremely much to fie 
But prythec, huſband, let one haar 
Sometimes leſs wit, and more good- nature. 
Now T have one valucky thought, 


That would have ſpoil'd your friend” conceit: 


Some hair J bave, Pm ſure, unbought : 
Pray bring your brother wits to ſee*t. 


CUPID TURNED STROLLER. 
FROM AKXKACREOX, 


T dead of night, when ſtars appear, 
And ſtrong Bobtes turns the bear; 

When mortals flcep their cares away, 

Fatigu'd with labours of the day, 

Cupid was knocking at my gate; 

Wbo's there ! ſays I, who knocks ſo late, 

Diſturbs my dreams, and breaks my reſt? 

« O ſcar not me, a har mleſs gueſt, 

He faid, but open, cpen, pray! 

A ſooliſn child, Pve loft my way, 

And wander here this moon-light night, 

All wet and cold, aud wanting light.“ 

With due regard lis voice I heard, 

"Then roſe, a ready lamp prepar'd, 

And ſew a naked boy below, 

With wingss a quiver, and a bow; 

Jn haſte J ran, unloc!'d my gate, 

Secure and thoughtleſ: of my ſte : 

J ſet the child an caſy chair 

Againſt the fre, and Cry*d his hair; 

}:rought friendly cups of cheer ul wine, 

And warm'd his little hands with mine, 

Fall this did J with kind intent; 

J;ut he, on wanton miſchief bent, 

Laid, Deareſt friend, this bow you ſce, 

This pretty bow belongs to me: 

Obſerve, I pray, if all be right; 

J fear the rain has ſpoilil it quite. 

He drew it then, and ſt rait T found 

Within my breaft à ſecret wound. 

his done, the rogue no longer ſtaid, 

But apt away, aud laughing ſaid, 

« Kind hoſt, adicu! we now muſt part; 
« Safe is my bow, but {ck thy heart!“ 


To a PCET or QUALITY, 
PRAISING THE LADY U1%CHDINLKOKE, 


F thy judicious Muſe's ſenſe, 
Young Hinchinbroke ſo very proud is, 

Flat Sachari a and Hortcnſe 

She looks, henceforth, upon as dowdiee, 
Viet ſhe to une muſt fill ſubmit, 

Lo dear Mamina muſt pay her duty; 
Je wonders, praitng Wilmot's wit, 

Thou fhroulP2 forget li: davetitcr)s bLoarty, 


| 


PRIONR'S POL M 8s. 


THE PEDANT. 


SANDER talks extremely well; 
On any ſuFiea le: hien dwell, 
His tropes and fgures will contunt ve: 
Hz ſhould poſſeſs to all degrees 
The art of talk; he praftites 
Full tourtcen kours ia ftour-andetwenty, 


— 


CAUTICUS ALICE. 
O gvod a wie doth Liſſy make, 
That ſrom all empany ſhe flicth ; 
Such virtuous courſes doth ſhe tale, 
That ſhe all evil tongues de ßeth; 
And, for her deareſt ſpouſe*s ſake, 
She with his brethren ouly licth, 


THE INCURABLE. 
Pra: you boat of perſed health in vain, 
— nd laugh at thoſe who of their ills com- 
ain: | 
| That with a frequent fever Cloe burns, 
And Stella's plumpneſs into dropſy turns!“ 
O Phillis, while the patients are ninetcen, 
Little, atas ! are their dittempers ſeen. 
But thou, for all thy ſeeming health, art ill, 
Beyond thy lover's hopes, or Blackmore's f= HI; 
No lenitives can thy diſeaſe a *uage, 
I tell thee, 'tis incurable —tis age, 


TO FORTUNE. 
HIST I in priſon or in court hook down, 


In vain, malicious Fortune, haſt thou try*d 
By taking from my tate, to quell my pride: 
Inſulting gir! ! thy preſent rage abate, 


And, would? thou have nic buinbled, male me 


great, 


NONPAREIL. 
1 ET others from the town retire, 
And in the fields ſcek new delight: 
My Phillis does ſuch joys inſpire, 
No other objects pleaſe ny 1 ght. 
In her alone I ind whate'er 
Beauties a country landſcape grace: 


| No ſtade ſo lovely a5 her hair, 


Nor plain fo ſwect as in her face, 

 Lili-s and roſes there combine, 

| More brauteous than in fiowery feld; 

 Traiſpareut is her ſle in fo fine, 

Io uu; cach cry tal itrcam muſt yield. 

Her voice more ſweet than warbling ſound. 
Though ſung by uightiagale or lark; 

H-r eyes ſuch luſtre dart around, 
Comparid to them, the ſun is dark. 


| Both light and vital heat they give; 


Cheri. d by them, my love takes root, 
Frum her kind looks does liic receive, 


| Grews a fair play?, bears flowers and feu. 


Nor beg thy ſavour, nor deſer te thy froun, 


LRIOR?S 


auch fruit, Iven, did ors docelv- ' 
The common parent ot nating, | 

And made tranſgreſa our mother lv: 
Priſon its chre, though fair its rind, 

Lot fo dlicious is its taſte, 
I canr- from the bait abfain, 

But to ch' inchanting pk aſnre hafte, 
Though I were ſure *twould ed in pain, 


(HASE FLORIMEL. 
IN cndur? ten thouſand deatizs, 
Fre any tarthcr Il comply, 
Oh, Sir ! no man on earth that breathes 
Had ever yet his hand io high! 
Oh! take your ſword, ard pierc2 my heart, 
Undauvoted fee me meet the wound; 
Oh! will you act a Tarquin's part? 
A ſecond Lucrece you have found. 
Thus to the preTirg Corydon, 
Poor Florimel, unhappy maid ! 
Fearing by Love to be undone, 
In broken dying acceats faid. | 


Dclia, who held the conſcious door, 
Inſpir'd by truth and brandy, ſmil'd. 

Knowing that, ſxtcen months b-fore, 
Our Lucrece had her ſecond child. 


And, bark ye ! Madam, cry'd the bawd, 
None of your flights, your high-rope dodging; 
Be civil here, or march abroad; 
Oblige the Squire, or quit the lodging. 
Oh! have I--Florimel went on— 
Have I then loſt my Delia's aid ? 
Where ſhall forſaken virtue run, 
If by her friend ſte is betray'd? 


Oh! curſe on empty friendſhip*s name ! 
Lord, what is all our future view! 
Then, dcar deſtroyer of iny tame, 
Let my laſt ſuzcour be to you! 
From Delia's rage, and Fortune?s frown, 
A wretched love- ok maid deliver; 
Oh! tip me but another crown, | | 
Dear Sir, and make me yours for ever. 


— 


DOCTORS DIFFER. 


Thus Bentley ſaid to him, I pr*ythee, dear 
brother, 
How lik%;t thou this ſermon? ?tis out of my reach. 
MII Oe ſaid Willis, and ours is anv- 
ther. 55 5 
T care not for carping; but, this I can tell, 
We preach very ſadly, if he preaches well. 


EPIGRAM 7 
EEK Francis lies kerc, friend: without 
ſtop or itay, | 


* Biſbep of Gl-uceſter. 
+ Brſbep Atte, bury. 
} See Atterbury's Letters, in Pete's Works, 


Wer-. B 
| ter F prone, © 


ed. 1755. 
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A+ you value your peace, make tlie beſt of your 
Av. 

Though t prefert arreſſed by Death's caitiff paw, 

It be ftirs, he may ff ill have recourſe to the 2 

Aud in tas King's- bench ſhould a verdict be 
ſourd, 

That by livery and ſeiſin bis grave is the ground, 

He will claim to himſelf what is ſtrictly his due ; 

And an action of treſp̃aſs will firaightway enſ. e, 

That you without right on his premiſes g 

On a {.wple ſurmiſe that the owner is dead. 


ON BI5COP ATTERBURY'S BURYING THE 
DUKE OF BUCKISGHAM, 1720, 


c T HAVE ro hopes,” the Duke he ſays, and. 
des 

« In ſvre and certain hope, the Prelate eries: 
Of theſe two learned peer, I pr'ythee, ſay, man, 
Who is the lying knave, the prieft, or lay man? 
The Duke he far ds an infulel confeſt, 

« Hes our dear brother, quoth the lordly Prieſt. 
The — though knave, fill « Brother dear, 

cries z 


And who can ſay tte reverend Prelate lies? 


UPON HONCUR. 
A FRAGMENT, : 


ONOUR, I ſay, or honeſt fame, 
I mean the ſubſtance, not the name: 

(Not that light heap of taudry wares, 
Ct ermine, coronets, and ſtars, 
Which often is by merit ſought, 
By gold ard f#attcry oftener bought ; 
The ade, for which Ambition nA 
In Selden's * or in Aſhmole's + books) 
But the true glory, which proceeds, 
Reſlected bright, from hone't deeds, 
Which we in our own breaſt perceive, 
And Kings can neither take nor give. 


——ñ— 
ENIGMA 
ON PAM AT LOO. 


Y birth Em a fave, yet can give you a 
crown, 

I diſpoſe of all honoprs, myſelf having none 

Pm oblig?d by juſt maxims to govern my life, 

Yet I hang my own matter, and lie with his wife. 

When men are a-gaming, I cunningly ſneak, 

And their cudgels and ſhovels away from them 
take. 

Fair maidens and ladies I by the hand get, 

And pick off their diamonds, though nc'er fo 
well ſct. | 

For when I have comrades we rob in whole bands, 

Then preſently take off your lands from your 
hands. | 


But, this fury once over, Pve ſuch winning arts, 
That you love me much more than you do your 
own hearts. 8 


* Titles of Hur. fOr der of the Carter. 
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KK WW OTE ED 
RAPD half beneath, and half above the 
earth, 


F ſiſters owe to art our ſecond birth ; 

The ſmith”: and carpenter's adopted daughters, 
Made ou the land, to travel on the waters. 
Swifter they move, as t.iey are ftraitzr bound, 
Yet n.cither tread the air, or wave, or ground: 
Taey ferve the poor for uſe, the rich for whim, 
Siak when it rains, and when it freezes, ſu im. 


Tat OLD GENTRY. 


Har all from Adam firſt began, 
None but ungodly Wooltion doubts ; 

And that his ſon, ard his ſon's ſon, 

W:re all but ploughmen, clowns, and louts, 
Each, when hie ruſtic pains began, 

To merit pleaded equal right; 
was only who leſt ofi at noon, 

Cr who went on to work till night. 


But coronets we owe to crowns, 
And favour to a court's affection; 

By nature we are Adam's ſons, 
Ard ſoas of Anſtis* by election. 


Kinfale! eight hundred years have roll'd 
Since thy forefathers held the plough 3 
When this in ſtory ſhall be told, 
Add, that my kindred do ſo now. 
Fhe man who by his labour gets 
His br-ad, in independent ſtate, 
Who never begs, and ſeldom cats, 
Hi mſelĩ can tix or change his fate, 


Tax INSATIABLE PRIEST. 


UKE Pzeacuili admires what we laymen 
1. can mean, 
That thus by our profit and pleaſure are 
ſway'd : 
He haz but three livings, and would be a dean; 
lis wife dy'd this year, he has marry'd his 
maid. 
To ſuppreſs all his carral defires in their birth, 
At all hours aluſty young hufly is near: 
And, to ta e og his thoughts from the things of 
this earth, 
F: can be content with two thouſand a year, 


— = 


A FRENCH SONG IMITATED. 
HY thus from the plain does my ſhepherd. 


V eis rove, 

Forſab ing her ſwaia, and neglecting his love? 
„ i have heard all my grief, you ſee how I die, 
C1: ! give ſome relief to the ſwain whom you fly. 


How can you complain, or what am I to ſay, 
_— dog lies unfed, and my ſheep run a- 
ray ? | 


* Garter King et Arm, 
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Need I tell what I mean, that Ilanguith alone 
When I leave all the plain, you may guels *tis ſor 
One. 


A CASE, STATED, 
OW how ſhall I do with uy love. and my 


pride, 
, Dear Dick“, give me counſel, if friendſtip has 
any 5 | 
"I purge, or let blood! ſurly Richard re. 
ply*'d 
And forget the coquette in the arms of your 
Naunyy, 
White 1 "8 aded with paſho.: how much I de- 
ſerv? 
For the rains and the torments of more than 
a year 3 


She look d ia at alma ach, whence ſhe obſerv'd, 
That it war ted a iorinight to BartP,:.cw air, 


My Cowley and Waller how va'nly I quote, 
While my negligent judge only hears with her 
eye ! 
In a long !''axen wig, and embrotler'd new coat, 
Her ſpark ſaying acting tall better than 1, 


UPON PLATING AT OM?RE WITH TWO 
LADIES, 

F KNOW that Fortune long has wanted ſ ght, 

1 _ therefore pardon'd when ſhe did not 
right ; 

But yet till then it never did appear, 

That, as ſhe wanted eyes, ſhe could not hear; 

I begg*d thit ſhe would give me leave to loſe, 

A thing the does not commonly refuſe ! 

Two matadores are out againſt my game, 

Yet fill T play, and ftill my luck's the ſame: 

Unconquer'd in three ſuits it does remain, 

Whereas I only aſk in one to gain; 


| Yet the,. ſtill contradicting, gifts imparts, 


And gives ſucceſs in every ſuit—but hearts. 


CUPID's PROMISE. 


A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED. 


OFT Cupid, wanton, amerous boy, 
The other day, mov'd with my Iyray 

In flattering accents ſpoke his joy, 

And utter*d thus his fond deſrre, 
On! raiſe thy voice ! one ſong I aſk, 

Touch tuen thy harmonious ſtring; 
To Thyri's eaſy is the taſk, 

Who can ſo ſweetly play and ſing. 


Two kiſſes from my mother dear, 
Thyrſis, thy due reward ſhall be; 
None, none, like beauty*s queen is feir, 
Paris has vouch'd this truth ſor me. 

I Kraight reply'd, Thou know? alone 
That brighteſt Chloe rules my breaſt ; 
Pl fing thee two inſtead of one, 
If thowk be kind, and make me bleſt, 


* Ur. Sbelten. T Mrs. Durban. 


0: --Y 
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Due kiſ from Chloe": lips, no more, 
I crav: ;: He tr nid me ſucceſs; 
I play wito +! my kill and wer, 
My glowi eg pa on to expref:, 
But, oh ! my Chloe, beauteovs maid ! | 
Wilt thc, the wiſh'd reward beſtow ? 
Wilt thou mac Hod what Love ms aid, 
And, by thy grant, his power ſhow ? 


r —— —_ 


3 | 


To rut EARL or CXFORD, 


W KITTEN EXTEMYyORE, 1. LADY GXFORD'S 
81 9 1717. 
EN, in, aud w ib and paper, fend 
} 10 do rnd v „ he > lov ly triend: 


inn.. 4 her fr. * write 
. tat © 4 raphy tbe: gots indite 3 
Gi e „ . Ae 5 pe ice, aud love, 
Thoug en 257 1: may anprove, 


— 
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A LEACTER | 
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WRITTEN IN 


Lavy Howr's Ovip's ErisTiEs, 


OWEVER high, kowever cr'd, the fair, 
However great the dying I vers care, 
Crid, und author, epd him. zc me rciief, 
Rang*d his unruly ſglie, ard fet his grict; 
Taught him what accents tad the power to 
move, 
And always gain'd him pity, ſometimes love, 
But, oh ! what pangs torment the d.! in'd heart, 
a = the wound, yet dares not ſew the 
Wt 
{ What caſe could Ovid to his ſorrows give, 
Who muk not ſpeak, and therefore cannot live? 


” AY , — — — 


AN EPISTLE, 1716. 
PRAY, good Lord Harley, let Jonathan 
Know 
How long you irterd to live incognito. 
Your humble ſervant, 
ELKANAH SETTLE. 


EC Td — CY — 


TO HE 


Hon. Lady Margaret Co mendiſb Farks, |! 


Wi3E!T f . 8 


Y noble, ov. 9 5 P. 2 
Let this mv + le beg you, 

At daw a of mor. , and dale of even, 
To lift your hart and hand- to Heaven, 
In double beauty fay your prayer : 
Our Father fr i, —the 1 „% N:tzre ere: 
And, dearett child, along the day, 
In every thing you do and ſay, 
Obe and pleaſe my lord and lady, 
8o Gad fhall lov t, and angel“ aid ye. 


No ond letter need 1 fed, 
And ſo I reſt your — friend, 


"_—_ —_ mn. _ 


Ir theſe precepts you attend, . 


LINES WRITTEN UNDER THE PRINT OF 
TOM ERTTTON THE SMALi-COAL= 
MANg PAI:TED BY 

Mn. WOOLASTON, | 
HOUGH ͤ doom'd to ſmall-coal, yet to arts 
ally*d, 
R:ch whos wealth, and ſamous without pride; 
N': es beft patron, judge of books and men, 
Btov'd and honour'd by Anolln?; train: 
In Greece or Rome ſure never did appear 
So bright a genius, in fo derb a ſphere ; 
More of the man had artfully bzon fd, 
Had Kneller N and bad Vertuc grav'd, 


; 
TRUTH TCLD AT LAST. 

QATS Pontius in rage, contradi*tting his 

| Wt Wile, 


Inu that, 


3 TPTg71 * 


1 - 
Noir 4. 9214 = 


INH way Ttarriat te tine ER : 
4k V hen ſhe ſhall receive a — anti chine, 
That a body may come to St. James, to dine. 


TRUE” EPITAPH, 
F wit or hong ſty could fove 
Our movldering aſhes from the grave, 
This None had Hill romentd unmare*), 
I ſtill writ profe, True fill have ber kd. 
But covious Fate ha: claim'd its duc 
Here li s the mortal part of True: 
His deathuef, virtues mut ſurvive, 
To hetter thoſe hut are alive. 
Hi; prudence and his wit v ere . en a 


from Marv gracc N- 32% 
He own'd th. 1O0W Or ang ed the Queen. 


That: ſ. wing „uus to be Hloſ.— 
Ye mu mur, let True evince 
That m<o are b als, ond dogs hav: ſenſe! 
His faith aw. en an Whitchall knows, 75 
H. reer could fawn ore tter tanſe * 


By lone obed ence tw conſe- 


Whom he belicx'd were Mary“. res 2 


Nœer 2 u from whence his fove re ign led him. 
Cr ſaarl:: againſt the band that fed him. 

Read this, ve ftateſmen now in ſavour, 

And mend ow own, by Truc's behaviour! 


4: — R 


E p IGR AN. 
O Richmond and P:torburgh, Mott gave his 


— 


00 © You never yet 11.1 me one truth in your lite.“ 

Vext Pontia no way ccd this theſis all- uv. 

« Youre a cucknld, ſays ſte; do I tell you 
truth now?“ 


Vor. IV. 


letters 
Ard thaught they were ſaſe in the hands of his 
be ters. 
| How happend it then, that ti. pac':ets were 
I»: ? 
Theſe were Knights of the Garter, not Knights 
bf the Poſt, 
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Tut VICEROY, 
A BALLAD. 


F Nero, i 
Oi Ad en 
In fam'd Hibernia, I will fing, 

And in a ditty plain, 
He hated was by rich and poor 
For reaſons you ſhall hear ; 
So ill he exercis'd his power, 
That he himſelf did fear. 
Full proud and nt was he, 
And covetous withal ; 
The guilty he would ftill ſet free, 
But guiltleſs men enthral. 
He, with a haughty impious nod, 
Would curſe and dogmatize ; 
Not fearing either man or God: 
Gold he did idolize. 

A patriot * of high degree 
Who could no Jager bear 

This upſtart Viceroy's tyranny, 
Againft him did declare. 

And, arm'd with truth, impeach'd the Don 
Of his enormous crimes, 

Which — 2 hrnony 
In low, but faithful rhymes. 
Againſt this peerleſs peer, 

Search but the archives of the land, 

You'll find them written there, 


Artend, and juſtly I recite 
His treaſons to you all, 
The heads ſet in their native light 
(And ſigh poor Gaphny's fall). 
That traiterouſly he did abuſe 
The power in him repos'd, 
And wickedly the ſame did uſe, 
On all mankind impo#d. 
That he, contrary to all law, 
An oath did frame and make, 
Compelling the militia 
Th illegal oath to take. 
Free-quarters for the army too 
He did exact and force 
On Proteſtants ; his love to ſow, 
Than Papiſt us'd them worſe. 


On all proviſons deftin'd for 
The camp at Limerick, 

He laid a tax full hard and ſore, 
Though many men were flick. 


To the Tune of, Lady Iſabella's Tragedy. 


* Lord Caning ſoy, one of the L:rds Juſtices of Ire- 
3 


1 Earl :f Bellamout im cached Coningſſ y. 
+ Journal, Sal bati, 16 die Decembris, 1093. 


| 


ö 


| 


| 


The ſutlers too he did ordain 
For licences ſſ. ould pay, 

Which they refus'd with juſt diſdain, 
And fled the camp away. 

By which proviſions were ſo ſcant, 
That hundreds there did die. 

The ſoldiers food and drink did want, 
Nor famine could they fly. 

He ſo much Joy'd his private gain, 
He — * hear or ſee; 

They might or die, or might complain, 
Without relief pardie. 

That, above and againſt all right, 
By word of mouth did be, 

In council fitting, helliſh ſpite, 
The farmer”s fate decre- : 


That he, © ciel! without trial, 
Straightway ſhould hanged be ; 

Though then the courts were open all, 
Yet Nero judge would be. | 


No ſooner ſaid, but it was done, 
The b:urreau did his worſt ; 


hny, alas! is dead and 
left his judge — _ 
In this conciſe deſpotic way 
Unhappy Gaphny ſell, 
As truly it might well. 
Full two good hundred pounds a year, 
This poor man's real eſtate, 
He ſettled on his favourite dear, 
And Culliford can ſay t. 
Beſides, he gave five hundred pound 
To Ficlding his own ſcribe, 
Who was his bail; one friend he found, 
He ow id him to the bribe. 
But for this horrid murder vile 
None did him proſecute ; 
His old friend help'd him o'er the ſtile: 
With Satan who difpute ! 
With France, fair Englind's mortal foe, 
A trade he carry*d on; 
Had any other done't, I trow, 
To Tripos he had gone. 
That he did likewiſe traiterouſly, 
To brirg his ends to bear, 
Enrich himſelf moſt knaviſtly ; 
O thief without compare ! 


Vaſt quantities of ſtores did he 
Embezzle and pnrloin 

Of the king's ſtores he kept a key, 
Converting them to coin, 


The forſeited eftates alſo, 
Both real and perſonal, 

Did with the ftores together go, 
Fierce Cerberus ſwallow'd all. 


Mean while the ſoldicrs 
For not one ſous had they : 

His excellence had each man fobb'd, 
For he had ſunk their pay. 


hd and ſobbꝰ'd, 
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Nero, without the leaſt diſguiſe, 
The papiſts at all times 

Still favour'd, and their robberies 
Loox'd on as trivial crimes, 

The Proteſtants, whom they did rob 
During his government, 


Were forc'd with patience, like good Job, 


To reſt themſelves content. 


For he did baſely them refuſe 
All legal remedy ; 

The Romans ſtill he well did uſe, 
Still ſcreen'd their roguery, 


Succinttly thus to you Pve told, 
How this Viceroy did reign ; 
And other truths I ſhall unfold, 

For truth is always plain. 
The heft of he hath revil'd, 
Before and fince her death ; 
He, cru-l and ungrateful, ſmiPd 
When ſhe reſiga*d her breath. 


F ul of the favours kind 
had on him beftow'd, 

Like Lucifer his rancorous mind, 
He lov'd nor her nor God. 

But liſten, Nero, lend thy cars, 
As ftill thou haſt them un; 

Hear what Britannia ſays with tears, 
Of Anna dead and gone. 


« Oh! facred be her memory, 
« For ever dear her name 
« There never was, nor &er can be, 


« A brighter, juſter dame. 


« Bleft be my ſons, and cke all thoſe 
« Who on her praiſes dwell! 

« She conquer d Britain's fierceſt foes, 
« She did all queens excel. 


« All princes, kings, and potentates, 
« Ambaſſadors did ſend : 

„ All nations, provinces, and ſtates, 
« Sought Anna for their friend, 


« In Anna they did all confide, 
« For Anna could truſt : 

« Her royal faith they all had try'd, 
« For Anna ftill was juft, 


« Truth, mercy, juſtice, did ſurround 
« Her awful judgment-ſeat, 

4% In her the Graces all were found, 
1% In Anna all complete. 


« She held the ſword and balance right, 


„ And ſought her people's good; 
ce In clemency ſhe did delight, 
« Her reign not ſtain'd with blood, 


« Her gracious goodneſs, piety, 
« In all her deeds did ſhine, 
And bounteous was her charity 3 

cc All attr ibutes divine. 


. — * 


6 —— 


| 
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« Conſummate wiſdom, meekneſs all, 
« Adorn'd the words ſhe ſpoke, 

„ When they from ber fair lips did fall 
« And ſweet her lovely look. 


* Ten thouſand glorious deeds to crown, 
« She caus'd cire war to ceale : 

« A greater empreis ne'er was known; 
% She fie d the world in peace, 

« This laſt and godlixe att achiev'd, 

« To beaver be wing'd her flight * 
« Her Joſs with tears all Europe griev'd; 
« Their ſtrength, and dear delight, 

« Leave we in bliis this beavenly ſaint, 

Revere, ye juſt, her urn; 


% Her virtues high and excellent, 


« Aſtrea gone we mour:, 


« Commemorate, my ſons, the day 
« Which gave great Anna birth : 

« Keep it for ever and {or aye, 
„ Aud annual be your mirth !” 

Iluftrious George now fills the throne, 
Our wiſe benign good king : 

Who can his wondrous deeds make known, 
Or his bright actions ſing ? 

Thee, favourite Nero, he has deign'd 
To raiſe to high degree ! 

Well thou thy honours haſt ſuſtain'd, 
Well d thy anceitry. 
Can they e' er make thee white ? 

Don't Gaphny's blood, which thou haſt ſhed, 
Thy guilty ſoul afiright ? 


Oh! are there not, grim mortal, tell, 
Places of bliſs and woe ? | 

Oh! is there not a heaven, a hell? 
But whither wilt thou go? 


Can nought chauge thy obdurate mind? 


Mit thou for evgr rail? 
The prophet on thee well refin'd, 
And ſet thy wit to ſale. 


How thou art loſt to ſcnſe and ſhame, 
Three countrics witneſs be : 
Thy conduct all juſt men do blame, 


Libera nos, Domize ! 


Dame Juſtice waits thee, well I ween, 
Her ſword is brandiſh*d high: 

Nought can thee trom her vengeance ſcreen, 
Nor canſt thou from her fly. 


Heavy her ire will fall on thee, 
The glittering ſtecl is ſure : 
Sooner or later, all agree, 
She cuts off the impure. 


To her I leave thee, gloomy peer ! 
Think on thy crimes committed ; 

Repent, and be for once ſincere, 
117 neꝰer wilt be De-Witted, 
LII2 


444 
APOLOGY TO A LADY, 


WHO TOLD ME, 1 COULD NOT LOVE HER 
HEARTILY, EECAUSE 1 HAD LOVED OTHERS, 


PROBABLY BY M. PRIOR“. 
IN IMITATION O” MR, WALLER, 


AIR Sylvia, ccaſe to blame my youth 

F For having lov'd before ; 
men, ere they have learnt the truth, 
Strange Decitics adore. 

My youth (tis true) has often rang'd, 
Like bees o%er gaudy Howers z 

And many thouſand loves has chang'd, 
Till it was fixt in yours, 


For, Sylvia, when I ſaw thoſe eyes, 
'Twas ſoon determin'd there; 
Stars might as well forſake the ſkies, 

And vaniſh into air! 


If I from this great rule do err, 
New beauties to explor: ; 
May I again turn wanderer, 
Aud never ſettle more 
— — —2— 


AGAINST MODESTY IN LOVE, 


OR many unſucceisful years 
At Cyuthia's fect I lay; 

And often bath'd them with my tears, 
Deſpair'd, but durſt not pray. 

No proſtrate wretch, before the ſhrine 
Of any ſaiut above, 

Fer thought his Goddeſs morc divine, 
Cr paid more awful love. 


Still the dj{dainful dame look'd down 
With an iaſulting pride; 

Receiv'd my paſ 2: with a frown, 
Gr toſs'd her hcad al;de. 


Wen Cupid whiſper'd in my car, 
« Uſe more prevailirg charms, 

« Fond, & hining, modett fool, dray ncar, 
« And claſp her in your arms. 


With cager tines terzpt the mart, 
« From Cynthia's feet denart; 
„The hips he warinly mutt invade, 
„Who would poses the hear:.“ 
With that I Took of all my icars, 

My better jortune try'd; 
And Cyntiza gave what ſhe for years 
Had ſaoliftly dei yd. 


DEp—— — 


ON 4 YOUNG LADY'S GOING TO TOW X 
i THz SFRIN+3, 
NF. night whappy Clan, 
Eeneath a fri- nel: wmyrtk's hade, 
With folded arms and eyes cat down, 
Geaty repes'd his love-lck head: 


* By ite manner in aol ich this aud te te: fcl- 
t-wwing little pieces are printed in the O Herd ond 
Van id ge Miſcellany Feems, there is little dude © 
Put they ore te produtticm of the execlient proc: 4 
A. 


Hon 1 bave q/eribed tac. 


Os 
— 
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Whil& Thyrſs ſporting on the neighbouring plain, 
Thus heard tne diſcontented youth compiai x: 


** Aſk not the cane why Iclly towers 
« Faintly re hne their droopi: g heads; 
66 A; ftcariul oi approaching ſrou ers, 
40 I bey rive to nide them in th ir b-de, 
« Grieviag with Ccladoa ty dow: word grow, 
« And feel with him a iy:npathy ot woe, 
« Chloris will go; the cruel air, 
c Regards 0. her dy ing iv uin, 
« Leav-- hid to lac guiſh, to . Pair, 
« And murniur out in 1g. ais pain. 
©, The fugitive to fir Augulia ſiies, 
« To make ucw f.ave', and gain new vY'Arries, 
&« So refileſs monarch., tough pled 
« Of all that we call tate or power, 
« Fancy themiclves but meanly bleſt, 
% Vainly ambitious will ot more. 
« Round the wide world unpaticntly they roam, 
« Not latizfy'd with private iway at home,” 


WHEN THE CAT IS AWAY, 
THE MICE MAY PLAY. 


A FABLE®, INSCRIBLD TO DR. SWIFT. 


PROBABLY BY MR. PRIOR. 


In domibus Mures avido dente omnia captant : 
« In domibus Fures avida mente Qmuia raptant.“ 


LADY once (ſo ſtories fay) 
By rats avd mice infe led, 
Wun gigs and traps long ſought to flay 
The thieves ; but {Hil they ſcap'd away, 
Aud daily her moleticd, 


Great hivock *mor git her cheoſe was made, 
And much the Joſ: did grieve. her: 

At length Grimaltin to her aid 

She call (no more of cats afraid), 
Ard bege'd him to relieve ker. 

Soon as Grimalkin caine in view, 
Thc ver. nin back retreated ; 

Grimalkin ſwirt as igouinoflcw, 

Thoula:ds of mice he daily few, 
Thouſands of rat: d:Ftacd, 

Ne*zr cat Þ:fore ſuch glory won; 
All people did adore him: 

Grimaltir tar all £1: out- home, 

And in his lady's ſavour none 
Was then preterr'd before him. 


Pert Mr:, Ahigail alone 

Eavy*d Grimalkin's glory: 
Her ſavoucite lap-dug now was grown 
Xmetel; him we did bemnun, 

And rav'd like any Tory. 


* The Hints of Hit and the following Feb 
appear ts hive or:i;inated ſrem Je Fable of 
e Old Lady and ver Ca,“ printed in “ The 
General Faſſſerip:“ Mv. 7, 109 They bane 
been bath ejcrie:d ta Dr* Shift. MN. 
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She carmot bear, fe ſwears ſhe wort 
1o ſee thc cat regarded ; 

But *rmly is reſolv%u upon't, 

Ad vow? that, waaticoe'r comes on't, 
vacel have tac cat diicarded, 


She beg+, ſho ſtor ina, ſhe fawns, ſhe frets, 
(Her ar. are all employ'd) «+ 

Ami tell, her lady in a pet, 

Gri-ualziu coi her more in mcat 
Than all taz rats deſtroy d. 


At length this ſp:tcful waiting-maid 
Proquc't a tung amazing ; 
The tevourite cat's a victim made, 
To ſatisiy tui prating jade, 
Aud tair.y turn'd a-yrating. 
Now lap-dog is again reftor'd 
Into his lady”, lavour; 
Sumptuoulty kept at bed ard board, 
And he (e Nab ha; given ber word) 
vill from all vermin fave her. 
Rav much exult at this ſucceſs, 
Aud, overwh-. d with joy, 
Her lady fondly are; careſs, 
And tells ber, Fubo can do no Icſs 
Tian all her focs dettroy, 


But vain ſuch hopes; the mice that fled 
R-turn, ow Gris difcacrded 1 
Whilft Fubb till ten, on sen bed, 
Securely lotl:, his drowſy hcal, 
And leaves cheeſe unregarded, 


Nor rats nor mice the lap-dog fear, 
Now uncontrolPd their theit is: 
And whatſoe*cr the vermin ſpare, 
Nab and her dog betwixt them ſhare, 
Nor pie nor pipin leit is. 
Mean wh le, to cover their deceit, 
At once, and flander Grim; 
Nab ſays, the cat comes out os ꝓpight, 
To rob her lady every night, 
So luys it all on him, 
Nor corn ſecure in garret high, 
Nor ch:eſcc2ke ſafe i: cloſet ; 
The cellars now unguiurd-d lie, 
On every ſhelf the vermin prey; 
And tall Grimalkin docs it. 
The grains from corn apace decay'd, 
Ivo bags to mar t £6 
Complaints came ſrom the dafry-Maid, 
The nuce had ipoib'd her butter trade, 
And ete her cheeſe alio. 
With tis ſame lady once their liv'd 
A traſiy ſervaat-ma.d, | 
Who, h-aring this, full much was griev'd, 
Fear; ber lady was dec vid, 
And halten'd to her aid. 
Much art ſhe us'd for 0 diſcloſe 
Anil tind out the deceit; 
At length ſhe to the iady goes, 
Diſcovers her domeſtic ies, 


And opcus all the cheat. 


Struck with the ſenſe of her miſtake, 
i ac hay, diſcontented, 

Reſolves aguin her cat tc take, 

And ne*cr again ber cat fortake, 
Leit !tc again repent it. 


THE WIDOW AND HER CAT: 
A FABLE®. 


WIDOW kept a favourite cat, 
At fr a gentle creat:ire ; 
Lit, when lie was grown 1.cek and fat, 
With many a movic, and many a rat, 
He ſoon diſclos'd his nature. 


The fox and he were fricnds of old, 
Nor could they new be parted ; 
They nichtly unk to rob the fold, 
Devour'd the lambe, the fieeces ſold 3 
And Puſ; grew hon-hearted, 
He ſcratch'd her maid, he ſtole the cream, 
He tore her bett lac'd pianer 
Nor Chanticlzer upon the beam, 
Nor chic, nor due ling ſcapes, when Grim 
Invites the fox to dinner. 
The dame full wiſcly did decree, 
For fear he ſhould diſpatch more, 
That the falſe wretch ſhould worried be: 
But in a ſaucy manner he 
Thus ſpeeck'd it like a Lechmere* ; 
« Muſt 1, again all right and law, 
« Like pole-cat vile be treated? 
« J, who ſo long with tooth and claw, 
« Have kept domeſiic mice in awe, 
And forcign foes defcated ! 


« Your golden pippins, and your pies, 
« How oft have I defended! 
« »Tis true, the pinner which you prize, 
« I tore in fyolick ; to your eyes 
« I] never harm intended. 


« Lam a cat of hogour Pole Stay 
Quoth ſhe, „ no longer parley; 

« Whate er you did in battle 1ay, 

« By law of arms, became your prey: 
« ] hope you won it farly, 


„ Of this we'll grant you ftand acquit, 
„But not ot your outragces : 

« Tell mc, perfidious! was it fit 

« To mak? my cream a perquiſite, 
« And tteal, to mend your wages? 


& So flagrant is thy infolenc*, 
« $» vile thy brzazh of trutt ic, 

% That lor.ger with thee to diſpenſe, 

« Were wa.:t of power, or want of ſenſe— 
« Here, Towzer -o him juſuze.” 


*% In TindaPs ** Continuation of Rapin, XVII 
484, this Fable is ſaid ts be by Frier er Swift. 
In Bes ** Political State,” 1720, p. $19, 
ewh:re it is apli:d to the Dute Mariberengł, 
it is ſaid te be by Swift or Prior. MN. 


* The celebrated layer. N. 
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SS 6. 3-0 


SET TO MUSIC 
BY THE MOST EMINENT MASTERS, 


I. SeT BY Mx. Arzt. 


EADING ends in melarchoiy ; 
Wine breeds vices and di:caſ2s ; 
Wealth is but care, ad love but folly; 
Only friendſhip truly pleaſes. 
My wealth, my booi:s, my flaſl:, my Molly; 
Farcwell all, it triendſiip c:aſcs. 


II. Ser ey Ms. Purcerii. 


HITHER would my paſſion run, 
Shall I fly her, or purſuc her:? 
Loſing her, I am undone ; 
Yet would not gain her, to undo her. 


Ye tyrants of the human hrea?, 
Love and Reaſon ! ceaſe your war, 

And order Death to give me reft; 
So each will equal triumph ſhare. 


III. Ser BY Ms. De Fescn, 

TREPHONETTA, why d'ye fiy me, 
8 With fuch rigour in your eyes? 

! *tis cruel to deny me, 

Since your charms I ſo much prize, 
But ] plainly ſee the reaſon, 

Why in vain I you purſued; 
Her to gain *twas out of ſeaſon, 

Who before the chaplain uod. 


IV. Scr By Mx. SmiTg. 

ORE, weep no more, for *tis in vun; 
(_ Torment not thus your pretty heart ; 
Think, Flavia, we may meet again, : 

As wel! as, that we now muit part. 


You ſigh and weep; the God's neglect 
That precious dew your eyes let fall ; 
Orr joy aud grief with like reſpect 
They mind; and that is, not at all. 
Me pray, in hopes they will be kind, 
As if they did regard our ſtate: 
They hear; aud the returu we find 
Is, that no prayers can alter ſate. 


Then clear your brow, and look more gay, 
Do not yourſelr to grief reſign ; 
Who Enows but that thoſe powers may, 
The pair they now have parted, join ? 
Fut ſince they have thus cruel been, 
And could ſuch conſtant lovers ſever ; 
I fore not truſt, left, now they're in, 
They ſhould divide us two for ever. 
Then, Flavia, come, and let us grieve, 
Remembering though upon what ſcore ; 
This our laſt parting look believe, 
Believe ve muſt embrace no more, 


Yet ſhould our ſun ſhine out at laft, 
Ard Fortune, without more deceit, 
Throw but one reconciliug caſt, 
To mate two wa.dering lovers meet; 


How great then would our pleaſure be, 
To find Heave,. kinder thai believ'd ; 

And we, who had no hopes t» fee 
Each other, to b thus decerv'd ! 

But ſay, ſhorld Hea 120 bring Þv; relief, 
Su ou fon .- could erer riſe ; 

Why then what's que to ſuch grief, 
We've paid already with our ey es. 


V. Sgr rr Mn. De Frscx. 


E T perjur'd fair An ynta xnow, 
What or her ſake I undergo, 
el her for ber how I ſulain 
A lingering fovcr% waſting pain; 
Tei! her the torments I endure, 
Wiica oaly, only it ce can cure. 


But, oh 1 ſhe ſcor is to hear, or ſce, 
The wretch that lies ſo low as me; 
Her ſudden greatneſs turns her brain, 
Aud Stcephon hopes, alas! in vain : 
For ne*%er twas found (though often try'd) 
That pity ever dwelt with pride. 


VI. Ser BY Mn. Sur. 


HILLIS, fmce we have both been kind, 
And of each other had our fill; . 
Tell me what pleaſure you can find, 
In forcing nature gainſt her will. 
Tis true, you may with art and pain, 
Keep in ſome glowings of debre ; 
But tl thoſe glowings which remain, 
Are only aſhes of the fire. 
Then let us free each other”s ſoul, 
And laugh at the dull conſtant fool, 
Who would Love's Liberty control, 
And teach us'bow to whine by rule. 
Let us no impoſitions ſet 
Or clogs a each other's heart ; 
But, as for 314 met, 
So now for plcaſure let us part. 
We both have ſpent our ſtock of love, 
So conſequently ſhould be free; 


Thyrſis expects you in yon? grove, 
And pretty Chloris ſtays for me, 


VII. Ser er Ms. Ds Fxscn. 


HILLIS, this pious talk give ofer, 
And modeſtly pretend no more; 
It is too plain an art : 
Surely you take me for a fool, 
And would by this prove me ſo dull, 


. 4 #3 
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| In vain you fancy to deceive, 
For I can ne*er believe 
But this is all a ſham : 
| Since any one may plainly ſee, 
| You'd only ſave yourſelf with me, 
| And with another damn. 


VIII. SeT BY Ma. SmirTn, 


TILI, Dorinda, I adore, 
Think I mean not to'deceive you; 
For I lov'd you much befcre, 
And, alas ! now love you-more, 
Though I force myſelf to leave you. 


ing, I my vows ſhall fail; 
_ Vields, as love grows ſtronger 3 
Fierce deſ;res will ſure prevail; 
You are fair, and I am trail, 
And dare truſt myſelf no longer. 


You, my love, too nicely cy, 
Leſt I ſhould have gain'd the treaſure, 
Made my vows and oaths deſtroy 
The pleaſing hopes I did enjoy 
Of all my future peace and pleaſure, 
To my vows I have been true, 

And in filence hid my anguiſh, 
But I cannot promiſe too, 
What my love may make me do, 
While with her for whom I languiſh. 


For in thee ſtrange magic lies, 

And my heart is too, too tender ; 
Nothing's proof again thoſe eyes, 
Beſt reſolves and ſtricteſt ties 

To their force muſt ſoon ſurrender. 
But, Dorinda, you're ſevere, 

I maſt doating, thus to ſever ; 
Since from all I hold moſt dear, 
That you may no longer fear, 

I divorce myſclf for ever. 


— . — UU 


IX. Ser BY Mx. De Fescn. 


S it, O Love, thy want of eyes, 
Or by the Fates decreed, 
That hearts ſo ſeldom ſympathize, 
Or for each other bleed ? 


If thou would'ſt make two youthful hearts 

One amorovs ſhaft obey ; 

Twould ſave thee the expence of darts, 
And more extend thy ſway. 


Thyſelf, thy growing power; 
For that which would be ftretch'd by joy, 
Dcſpair will ſoon devour. 


Ah ! wound then my relentleſs fair, 
For thy own ſake and mine 

That boundleſs bliſs may be my ſhare, 
And double glory thine, 


X. Ser BY Ma. SmiTa. 


Wat what ails you ? why look you 
To tiank aud neter drink, will make you flark- 
'Tis the mitrſs, the friend, and the bottl:, old 
Which ercate all the pleaſure poor mortals en- 


V ; 
But wine of the three's the moſt cordial brother, 
For one it relieves, and it ſtrengthens the other. 


XI. SeT BY Mx. Sutru. 


INCE my words, though ne'er ſo tender, 
8 With ſw.c-rct truth exprett, 
Cannot make your heart ſurres der, 

Nor ſo much as warm your breaſt : 


What will move the ſprings of nature? 
What will make you think me true? 
Tell me, thou myſterious creature, 


Tell poor Strephon what will do. 
Do not, Charmion, rack your lover, 
Thus, by ſeeming not to know 

What ſo plainly all diſcover, 
What his eyes ſo plainly ſhew. 
Fair one, tis yourſelf deceiving, 
'Tis againſt your rcaſon's law: 
Atheift-like (th* effect perceiving) 
Still to diſbelie ve the cauſe, 


XII. SST ey Ms. Ds Fescn. 
ORELLA, charming without art, 
And kind without deſign, 

Can never loſe the ſmalleſt part 

Of ſuch a heart as mine. 


Oblig'd a thouſand ſeveral ways, 
It ne'er can break her chains; 

While paſſion, which her beauties raiſe, 
My gratitude maintains. 


XIII. SeT »y Ms. De Fescn, 


OVE! inform thy faithful creature 
How to keep his fair one*s heart; 
Muſt it be by truth cf rature, 
Or by poor diſiembling art, 
Tell tue ſecret, ſhew the wonder, 
How we both may gain our ends; 
I am loſt if we're aſunder, 
Ever tortur'd if we're friends, 


— 


XIV. SeT By Ma. De Fescy, 


OUCH the lyre, on every ſtring, 
Touch it, Orpheus, I will firg 


| 
A % which ſhall immortal be; 


Since ſhe I ſing's a deity ; 
A Leonora, whoſe bleſt birth 


Has no relation to this earth, 
1 . 


XV. Ser By Ms. Sutru. 


NCE I was unconfn'd and free, 
Would I had been ſo ſtill ! 
Enjoying ſweete il liberty, 
And roving at my will. 
But now, not maſter of my heart, 
Cupid does ſo decide, 
That two fre-tyrants frall it part, 
And ſo poor me divide. 


ViRoria's will I muſt obey, 
She acts without control: 

Phillis bas ſuch a tab ing way, 
She charms my vcry ſoul. 


Dcceiv*d by Phillis? looks and ſmiles, 
Into her ſnares I ron : 

Vi*oria ſrews me all her wiles, 
Which yet I dare not ſhun. 

From one I fancy every kiſs 
Has ſomething in't divine: 

And, awcul, taſte the balmy bliſs, 
That joias her lips with mine. 

But, when the other 1 embrace, 
Though ſhe be not a queen, 

Methinłs *t's ſweet with ſuch a laſs 
To tumble on the green. 


Thus here you ſee a ſ-ared heart, 
But I, meanwhile, the fool: 
Each in it has an equal part, 
But ncither yet the whole. 


Nor will it, if I right forecaſt, 
To either wholly yield : 

I find the time approaches faft, 
When both muſt quit the feld, 


> > — — 7 — 


XVI. Ser ny Ms. De Fescn. 
AREWELL, Armynta, we muſt part; 


. The charm has loſt its power, 
Which held ſo faſ my captiv'd heart 
Until this fatal hour. 


Hadft thou not thus my love abus'd, 
And us'd me ner ſo ill, 

Thy cruelty I had excus*d, 
And I had loved thee ſtill. 


But knew, my foul diſdains thy ſway, 
And ſcorns thy charms and the, 

To which each fluttering coxcon:b may 
As welcome be as me. | 
Think in what perfect bliſs you reign'd, 

How lord before thy fall; 
And now, alas ! how much diſdai:.'d 
By me, and ſcorn'd by all. 


Yet thinking of each happy hour, 
Which I with thee have ſper:t, 

So robs my rage of all its power, 
That I almoſt relent. 


But pride will never let me bœw, 
No more thy charms can move: 
Yet thou art worth my pity n W, 
Becauſe thou hadft my love. 


| 
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XVII. Ser ry Ma. Surry, 


| . my Love, as true à heart, 


As ever lover gave: 


Tis free (it vows) from any art, 


And proud to be your ſlave. 


Then take it kindly, as *twas meant, 


And let the giver live :; 


Who, with it, uud the world have ſent, 


Had it been his to give. 


And, that Dorinda may not ſcar 


Joer will prove untruc, 


My woll, ending with the year, 


With it begin ancw. 


XVIII. Seri Mx. Des Fzzen. 


ANN bluſhes when I woo her, 
And, with Findly-et ting eyss, 


Faintly ſays, I 2 all undo her, 


Faiutly, O forbear! fe cries. 


But her breaſts while I am preFag, 


While to hers my lips I join, 


Warm'd ſhe feems to taſie the bleſſings 


And her kiſſes anſwer mine. 


Undebauch'd by rules of honour, 


Innocence with nature charms ; 


One bids, gently puſh me from her, 
T? 


* 
7 


, take me in her arms, 


— ——̃ ̃ œůꝛ‚ ̃ ( — 
XIX. SeT BY Mx. Smirn, 


CUINCE. we your huſtaod daily ſee 


So jealons out of ſeaſon, 


Philles, let you and J agree 


To make him ſo with reaſon. 


I'm vext to think, that every night 


A ſot, within thy arms, 


Taſting the moſt divine delight, 


Should fully all your charms. 


While fretting J muſt lie alone, 


Curſing the powers divine, 


| That unde ſorvedlly nave thrown 


A pearl unto a ſwine. 


Then, Philti-, heal my wounded hegt, 


My burni-s paſſion cool; 


Let me, at Laſt, in thee have part 


With thy inipid fool. 


XX. Ser yy C. R. 


MILLIS, give this humour aver. 
W too long luv time abus'd; 


1 ſhall turn an orrant rover, 


Tf the favour?s ſtill reſus'd. 


Faith! *tis nonſenſe out of meaſure, 


Without erding, thus to ſee 


Women forc'd to taſte a pleaſure 


Which they ive as well a: we. 


Let no: pride ard folly ſhare you, 


We were made but to gnioy: 


Neer Mill age or cenſure ſpare you, 


E'er the more for being cop, 


a - 


PRIOR'S POEM S. 


Ne ver fancy time's before you, , 
Youth, believe me, will away ; 
Then, alas | who will adore you, 
Or to wrinkles tribute pay ? 
All the ſwains on you attendi 
Show how — your — deſcrve ; 
But, miſer-like, for fear of ſpending, 
You amidſt your plenty itarv- 
While a thouſand freer laſſes, | 
Who their youth and charms empluy, 
Though their beauty their's ſurpaſſes, 
Lrve in tar more pcrie& joy. 
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Haſte to the bower thy ſwain has made; 
For thee alone I made the bower, 

And firew*d the couch with many a flower, 
None but my ſheep ſhall near us come: 
Venus be prais'd ! my are dumb. 
Great God of Love ! take my crook, 
To keep the wolf from Nannette's flock. 
Guard thou the ſheep, to her ſo dear; 

My own, alas ! are leſs my care. 

But of the wolf if thou'rt afraid, 

Come not to us to call for aid ; 

For with her ſwain my love ſhall ſtay, 


Though the wolf prowl, and the ſheep ſtray. 


XXII. Ser ey Ms, Ds Fescs. 


INCE by ill fate Pm forc*d away, | 
And ſnatch'd ſo ſoon from thoſe dear arma, 
Againſt my will I mutt obey, 
And leave thoſe ſweet endearing charms. 


Yet ſtill love on, and never fear, 

But you and conſtancy will prove 
Enough my preſent flame to bear, 

And make me, though in abſence, love, 


For, _— 7 preſence fate denies, 
I feel, alas! the killing ſmart; 
And can, with undiſccrned eycs, 


Bebold/your picture in my heart, 


III. SeT By Mz. Ds Fescu. 
vain, alas ! poor Strephon tries 
To eaſe his tortur'd breait ; 
Since Amoret the cure denics, 
And makes his pain a jeſt. 
Ab! fair-onc, why to me ſo coy ? 
And why to him ſo true, : 
Who with more coldne ſs lights the joy, 
Than I with Love purſue ? 
Die then, unhappy Lover! die; 
For, ſince ſhe gives thee d-ath, 
The world has nothing that can buy 
A minute more of breath, 


Yet, though I could your ſcorn outlive, 
Twere folly : ſince to me 

Not love itſelf a jc can give, 
But, Amorec, in thee, 


Vo L. IV. 
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XXIV, Srr u Ma. Ds Fescn. 


! I will never more 

Or call the Fates unkind; 

Alas! how fond it is, bow vain ! 

But ſelf-conceitedneſs does reign 
In every mortal mind, 

Tis true they long did me deny, 
Nor would permit a fight: 
— ＋ for I could not eſpy, 
Or think that any harm le 
Diſguis'd in that delight. 
Atlaft, my wiſhes to fulfil, 

did their power reſign ; 
T faw her; but I wiſh 1 ſti 
Had been obedient to their will, 
And they not unto mine. * 


Yet I by this have learnt the wit, 
Never to grieve or fret: 

Contentedly I will ſubmit, 

And think that beſt which they think ft, 
Without the leaſt regret, 


XXV. Ser By Ma. C. R. 
HLOE beauty has and wit, 4 
And an air that is not common: 
Every charm in her does meet, 
Fit to make a handiome woman, 
But we do not only find 
Here a lovely face or feature; 
For ſhe's merciful and kind, 
Beauty's anſwerꝰd by good-nature. 
She is always doing good, 
Of her favours never ſparing, 
And, as all good Chriſtians ſhould, 
Keeps poor mortals from deſpairing. 


Jove the power knew of her charms, 
ng — 
So, providing gainſt all harms 
12233 
And *twould be a cruel thing, 
When her black eyes have rais'd deſire, 
Should he not her bucket bring, 
And kindly help to quench the fire. 


XXVI. 


INCE, 8y, I mun bid adieu, 

How can 1 help defpairing? - 
Let crucl fate us ſtill purſue, 

There's nought more worth my caring, 


Twas ſhe alone could calm my ſoul, * 
Wheh racking thoughts did grieve me 
Her eyes my trouble could control, 
And into joys deceive me. 
Farewel, ye brooks ; no more along 
Your banks mun I be walking ; 
No more you'll hear my pipe or ſong, 
Or pretty Moggy's talking. 
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But I by death an end will 

To grief, fince we mun 2 
For who can after parting live, 
Ought to be wretched ever. 


XXVIL 
Jo kind angel, gently flying, 

8 Mov'd with pity 4b my pain, 
ell Corinna I am dying, 

Till with joy we meet again. 


Tell Corinna, fince we parted, 

I have never knowa delight : 

And ſhall ſoon be broken hearted, 
If Tlonger want her fight. 

Tell her how her lover, mourning; 
Thinks each lazy day a year; 

Curſing every morn returning, 
Since Corinna is not here, 


Tell her too, not diſtant places, 
Will the be but true and kind, 
Join'd with time and change of faces, 
er ſhall ſhake my conftant mind. 


—————— 


xXxVII. NELLY. 


others proclaim 
This nymph, or that ſwain, 
Deareſt Nelly the lovely I'll fing ; 

She ſhall grace every verſe, 

Pll her beauties rehearſe, | 
Which lovers can't think an i thing. 


Her eyes ſhine as bright 
As ſtars in the night, 

Her complexion divinely as fair ; 
Her lips, red as a cherry, 
Would a hermit make merry, 

And hlack as u coal is ber hair, 


Her breath, like à raſ-, 
Its ſweets does diſcloſe, 
Whenever you raviſh a kiſs ; 

Lilie ive ry incha d, 
Her teeth are well-plac'd, 
An exquiſite beauty the is. 


Her plump breafts are white, 
Delighting the ! ght, | 
There Cupid diſcovers her charms 7 
Oh ! ſpare then the reſt, 
And think of the beit: 
Tis Hraven to die in her arins. 


* 
* 
_- 


She's blooming as May, 
Brick, lively, and gay; 

The —_ all rourd about her : 
She*s prudent and witty, a 
Sir gs wondrouſly pretty, 

And there is no living without her. 


1 
þ 
| 


it 


 MISCELLANE A. 
| 


| ap 

| COMITEM DORCESTRIEZ, 

| IN ANXUM INEUNTEM 1684. 

AD JANUM. 

| CIC tua perpetuis fument altaria donis, 

| Plurima fic fammz pabula mittat Arabs ; 

Sic dum facra novis redimuntur tem ſertis, 

Ne ſtoreos poſcant fœmina virque . 

Caſſide de po ta, placide ſc nuncia pacis 
Janua ſopito cardine limen amet: 

Candida procedant feftivo tem motu, 
Et faveat Domino quzlibet meo ! 

Publica conciliis grãvibus ſeu commoda traftet, 
Seu vacuum peQus wor urat amor; 

Seu pia mordaci meditetur vulnera charts, 

Vulnera quæ tali ſola le vantur ope ; 

| oblito facilis mea carm.ina faſtu, 

| O! carmmibus conſule, Dive, meis, 

Jane fave, Domini veniet natalis ad aras : 
O! ſuperis ipſis ſacra fit iNa dies; 
Sacra fit illa dies, nveo que notata lap 


| Qui tulit illuftris nobile mater onus, | 


mihi, t ' . . Q q it 
| — Dope decile — 


AD DOM. GOWER, COLL. MAG ISTRUM, 
EPISTOLA DEPRECATORIA. 
| ISI tua jampridem benev:lentiam & laudatam 
N ab ex — audivifſem, & expertus ipſe ſæ- 
pi me . e, & puder & rriftitia conſcio mubs 
filentium indixifſent : at enim V. R. dam coram pa- 
| trons, amico, fatre, prevolver, te men dubitat im- 
 petrare andax delor per accepta chim beneficia, per ef- 
 Pluentes lacrymas (& ha mentiri neſctuxt) pergue 
tum ifthunc celeberrimum candoren'y quem imprudens 
læſ, ſelicitus repeto 3 igneſcas, & obliteres 
| Crimen, ut non ſolum ad condiſcipuloram menſam, Jed 
ad magiſtri gratiam reflituatur, faveris tui fludiofiſ- 
1 M A 


femur, 


| CARMEN DEPRECATORIUM 

| AD EUNDEM., 
IRATAS acuit dum læſus Apollo ſagittas, 

Neglectas renovat mœſta Thalia preces 3 


Qualeſcunque potoſt jejuno promere cantu: 
Heu mĩhi non eſt 4 ingenioſa fames ! 
| Grana neges, alacri languet vis ignea gallo, 


| Deme laboranti pabula, languet equus. 
Latrantis ſtomachi gerilis nec paſcis hiatum 
'  Daplin?, nec arentem Caſtalis unda fitim, 
Tum bene laſſatur Flaccus cum dixerit Obel 
Pieriaſque merum nobilitavit aquas. 
Jejuni depreſſa jacet ve] Muſa Maronis, 
| culicem eſuriens qui ſatur arma cant. 
O f Mzceras major mihi riſerit, O 6 
Ful genti ſolitum regnet in ore jubar, 
Crimine purgato pie poſt jejunia, Muſa 
Ineiperet præſul grandia, tsque Joqui. 1 
* 


8 —— — — — 


| 
' 
| 
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c Don 211 r 
Oentrir NOX INTELLECTA SEXECTUES,? 


ISTE mero bibulas effuſo temporis alas, 
> Heſternumve minax coge redire diem; 
Nil facis; uſque volabit inexorab lis ztas, 
Canitiemque caput ſeat et atque rugas. 
I brevis, & properans in funus nece corollas, 
Mox con da coad2 Falerca rogo. 
Cl-pſydra Saturaĩ tua nee eryſiallina diftant, 
Dum motu parili vivum & arena fluunt. 
Dum loquor, ece:] porit r2dimitz gloria frontis, 
Dat ro de ſertis lapſa, Memento mori. 
Sed tibi, aum noras nimis properare pucllas, 
Ut ch as rumpat tamina, Bacchus adeſt. 
De ſtituit cum ſubito ſol ebrius orbem, 
Occaſum tremulo narrat adefle rubor. M. P. 


— — cnn—_— 


KEVERENDO IN CHRISTO rar 
TH OMA SPRAT, 
E?15COPO ROFFEXSI, &c. 


TY To ae cn 


Teftaturque bonos nuncia fibra Deos; 


Grandius cloquium meditare, Thalia, patronum 


Quem mod) laud3ii, nunc veuerare patrem. 
Quis putet incertis volvi ſubtegmina Parcis ? 

Quis meritos æquum deſtituiſſe Jovem ? 
Cum virtute tuum creſcit decus, aucte ſacerdos, 

Impatienſque breves ſper.it utrumque modos. 
Qualiter Elæo felix in pulvere victor, 

Cui ſe mel or natas lambit oliva comas, 
Suſpirans parta3 gueritur marc-ſcere irondes, 

Et parat clapſas ad nora bella rotas : 
Sic tibi major honos vetere> protrudit honores, 

Meta que preterite laucis origo nove eſt: 
Phobez juvenile caput cinxere corollæ, 


Palma viri decuit tempora, mitra ſenis. M, P. 


EPISTOLA EODEM TFIMP?ORE MISSA. 


CUM voluntas regia, optimatum conſeaſus 
bonorumque omaĩum frudia 'anfulam merenti 
conceſſerint, ignoſcas, pater rev crende, quod in- 
ter communem populi plauſum cliens eb minus ad 
enarraadum ſufficicas qu) bene cis plus fuerim 
devinctus, et tuos in eecleſis honores & ecelevz 
a tuis honoribus felicitatem feftinet gratulari, ſa- 
voris tuĩ ftuciolihmus, M. P 


AD FRANC, EPISC. ELIENSEM. 
XORATA boni tribuerunt munera Divi. 
Fa: ronique novus te mpora ciagit honos. 
Concedas hilaris repetitum Muſa labore m, 
Et notum celebres, & mihi duice decus. 
O {; te canerem, preſul venerabilis, O fi 
Fittula cum titulis creſceret aucta tuis, 
Aque turba tibi non cederct ima clicntum, 
Cederit ac numeris optima Muſa meis. 


Hoc tamen ut meditor, mini quid nif vota ſu- 


ſunt ? 
Imbe'les hu merns uwobile laſſat onus, 
Ergo minor virtus celebretur, dum tibi præſul 
Quod laudem ſuperes gloria major erit 
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| CUM rirtutes tuas unuſquiſque collaudet & 
honores gratuletur, noſtræ V. R. audaciz ignoſ- 
cat tua benignitas, ſi mini mẽ pollens eloquentia, 
ardentiſſi mo tamen ſtudio accenſus, ad commu- 
nem populi chorum adjungene vocem, cum vi- 
rum optimum tum benigniſſmum celebret pa- 
tronum, qui, tuis maxime devinctus bene cis, 
ſummoperè conatur merit) vocari 

| Faveris tui ſtudioſiſſi mus, M. P. 


* QUicquiD vorr, VALDE VULT.Y 


* tingit Siculus ſolis cœlique meatus, 


L 
4 


| Aſtra poloſque tuos quos ſibi condit habet, 
Nil facit in ſtantis morti3 belque tumultus 3 
Uſque ſed egregium ſedulus urget opus. 
Non vacat exiguz cura impendere vitz ; 
Sat ibi curarum Conditor orbis habet. 


- 


IN COMITIS EXONTENSIS CRISTAM, 
TRITICI FASCEM LEOUIPUS SUSTEXNTATUM, 
| 16 3g. 
Lemma, « Sullciitare et Debellare,” 
UM tibi dat fortes (y bele veneranda leones, 
| Flavaque colledas addit EHleuls opes : 
Invidis major, victoquec potentior ævo, 
I decus, I noſtra Ceciliana domus. 
| Sparge inopi fruges, & pelle leonibus hoſtem : 
| Copia quid valet hinc, quid timor inde, refer. 
Pollens muneribus belli vcl pacis, habes, quo 
Atque kemines ſuperes, atque ĩmitere Deos. 


EPITAPHTIUM 
M. S. Carott MoxnTAGUE, 
Honorabilis Georgii de Horton in agro Northan- 
tonĩienſi 
Filius natu ſextus, 
Henrici Comitis de Mancheſter 
Scholz Regiz Weſtmonaſterienſis Alumnus, 
Colle gi S. S. Trinitatis Canta rigienſis Socius. 
Literas humazaiores ſeliciter excoluit, 
Et in di:pari laudis genere clarus, 
Inter Poetas pariter ac Oratores Anglos excelluit: 
Magna ingeiãi indole; | 
Bonarumque artium diſciplinis in ſtructus, 
Ex Academir umbracuiis 
In coaſpetum hominum prodiit, 
Literateruin deeus & præſidium. 
| Omni dehinc cogitati ne 
| Commu:i bono promovendo i:1cubuit ; 
| Rrevique hunc virum, 
| Sua in ſeratu ſdlertia, in coneilio providentia, 
In utroque. juilitia, ſdes, auetoritas, 
Ad gerendàm rarü curam evcxit : 


| 


1 


| Ubi laboraatibus fiſci rebus opportune ſubve- 


lens, 
Simul monctam argenteam 

Mag uo Republice detrimento imminutam 
| | De: novo cudi ſecit ; 

Et inter abſolvendum tantæ molis opus 

Flagraate etiau bello, 
Im; reſſis chartvlis 
Pecuniarum rationem pretiumque impertiit, 
His meritis & patriæ & priacipis gratiam con- 
ſecutus, 
M m m 2 


Wa . 
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Familiam ſuam diu illuſtrem, illuftriorem 
reddidit 


Baro ſcilicet, deinde Comes de Halifax creatus, 
Ad tres Montacutani nominis proceres quartus 
acceſſit. 
Summo denique Periſcelidis honore ornatus, 
Publici commodi indefeſſus adhuc conſultor, 
Media inter conamina, otium cum digni tate, 
Quod de ſ.deravit, et meruit, vix tandem 
aſſecutus ; 
brevem humanarum rerum fiduciam !) 
Omnibus bonis Sebilis occidit, 
x1x die Maii, Anno Salutis M. voc. xv, 
; FMtatis ſuz 11 v. 
Patruo de ſe optimè merenti, 
Et honorum & m hzres, 
Georgius comes de Halifax. 
EPITAPH. 
Here lies Sir Tnouas Pow rs, Knight: 
As to his Pro:effion, 
In accuſng cautious; in deſending vehement ; 
In all his pleadings ſedate, clear, and firong ; 
In all his deciſions uaprejudic'd and equitable 


CONGREVE?S 


He was a loving hu 


PO EMS. 


He ſtudied, praftiſed, and governed the Law 
In ſuch a manner, 
Nothing equalled his knowl-dge, except his 
eloquence : 
Nothing excelled both, except his juſtice, 
As to his Life, 
He poſſeſſed, by a natural happineſs, 


All thoſe civil virtues which form the gentleman : 


And to theſe, by divine goodne!s, were added 
That fervent zeal and extent ve charity, 
Which diſtinguiſn the pertect Chrifliau ! 

The tree it known by His fe uit. | 
— and an indulgent 
ſather, 


A conftant friend, and a eharitable patron : 
Frequenting the der/ tions of the church; 


Plead ing the cauſe, and relieving the neceſſities, 
What by 


of the poor. 
example he taught throughout his life, 


At his death he recommended to his family and 


* pv 

« To fear God, and live uprightly,” 

Let whoever reads this —_— 
Be wiſe, and be inftrufted. 


P 


. 


O 


* 


E. | 


BY 


MR. 


E FIST LE 
TO THE RIGHT RONOURAPLE 
CHARLES LORD HALLIFAX. 
FO you, my Lord, my Muſe her t-tbute pays 
Of various verſe, in various rude eſſays ; 
To you ſhe firſt addreſsꝰd her early voice, 
By inclination led, and fix*d by choice; 
To you, on whoſe indulgence ſhe depends, 
Her few collected lays ſhe now commends, 
By no one meaſure bound, her numbers 
range, 
And, — in choice, delight in change; 
Her ſongs to no difiinguiſh'd fame aſpire, 
For, —5 ſhe tries the recd, anon attempts the 
tyre : 
In high Parnaſſus ſhe no birth<right claims, 
Nor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian ftreams: 
Yet near the ſacred mount ſhe loves to rove, 
Viſits the ſprings, and hovers round the grove. 
She knows what dangers wait too bold a flight, 
And fears to fall from an I car an height: 
Yet ſhe admires the wing that ſaſcly ſoars, 
At diftance follows, and its track adores. 
She knows what room, what force, the ſwan re- 


Whoſe towering head above the clouds aſpires, | 
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And knows as well, it is your loweſt praiſa, 
Such heights to reach with equal firength and 
eaſe. 
O had your genius been to leiſure born, 
And not more bound to aid us, than adorn ! 
Albion in verſe with ancient Greece had vy'd, 
And gain'd alone a fame, which, there, ſeven 
ſtates divide. ; 
But ſuch, ev*'n ſuch renown, too dear had coſt, 
Had we the patriot in the poet loft, 
A true poetic ſtate we had deplor'd, 
Had not vour miniſtry our coin reſtor d. : 
But fill, my Lord, though your exalted name 
Stands fore moſt in the faireft liſt of fame, 
Though your ambition ends in public good 
(A virtue lincal to your houſe and blood) : 
Yet think not meanly of your other praiſe, 
Nor Mlight rhe trophies which the Muſes raiſe, 


How ott a patriot's beft-lJaid ſchemes we ind 


By party croſz*d, or fat ion undermin'd ! 

If he ſucceed, he undergoes this lot, 

The good receiv*d, the giver is forgot. R 

But rs which from verſe their ſource de- 
rive, 


Shall both ſurmount detraftion, and ſurvive ; 
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And Poets have unqveſtinn'd right to claim, 
If not the greateſt, the moſt laſting name. 
W. CONGREVE 


THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 


A PASTORAL, 
Lamenting the death of 


QUEEN MARY, 
« Infandum, regiua, jubes renovare dolorem.“ 


Vikc, 


ALEXTS, MEXNALCAS, 
MENALCAS. 


EHOLD, Alexis, ſee this gloomy f1 ade, 
Wich ſeems alone for ſorrow's ſhelter 
mad. 
Where no beams of light can ever play, 
But night uecceding night excludes the day, 
Ware never birds with harmony repair, 
And lightſome notes, to cheer the duſky air: 
To welcome day, or bid the Sun farewel, 
By merning lars, or evening Philomcl. 
No violet here, nor daiſy, eber was ſeen ; 
No ſweetl;-budding flower, nor ſpringing green: 
For fragrant myrtle, and the bluſhing roſe, 
Here baleful eugh with de dly cypreſs grows. 
Here then, extended on this with-r*d moſs, 
We'll lie, and thou ſr alt fing of Albion's loſs, 
Of Albinn's loſs, and of Paſtora's death, 
TIE mournful ſong, and raiſe thy tuneful 
a 


ALEXTS, 
3 great! Ah theme which far ex- 
ceeds 
The lowly lays of humble ſhepherds reeds ! 
O could I ſing in verſe of equal ftrain 
With the Sicilian bard, or Mantuan ſwain; 
Or melting words and moving numbers chooſe, 
Sweet as the Britiſh Colin's mourning Muſe ; 
Could I, lice him, in tuneful grief excel, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aſtrofel; 
Thea might I raite my voice (ſecure of ſkill), 
And with melodious woe the valleys fill ; 
The liſtening Echo on my ſong ſhould wait, 
And hollow rocks Paſtora's name repeat; 
Each whiſtling wind, and murmuring ſtream 
ſhould tell 
How lov'd ſhe liv'd, and how lamented fell, 
| MENALGAS. 
Wert thou with every bay and laurel crowu'd, 
And high as Pan himſelf in ſang renown'd 3 
Y-t would nor all thy art ayail, to ſhow 
Verſe worthy of her name, or of our woe: 
But ſuch true paſſion in thy face appears, 
In thy pale lips, thick fghs, and guſting tears; 
Such tender ſorrow in thy heart J read, 
As ſhall ſupply all fl ill, if not exceed. 
Then leave this common line of dumb diftreſs, 
Each vulgar grief can {:ghs and tears expreſs ; 
In ſweet complaining notes thy paſſion vent, 


And not in ſighs, but words explaining fighs, 
kament, | 


| 
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ALEXIS, . 
Wild be my words, Menalcas, wild my 
thought, 
Artleſs as nature's notes in birds untaught ; 
Boundleſs my verſe, and roving be my ſtrains, 
Various as flowers on unfrequented plai 
And thou, Thalia, darling of my breaſt, 
By whom inſpir'd, I ſung at Comus? feaſt 3 
While ia a ring, the jolly rural thron 
Have fat and ſmil'd to hear my cheerful ſon g: 
Begone, with all thy mirth and ſprightly lays, 
My pipe no longer now thy power obeys ; 
Learn to lament, my Muſe, to weep, and mourn 
Thy ſpringing hurels all to cypreſs turn; 
Wound with thy diſmal cries the tender air, 
And _ thy ſnowy breaſt, and rend thy yellow 
w3 
Far hence, in utmoſt wilds, thy dwelling chooſe, 
Begone, Thalia; Sorrow is my Muſe, 
I mourn Paitora dead; let Albion mourn, 
And ſable clouds hey chalky cliffs adorn. 
No more theſe woods fl: all with ber ſ ght be 
bleſs'd, 
Nor with her feet, theſe flowery plains be 
d; 
No — the winds hall with her treſſes play, 
And from her balmy breath ſteal ſweets away 
No more theſe rivers checrfully ſhall paſs, 
Pleas'd to retiet the beauties of her face; | 
While on their banks the wondering flocks have 
ſtood, 
Greedy of ſght, and negligent of food. 25 
No more the nymphs ſhall with ſoft tales de- 
light 
SPS. x no mare with dances pleaſe her fight : 
Nor ever raore ſhall ſwain make ſong of mirth, 
To bleſs the joyous diy that gave her birth ; 
Loſt is that day which had from her its light, 
For ever loſt with her, in endleſs night: 
In endleſs night and arms of death ſhe lies, 
Death in eternal ſhades has ut Paſtora's eyes. 
lament ye nymphs, and mourn ye 
ſwains ; 
Stray all ye flocks, and deſart be ye plains ; 
Sigh all ye winds, aad weep y* 5 floods. 
Fade all ye flowers, and wither all ye woods. 
I movrn Paſtora dead; let Alhion 
And fable clouds her chally cliffs adorn. 
Within a diſmal grot, which damps ſurround, 
All cold the lies upon th? unwholeſome ground : 
The marble weeps, and with a ſent pace, 
Its tricklicg tears diftil upon her face. 
>, ag. ye weep, ye roc\s, and falſely mourn ; 
Fe never will you let the nymph return 
With a feiga'd grief the faithleſs tomb relents, 
And like the crocodile its prey laments. | 
O ſte was heaverly fair, in face and mind! 
Never in nature were ſuch beauties join'd : 
Without, all ſhining ; and within, all white ; 
Pure to tue ſenſe, and pleaſing to the * 
Like ſome rare flower, whoſe leaves all colours 
yicld, 
Ard opening is with ſweeteſt odours fill'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertop the Jowly reed, 
So did her graceful height all py mphs exceed 


. 
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To which excelling beight, ſhe bore a mind 
Humble, as ofers bending to the wing. 

Thus excellent fe W 2 | 

Ab wretched fate! The was, but is no more: 
Help me, ye hills and vallies, to deplore. 

J mourn Paſtora dead; let Albion mourn, 

And ſable clouds her chaliy clifis ad orn. 

From that bi: earth, on which her body lies, 
May blooming flowers with fragrant ſweets ariſe. 
Let Myrrha weeping aromatic gum, | 
Aid ever-living laurel, ſhade her tomb. 

Thither let all th induſtrious bees repair, 
Unlade their thighs and leave their honey there : 
Thither let fairies with their train reſort, 
Neglect their revels a ·d their midnight ſport ; 
There in unuſual wailings walle the night, 

Aud watch her by the fiery glow-worm's light. 

- There may no diſmal eugh nor cypreſs grow, 
No holly- buſh, nor bitter elder's bough ; 

Let each unlucky bird far build his neſt, 

And diftant dens receive each howling bead; 
Let wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight, 
With hooting owls, ard hats that hate the light. 

But let the ſighing doves that ſorrows bring, 

And nightingales in ſweet complaiuiu.gs log ; 

Let ſwans from their forſaken rivers fly, 

And, ſckening at her tomb, make haſte to die, 

That tiey may help to fing her elegy. 

Let Echo too, in mimic moan re, 

And cry with me, „ Paſtora is no more! | 
J mourn Paſtora dead; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky clifis adorn. 

And ſee the heavens to weep in dew prepare, 

And heavy miſts obſcure the burden'd air; 

A ſudden damp ozr all the plain is ſpread, 

Fach lily folds its leaves and hangs its head: 
On every tree the bloſſoms turn to tears, 

And every bough a we-ping mojſture bears. 
Their wings the feather*d airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ſtoop, 
The rocts are cleſt, and new-deſcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all tly impending 2 : 
The uater-gads 46 fioods their rivulets turn, 
And each, with fircaming eyes, ſupplies his 

wanting urn, 
The fawns forſa'ze the woods, the yymphs the 
rove, 
And round the plain in ſad diſtraction rove; 
in pricxly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 
With their ſtarp nails, themſelves the ſatyrs 
wound, | | 
And tug their ſhaggy beards, and bite with grief 
the ground. | 

Lo Pan himſelf beneath a blaſted ok 
De jected lies, his pipa in pieces broke. 
dee Pales weeping too, in wild de ſpair, 
And to the piercing winds her boſom bare. | 

And ſ:c yon fading myrtle, where appears 
The queen of love, al bath'd in flowing tears; 
9 ſhe wrings her hands, and beats her 

eaſt, 
And tears her uſeleſs girdle from her waiſt: 
Hear the ſad murmurs of her ſighing doves, 
For grief they ſigh, forgetful of the ir loves. 
Lo, Love himſelf, with heavy woes oppreſt ! 
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His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flings, 

And f0:d: bis little arms, and hangs his drooping 
wings; 

Then lays his limbs upon the dying graſs, 

And all with tears bedews his beauteous face, 

With tears, which from his folded lids ariſe, 

And even Love himſelf has weeping cyes. 

All naturc mourns ; the floods and rocks d-plore, 

And cry with me, „Paſtora is no more !” 
I mourn Paſtera dead; let Albion nurn, 
And ſable ciouds her chal-y cliffs adorn. 

The rocks can melt, and air in miſts can 

mourn, 

And floods can weep, and winds to ſighs can 
turn; 

The birds, in ſongs, their ſorrows ean diſcloſe, 

And nymphs and ſwains, in words, can tell 
their woes. 

But, oh! behold that deep and wild deſpair, 

Which neither winds can ſhew, nor floods, nor air, 

See the chief of all the ſwains, 
Lord of theſe woods, and wide-cxtended plains, 


Stretch d on the ground, and cloſe to earth his 


face, 
Scalding with tears th? faded graſs ; 
joins his throbbing breaſt, 


To the cold chy he 
No more within Paſiora's arms to reſt ! 
No more! for thoſe once ſoft and circling arms 
Themſelves are clay, and cold are all her charms; 
Cold are thoſe lip, which he no more muſt kiſs, 
And cold that boſom, onc2 all downy bliſs ; 
On whoſe ſoft pillows, lull'd i: fvreet delights, 
He us*'d in balmy ſleep to loſe the nights. 
Ah! where is all that love and fendneſs fled ? 

Ah! where is all that tender iw-ctneſs laid? 
To duſt muſt all that heaven of b:auty come! 
And muſt Paſtora moulder in the tomb! 
Ah, death! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
Than wildeſt wolves or ſavage tigers are: 
With lambs and ſheep their hungers are appeas'd, 
But ravenous death the ſhepherdeſs has ſeiz'd. 

TI mourn Paſtora dead; let Albion mourn, 

And ſable clouds her chalky cliits adorn. 

« But ſee, Menalcas, where a ſudden light, 

„% With —_— ſtops my ſong, and ſtrikes my 

« ſight! 
« And where Paſtora lies, it ſpreads around, 
« Sheying all radiant bright the ſacred ground. 
% While from her tomb, behold, a flame aſcends 
« Of whiteſt fire, whoſe flight to heaven extends! 
& On flaking wings it mounts, and quick as 


„ fight 
cc Cuts through the yielding air with rays of 
c«c ight; 


« THI the blue firmament at laſt it gains, 


1 « And, fixing there, a glorious ſtar ren. aĩus:“ 


Faireſt it ſhines of all that light the fl:ies, 
As once on earth were ſcen Paſtora's eyes. 


To TBE KING, 
ON THE TAKING OF Aux. 
IRRECULAR ODE. 
« Præſenti tibi maturos largimur honores : 
« Nil oriturum alias, nil ertum tale fatentes.” 
Hor. ad Auguſtum. 


dor he his ſorrows ſwell his tender breaſt; 


I. 
F arms and war my muſe aſpires to ſing, 
And ſtrike the lyre upon an untry'd ſtring: 


a« .ec4 © @£a ad. © id 
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New fire informs. my ſoul, unfelt before ; | 
And, on new wings, to heights unknown I ſoar. 
O power unſeen! by whoſe reſiſtkſs force 
Compell'd, I take this flight, direct my courſe ; 
For fancy wild and pathleſs ways will chooſe, 
Which } nt rarely, or with pain, purſues : 
Say, ſacred nymphs, whence this great change 


Why ſcorns the lowly ſwain his oaten reeds ; 

Daring aloud to ſtrike the ſounding lyre, 
And fing heroic deeds 

— for martial ſire? 


William, alone, my feeble voice can raiſe ; 
What voice fo weak, that cannot fing his 


praiſe; - 
The liſtening world each whiſper will befricnd ! 
| That breathes his name, and every car attend, 
The hovering winds on downy wings {tall wait 


around, 
F fly ing 
Een 1 will in his praiſe be heard; 
For by his name my verſe ſhall be preforr'd. 
Borne like a lark upon this eagle's wing, 
High as the ſpheres, I will his triumph ſing ; 
High as the head of Fame ; Fame, whoſe exalted 


fave 
From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted 
ſkies; 
A thouſand talking tongues the monſter bears , 
A thouſand waking eyes and ever-open ears: 
Hourly ſhe ſtal ks with huge gigantic pace, 
Meafuring the globe, like time, with conftant race: 
Yet ſhall ſhe ſtay, and bend to William's 


praiſe : 

Of 1 * her thouſand ears ſhall hear triumphant 
ys, 

Of him her tongue ſhall talk, on him her eyes 
fl. all gaze. 


III. 
But lo, a change, aſtoniſhing my eyes ! 
And all around, bchold, new objects riſc ! 
What forms are theſe I ſee ? and whence? 1 
Beings ſubſtantial ! or does air condenſe, | 
To clothe in vifionary ſtape my various thought? 
Ars theſe by fancy wrought ! 
Can ſtrong ideas firike ſo deep the ſenſe ? 
O ſacred poeſy ! O boyndleſs power! 
What wonders dof} thou frace, what hidden 
worlds explore ! 2 | 
5 ſeas, earth, air, and the wide-cir- | 
cling ſky, es EE 
What is nat ſought and ſeen by thy all- piercing 
eye! 


IV, 
Twas now, when flowery lawns the proſpect 


And flowiog brooks beneath a ſoreſt's ſhad- ; 

A lowing hcifer, lovelieſt of the berd, 

Stood feeding by; while two fierce bulls pre- 
par*d 


Their armed heads for fight; by ſate of war to 
prove 
The vigor worthy of the fair-one*s love. 


Unthought preſage of what met next my view ! 
For ſoon the ſhady ſcene withdrew : 
And now, tor woods, and felds, and ſpr ir g- 
ing flowers, 
Behold a town ariſe, bulu ark'd with walls, ad 
lofty towers ! 1 
Two rival armies all the plain o erſpread, 
Each in battalia rang*d, and ſhining arms array) : 
With eager cyes beholding both from far 
Namur, the prize and mittreſs of the war. 
V 


Now, thirſt of conqueſt, and immortal fame, 
Does every chief and ſoldier's heart inflame. 
Defenſe arms the Gallic forces bear, 
While hardy Britons for the ſtorm prepare: 
For fortune had, with partial hand, before 
Reſign'd the rule to Gallia's power. 
High on a rock the mighty fortreſs ſtands, 
8 by Fate, and wrought by Nature“s 
8. 
A wondrous taſk it is th* aſcent to gain, 
Through craggy clifts, that firike the ſght 
with pain, 
And nod impending terrors o'er the plain. 
W GREAT men can add, by force or 


I 
(And great is human force and wit in il), 
Are join'd; on every {de wide-gaping engines 
wait 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate ; 
Ready to hurl deſtruction from above, 
In dreadful roar, mockivg the wrath of Jove. 
Thus fearful docs the face of adverſe power ap- 
pear; 
But Pritiſn forces are unusꝰd to ſear : 
Though thus oppos'd they might, if William 
were not there. 


VI. 
But Hark, the voice of war! behold the ficrm 
begin! 
The trumpetꝰs clangor ſpeaks in loud alarms, 
Mingling © rill notes, with dreadful din 
Of cannons bur, and rattling claſh of arms. 
Clamours from carth to heaven, from heaven to 
earth rebound, 
Diſtinction in promiſcuous noiſe is drown'd, 
And Echo loft in one continued ſound, 
Torrents of fire from brazon mouths are ſert, 
Follow*d by peals, as if cach pole were rent; 
Such flames the gulf of Tartarus diſgorge, 
So vaulted Xtna roars from Vulcan*s forge ; 
Such were the peals from thence, ſuch the vaſt 
blaze that broke, 
Reddening with horrid gloom the duſty 
' fmoke, | 
When the huge 'Cyclops did with moulding 
thunder ſweat, 
And maliſive bolts on reperguſſive anvils beat. 
| VII. 
Amid this rage, behold, where William ſtarde, 
Undaunted, undiſmay*'d ! 
With face ſcrene. diſpenſing dread commands; 
Which, heard with zwe, ar: with deligtt 
obey *d. | | 
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A thoufind fiery deaths around bim fly 1 
And burning balls hiſs harmleſs by: 
For ev*ry fire bis ſacred head muſt ſpare, 
Nor dares the lightnin =_ the laurels there. 
V 
Now a wounded Briton feels the 
Of miſſve fires that foſter in each limb, 
Which dire revenge alone has power t' aſſuage; 
Revenge makes danger dreadleſs ſeem. 
And now, with deſperate force, and freſh 


attack, 

Through obvious deaths, refiſtleſs way they 
1 of earth, and heap on heap 
Kid then aſcend ; reſembling thus (as far 

As race of men inferior may) 
The fam*d gigantic war, 
When thoſe tall ſons of earth did heaven aſpire 3 
| A... brave, gh qe. 
prooting hills, w 
To form the hi — ſcale. 
38 with horror and amare, look'd 


ng % 
Beholding rocks from their firm baſis rent; 
Mountain on mountain thrown. 
ment 


TY attempt did fear in heaven create 
Even Jove deſponding fate, 
Till Mars, with all his force collected, Rood, 
And pour'd whole war on the rebellious brood; 
Who, tumbling headlong from th* empyreal fkies, 
O'erwhelm'd thoſe hills, by which they 
thought to riſe. 
Mars on the gods did then his aid beſtow, 
And now in godlike William ſtorms with equal 
force . 
IX. 


Still they proceed, with firm unſt aken pace, 
And hardy breaſts oppos'd to danger*s face. 
With _ feet, on ſpringing mines they 
tre 
Of ſecret ſulphur, in dire ambuſh laid, 
Still they proceed; though all beneath, the la- 
- bouring earth 
Trembles to give the dread irruptions birth. 
Through this, through more, through all they 


Mountin at laſt amidſt the vanquiſl'd foe. 
See, how they climb, and ſcale the ſteepy walls! 
Sea, how the Britons riſe ! ſee the retiring Gaul: ! 
Now from the fort, behold, the yielding fag is 


ſpread, 
And William's banner on the breach diſplay'd. 
X 


Hart, the triumphant ſhouts from every voice ! 
The ſkies with n:clamations ring! 
Har, how around, the hills rejoice, 
And rocks reflected Jos fing ! | 
Hautboys and fifes and trumpets joia'd 
Heroic harmony prepre, 
And charm to ſilence every wind, 
And glad the late-tormented air, 
Far is the ſound of martial muſic ſpread, 
Echoing through all the Gallic Loft, 


bn dreadful ſlorm furs 


But they, with wonder or with awe diſmay'd, 
| Unmorv*'d behold the fortreſs lot. 
8 numerous troops wich terror 
Such wondrous charms can godlike valour 


Of Gorgon's head, to more amaze ment charm'd 
his foe 


Nor, when on ſcaring horſe he flew, to aid 
And fave from montter's rage the beauteous 
Or more heroic wos the deed ; 
Or tte to ſurer chains decreed, 
Than was Namur, till now by William freed, 
XI. 


Rs Muſe, from thy too-daring 
Deſcetd to earth, and caſe thy wide · ſiretebod 


wing 3 
For „ nn ns unwonted 
flight, 

And doſt with pain of triumphs ſing. 
More fit for thee, reſume thy xc 76. 2H 
For war let more harmonious harps be ſtrung: 
Sing thou of love, and leave great William's 


To him who ſung the Boyne ; or him to whom 
he ſung. , 


" rue BIRTH or rut MUSE. 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, 


« Dignum laude virum Muſo vetat mori.” Hos - 


ESCEND, celeſtial Muſa ! thy ſon inſpire 

Of thee to ſing; infuſe thy holy fr», 

Bclov*d of gods and men, thyſelf diſcloſe ; 

Say, from what ſource thy heavenly power 
aroſe, g 

Which, from unnumber'd years deliverin 
down | 

The deeds of herncs deathleſs in renown, 

Extends the ir liic and fame to ages yet un- 
known. f 

Time and the Muſe ſet forth with equal pace; 

At once the rival; ſtarted to the race: 

And both at once the deftin'd courſe ſhall end, 

Or both to all etern ity contend. 

One to preſerve what t' other cannot fave, 

And reſcue virtue riſing from the grave. 

To thee, O Montagve, theſe ſtrains are ſung, | 

For thze my voice is tun'd, and ſpcaling lyre is 
firung 

For every grace of every Mu e is thine ; | 


In thee their various fres united ſhine, 
Darling of Pha bus and the tuneful Nine; 

To thee alone I dare my ſong commend, 
Whoſe nature can forgive, and power defend, 
And ſhew by turns the patron and the friend. 
Begin, my Muſe, from Jove derive thy ſorg, 
| Thy ſong of right does firſt to Jove belong 3 


Not the wing'd Perſeus, with petriſc ſ 
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For thou thyſelf art of celeſtial ſeed, 

Nor dare a fire inferior boaſt the breed. 

When firſt the frame of this vaſt ball was made, 
And Jove with joy the finiſh*d work ſurvey'd ; 
Vici ſſitude of things, of men and fates, 

Their riſe and fall, were deftin*d by the Fates. 
Then Time had firſt a name ; by firm decree 
Appointed lord of all ſuturity, 

Within wheſe ample boſom Fates repoſe 

Cauſes oi things, and ſeeret ſeeds i:cloſe, | 
Which, ripening there, ſrall one day gain a birth, 
And force a paſlage throvgh the tes mung earth. 
To him they give to rule the ſpacious light, 
And bound the yet unparted day and night 
To wing the hours tbat whirl the rolling ſphere, 
To ſhift the ſeaſons, and coudutt the year, 
Duration of dominion aud of power 

To him preſc-ihe, and fx each fated hour. 

This mighty rule to Time th- Fates ordain, 

But yet to hard conditions bind his reign : 

For cvery beauteous birth he bri:-g3 to light, 
(How good ſocꝰer and grateful in his ſight, ) 

He muſt again to native earth reſtore, | 
And all his race with iron teeth devour. 

Nor good nor great ſhall *icape his hungry maw, 
But bl-eding Nature prove the rigid law. 

Not yet the looſen'd earth aloft was ſlung, 

Or pois'd amid the ſkies in balance hung: 
Nor yet did golden fires the fun adorn. 

Or borrowꝰ d luſtre filver Cynthia's hora; 
Nor yet had Time commiſſion to begin, 

Or Fate the many - twiſted web to ſpin ; 
When all the heavenly hoſt aſſer1bied came 
To view the world yet reſting ou its frame; 
Eager they preſs, to ſee th: !.re diſmiſs 
And roll the globe along the vatt abyſ<. 

When deep revolving thoughts the God retain, 
Which for a ſpace ſuſpend the promis d ſcene ; 
Once more his eyes on Time intentive look, 
Again inſpect Fate*s univerſal book: 

Abroad the wondrous volume he diſplays, 
And preſent views the deeds of future days. 

A beauteous ſcene adorns the foremoit page, 
Where Nature's bloom preſents the golden age. 
The golden leaf to ſilver ſoon reſigus, 

And fair the ſheet, but yet more faintly, ſhines. 
Of baſer braſs, the next denotes the times; 

An impious page, deform'd with deadly crimes. 
The foureh yet wears a worſe and browner face, 
And adds to gloomy days an iron race. 

He turns the hoo, and every age reviews, 
Then all the kingly line his eye purſues : 

The firſt of men, and lords of carth def gn*d, 


Who under him ſhould govern human-kiad. 


Of future heroes, there, the lives he reads, 
In ſcarch of glory ſpent, and godliie deeds 
Who empires found, and goodly citicz build, 
And ſavage men compel to leave the feld. 

All this he ſaw, and all he ſaw approv'd ; 
When lo! but thence a r-arrew ſpace remov'd, 
And hungry Time has all the ſcene defac'd, 
The kings deftroy'd, and laid the kingdoms 

waite : 
Together all in common ruins lie, 
And but anon, and cy'a the ruins die. 
Vor, IV. 
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Th! Almighty, inly touch'd, compaſſion found, 
To ſee great actions in oblivion drown'd ; 
And forward ſearcbh'd the roll, to find if Fate 
Had no reſerve to ſpare the good and great. 
Bright in his view the Trojan heroes ſhine, 
And Ilian ſtructures rais'd by hands divine 3 
But Ilium ſoon in native duſt is laid, 
And all her boaſted pile a ruin made: 
Nor great /neas can her fall withitand, 
But ies, to fave his gods, to foreign land. 
The Roman race ſucceed the Par- an ſtate, 
Still on to after-days his eyes deſcend, 
And rifiug heroes ſtill the ſearch attend. 
Proceeding thus, he many empires paſe'd : 
Whey fair Brita: mia xd bis ſs n at laſt, 
Above the waves the lifts her ſuver head, 
And looks a Venus born from Gcean's bed, 


For rolling years, her happy fortunes ſmile, 
And Fates propitious bleſs the beauteous iſle 3 


To worlds remote ſhe wide extends her reign, 
And wields the trident of the ſtormy main. 
Thus on the baſe of empire firm ſte ſtands, 
While bright Eliza rules the willing lands. 

But ſoon! a lowering ſky comes on apace, - 
And fate revers*d ſhews an ill-omen'd face. 
The void of heaven a gloomy horror fills, 
And cloudy veils involve her ſhining kills ; 
Of greatneſs paſ®'d no footſteps ſhe retains, 
Sunk in a ſeries of ipglorious reigrs. : 
She feels the char ge, and deep regrets the ſhane 
Cf bonovrs loft, and her diminiſh'd name: 
Conſcious, ſhe ſeeks from day to ſhrowd her 


head, 
And glad wovld ſhrink beneath her oozy bed, 
Thus far, the ſacred ):aves Britannia's woes 
In ſtady draughts and duſky lines diſcloſe. 


TW enſuing ſcene revolves a martial age, 


And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 
Rehold ! of radiant light an orb ariſe, 
Which, kindling day, reſtores the darken'd 
ſkies ; | 


| And ſee ! on ſeas the beamy ball deſcends, 


And now its courſe to fair Britannia bends : 
Along the foamy main the billows bear 
The floating fre, and waft the ſtining ſphere, 
Hail, happy omen! Hail, auſpicious fight 1 
Thou glorious guide to yet a greater light. | 
For ſee a prince, whom dazzling arms array,) 
Purſuing cloſ-ly, ploughs the watery way, 
Traci”g the glory through the flaming ſea. 
Britannia, riſc ; — taireft 3 
From iron ſcep; again ortunes ſm 
Once more look up, the mighty man be bold, 
Whoſe reign renews the former age of gold. 
The Fates at length the bliſsful web have ſpun, 


And bid it round in endleſs circles run. 


Again y all diftant lards confeſs thy ſway, 
Again the wat-ry world thy rule obey ; 
Azain thy martial ſons thieſt for tame, 
Aud wind in foreign fields a deathleſs name; 
Fer, William's genius every ſoul inſpires, ö 
Ard warms the frozen youth with warlike fires, 
Already, ſee, the hottile troops retreat, — 
And ſeem fore warn'd of their impending fate. 
Nun | . 


458 


Alreedy routed foes his fury feel, = 
And fly the force of his unerring ſteel. 
D till now, might 


His cities tremble, al. d his empire ſhakes. 


His towering enſigns long had aw'd the plain, 
And fleets audaciouſly uſurpꝰd the main; 

A gathering ftorm he ſeem*d, which from afar 
Teem'd with a deluge of deſtruct ive war, 

Till William's ſtronger genius ſoar'd above, 
down the ſkies the daring tempeſt drove. 
from the radiant ſun retires the night, 

eſtern clouds ſhot through with orient 


The 

And rocks, and woods, and ſores, their rage 
reſound; 
Incumbent oder the main, at length 


madding winds are huſh'd, the tempeſts 


The 
And every rolling ſurge reſides in 
every urge peace, 
. 
Where heaven ſerene, and ait unmov'd, ap- 


The paint the verdant plains, 

Ard palm and olive ſhade the ſylvan ſcenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath bis banks abides, 
And ſoft, and ſtill, the filver ſurſace glides. 


The Zephyrs fan the felds, the whiſpering 


With fragrant breath remurmurs through the 
trees. f 

The warbling birds, applauding new-born light, 
In wanton meaſures wing their airy flight. 
Above the floods the finny race repair, 
And bound aloft, and baſk in upper air; 
They gild their ſcaly backs in Phebus beams, 
And ſcorn to kim the level of the ſtreams. 
Whole Natnre wears a gay and joyous face, 
And blooms and ripens with the fruits of peace, 

No more the labouring hind regrets his toil, 
But cheerfully manures the gratetul ſoil ; 
Secure the glebe a plenteous crop will yield, 
And golden Ceres grace the waving feld. 
Th — man, who durſt the deep ex- 

Plore, 

Cppoſe the winds, and tempt the ſhelfy ſhore, 
Beneath his roof now taſtes unhraker reſt, 
Enough with native wealth and plenty blett. 

No more the iorward youth purſues alarms, 
Nar leaves the ſacred arts for ftubbnr;; arms. 
Ne more the wothers from their hopes are torn, 
Ner weeping maids the promis'd lover mourn, 
No more the widows* ſhricks, and orphans” 
Torment the patient air, and pierce the ſkies; {| 
But peaceful joys the j roſperous times afford, 
Aud — virtue-is again reſtor d. 


| 
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And he whoſe arms alone ſuftain'd the toil, 
And propp'd the nodding frame of Britain's 
iſle ; 

By whoſe illuſtrious deeds, her leaders fir d, 

Have honours loft retricv'd, and new acquir'd, 

With equal ſway will virtue's laws maintain, 

And good, as great, in awful peace ſtall reign : 

For his example ſtill the rule ſhall give, 

And thoſe it taught to conquer, teach to live. 
Proceeding on, the Father till unfolds 

Succecding leaves, and brighter ſtill beholds ; 

The lateſt ſeen the faireſt ſeems to ſhine, 

Yet ſudden does to one more fair reſign. 

Thꝰ Eternal paus d 

Nor would Britannia's fate beyond explore ; 

Enough he ſaw beſides the coming ſtore. 

Fnough the hero had already done, 

And round the wide extent of glory run : 

Nor further now the ſhining path purſucs, 

But like the ſun the ſame bright race renews, 
And _— remorſeleſs Fates on him have 


power 
Or Time unequally ſuch worth devour ! 
Then, wherefore ſhall the brave for fame conteſt? 
Why is this man diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt? 
Whoſe ſoaring genius now ſublime aſpires, 
And deathleſs fame the due reward requires. 
Approving Heaven th' exalted virtue views, 
Nor can the claim which it approves refuſe. 
The Creator ſoon the grant reſolves, 
And in his mighty mind the means revolves, 
He thought; nor doubted once again to chooſe, 


| But ſpake the word, and made th' immortal 


Muſe, 
Neꝰ er did his power produce ſo bright a child, 
On whoie creation intant Nature ſmiPd. 
Perfect at firſt, a finiſh'd form ſhe wears, 
And youth perpetual ia her face appears. 
TH aſſembled gods, who long expecting Naid, 
With new delight on the lovely maid, 
And _ the  with'd-ior world was well de- 
ay 
Nor did the fire himſelf his joy diſguiſe, 
But ſtedſaſt view'd, and fix'd, and fed his eyes: 
Intent a ſpace, at length he [lence broke, 
And thus the god the heaverly fair beſpoke. 
& To thee, immortal Maid, from this bleſs'd 


bour, 

« Ofer Time and Fame, I give unbounded 
power. 

% Thou f-om oblivion ſhalt the hero fave ; 

« Shalt riſe, revive, immortalize the brave. 

« To thee, the Dardan Prince ſhall owe his 
ſame j— 

« To thee, the Cæſars their eternal name. 

. Eliza, ſung by thee, with Fate ſy all tirive, 

© Aud long as Time in ſacred verſe ſurvive, 

« And yet, O Muſe, remains the nolileſt theme: 

« The fri of men, mature for endleſs fame, 

% Thy future ſong: fall grace, and all thy lays, 

« Thenceforth, alone ſhall wait on William's 
praiſe. 

, « On his hernic deeds thy verſe ſhall riſe ; 

« Thou ſhalt diffuſe the fires that he ſupplies. 

Through him thy ſongs ſhall more fubluas 
aſpire ; 
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« And he, through them, ſhall deathleſs fame 
acquire : 
« Nor Time nor Fate his glory ſhall oppoſe, 
« Or blaſt the monuments the Muſe beftows,” 
as” ws no more remain'd, I' etherzal 
it 
Again impatient crowd the cryfial coaſt. 
The Father, now. within his ſpacious hands, 
a all the mingled mafs of ſcas and 
8 5 
And, having heav d aloft the ponderous ſphere, 
He launch'd the world to tioat in ambient ar. 


ox Mas. ARABELLA HUXT, SINGING. 
IRREGULAR ODE, 


I 
ET all be huſt'd, each ſofteſt motion ceaſe, 
Be every loud tumultuous thought at 


Peace a 
And every ruder gafp of breath | 


Be calm, as in tue arms of drath. | 
And thou, mot fickle, moſt uncaſy part, 
I hou reitleſs wanderer, my heart, | 
Be ftill ; gently, ah leave, 
Thou buſy, idle thing, to heave. 
Stir not a pulſe; and let my blood, | 
That turbulent, unruly flood, N 
| Be ſoftly ſtay d: 
Let me be all, but my attention, dead, 
Go, reſt, unneceſſary ſprings of life, 
Leave your officious toil and firife ; 
For 3 would hear her voice, and try | 
If it be poſſible to die, | 


IL 
Come, all ye love-fick maids and wounded 
ſwains, 4 

And liſten to her healing ftrains, 

A vrondrous balm between her lips ihe wears, 

Of ſovereign force to ſottzu cares; 

And this through every car ſhe can impart | 

(By tuneful breath ditus'd) to every heart, | 

Swiftly the gentle charmer flies, | 
And to the tend r grief ſott air applies, 

Which, waroling myitic ſour dz, | 
Cements the iJecding pai:ter's wounds, | 
But ah ! beware of clamorous moan ; = | 

Let no uipleacing muriur, or harſh 
Your ſizated loves declare; 
Your very tendereſt moving {:ghs forbear, | 
For veu tl<g will be too boiſterous here, 
Hither let nongliu but facred ſlence come, | 
And Id all faucy praiſe be dumb. | 

; III. | 

And lo! Silence himſolf is bere; 
Methinks I ſcte the midoigat god appear. 

In all lus downy pomp array d, 

Echol:' the reverend ſt ade: 

A: ancient gu he £tz upon, 
Whoſe memory of ſound is long fince gone, 
And purpoſely aunihilated for bis throne : 
Beneath, two ſoft tranſparcnt clouds do meet, 
In which he ſe:ms to ſink his ſofter feet. 
A melancholy thought, condens'd to air, 
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Like a thin ma: tle, ſerves to wrap 
In fluid folds his viſonary ſſape. 
A wreath of darhoeſs round his head he wears, 
Where curling :1:ſs ſupply the want of hairs ; 
* 1 f vapours, which from poppies 
riſe, 


I hom ane 


But hark! the heavenly ſphere turns round, 
And Silence v is drown d 
In ecitaſy o. ſound, 
How on a ſudden the ſtill air is charm'd, 
As if all harmony were juſt alarm'd ! 
Ard cvery Hul, with „ W 
— i thaw'd and chi 
dee how the heavenly choir 
Come tiocking to admire, 
And with what fpeed and care 
Deſcending angels a_ = thinneR air ! 
Haſte then, come immortal throng, 
And liſten to her ſong ; 
Leave your lov'd maſons in the ky, 
And hither, quickly bither fly. 
Your loſs of heaven nor ſhall you need to fear ; 
While ſhe ſings, tis — here. 


lle ip 


While others £t around her mouth, and ſip 
Sweet Hallelujah from her lip, 
Thote lips, where in ſurpriſe of bliſs they rove; 
For ne*cy before did angels taſte | 
So exquiſite a feaſt, 
Of muſic and of love. 
Prepare then, = immortal choir, 
Each acred ::1itrel tune his lyre, 
And-wita ber voice in chorus join: 
Her voice, which next to yours is moſt divine, 
Bleſs the glad carth with heavenly lays, 
And to that pitch th eterral accents raiſe, 
Which only breatu infpir'd can reach, 
e and you can 


While we, char m'd with the lov'd exceſs, 

Are wrapt un t forgetrulneſs 2 
Of all, of all, but ot the preſent happineſs ; 

w im ing for £vcr in that ſtate to lie, 

For ever to be dying ſo, yet never die, 


PR TA 0M” S 
LAMENTATION AND PETITION 
170 
Fa 
FCR THE BODY CF HIS So HEC TOR. 
1TRANSLATEDTROM THE GREEK OF HOMER, 
Argument introduQory to this Tranſlation, 


Hector b:dy (afier he wwas flain) remained ill in 
the peſſeſſim of Achilles : fer eobich Friam made 
great lamentation Jupiter had pity on him ; and 
ent Iris to comf s t lim and direct him after what 
manner he ſvould go to Achilles” tent ; and how be 
ſhould there ranſ-m the bedy of his ſen. Friam 


4 


Stol'n from a lover in deſpair, 


acccrdingly «rders his chariot to be got ready, and 
Nonz 


— 


ing rick preſents for Achilles, ſets forward 
2 Grecian 2 — — but his 
Feral Idæen. Mercury, at Fufiter 's command, 
meets bim oy the wah, in the figure of d youn 
Grecian, St N ng E * 
under tales to drive bis chariet uncbjierwved threugh 
the dt, and ts the dow of Achilles" tent |, 
1 per formed, be diſcꝛvered bimſelf a 
ged, and giving tim @ ſbort iuſtract ion Þ:xo to 
wove Achilles ta compaſſion, flew up to beaven. 


O ſpake - god, and heavenward took his 
flight; 

When Priam from his chariot did alight ; 

Leaving Idzus there, alone he went 

With ſolemn into Achilles“ teat, 

Heedleſs he paſs'd through various rooms of 


| ſtar 
Until approachi g where the hero ſate; 
good old Priam found 


There, at a feat, the 
es beſ{t-bclov'd, with all his chicfs around : 


wo only were t' attend his perſon plac'd, 


Automedon and Alcymus ; the reſt 
At greater diſtance, greater ſtate expreſs'd, 
Priam, unſcen by theſe, his way purſued, 
And firſt of all was by Achilles view*d, | 
About his knees his trembling arms he caſt, 
And agoniziog graſp*d and held them faſt; 
Then caught his hands, and kiſs'd and preſs'd 
them cloſe, 
Thoſe hands, th' inbuman authors of his woes ; 
Thoſe hands, whofe unrelenting force had coit 
Much oc his blood (for many ſons he Joſt). 
But, as a wretch who has a murder done, 
And, ſeeking refuge, docs from juitice run, 
Entering ſome houſe, in hafte, where he's un- 


known, | 

Creates amazement in the lookers-on: 
So did Achilles gaze, ſurpris'd to ſee 
The godlike Priam's royal miſery ; 
All on cach other gaz d, all in ſurpriſe, 
And mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their 

eyes. | 

Till he at length the folemn flence broke: 

Aud thus the ve:.crable ſuppliant ſpoke : - 

« Divine Achilles, at your feet behold * 

« A profrate king, in wretchedneſs grown old: 
« Think on your tather, and then look on me, 

« His hoary age and helpleſs perſ n ſee: 

« 80 CT avs lis cheeks, ſo white his hairs, 
Such, and ſo many, his deck ning years; 

« Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 

« Could you imagine ſuch, his miſery ! 

« Yet it may come, when he ſtall be opproſe d, 
« And neighbouring priuces lay his country 
 _ «« waſte; 1 | 
40 * at this time, perhaps, ſome powerful 

cc Ne, : : . 

4 Who will no mercy, no compaſſion, ſhow, 
« Entering his palace, ſecs him feebly fly, 
« And ſeek protection where no help is nigh. 
« In vain he may your fatal ab{nce mourn, 
« And wiſh, in vain, for your delay'd return; 


« ? 


4 * 


| 
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& Yet, that he hears you live, in ſome relief ; 

„Some hopes alleviate his exceſs of gri-f; 

It glads his foul to think he once may lee 

« His —_— ſon ; would that were granted 
% mc 

But I, moſt wretched T! of all bercft! 

« Of all my worthy ſors Low tew ar left! 

« Yet ity goodly youth: 1 lad to beail, 

«« When firſt the Greeks in vaded Ilio:. s craft ; 

« Nineteen, the joyful iſſue of ore womb, 

« Are now, alas! a mouruful tribute to one 
« tomb, - 

« Mercileſs war this devaſtation wrought, 

« Aad their ſtroug nerves to difſolution 

« Still one was left, in whom was all wy 

64 hope, 

« My age*s coniſert, and his country's prop; 

« Hector, r:y darling, and my laſt detence, 

*© Whoſe lite alone their deaths could recom- 
« pence; 

« And, to complete my ſtore of countleſs woe, 

« * have lain——of kim bereav'd me 
« too 


For his ſake only hither am I come; 


* Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an endleſs 


« ſum; 


« All to redeem that fatal prize you won, 


* A worthleſs ranſom for ſo brave a ſon, 


« Fear the juſt gods, Achilles; and on me 
« With pity look, think you your father ſee : 
« Such as I am, he is; alone in this, 

IJ can no equal have in miſeries ; 

« (if all mankind moſt wretched and forlorn,” 

« Bod with ſuch weight as never has been 
« borne ; 

« Reduc®d to kneel and pray to you, from 
« whom 

« The ſpring and ſource of all my ſorrows 
« come; 

c 2 to court mine and my country's 
«c Cy 

* And kiſs thoſe hands which have my children 
« ain.“ 

He ſpate, —- | 


Now ſadneſs o%'er Achilles“ face 

Priam he views, and for his father — 
That, aud compaſſion, melt him into tears. 
Then gently with. his hand he put aw ay 

Old Priam's face ; brit be ftill proftrat? lay, 

And there, with tears and 1{;ghs, afreſh begun 
To mourn the tall of his ill-fated ſon. 

But paſſioa dificrent ways Achilles turns, 

Now he Patroclus, now his father mourns : 
Thus both with lamentations fill'd the place, 

Iill forrow ſcem'd to wear one common face. 


THE. LAMENTATIONS OF 
HECUBA, ANDROMACBE, AND HELEN, 
OVER Tuz DEAD BODY or HECTOR. + 
TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK OF HOMER. 


Connection of this with the former Tranſlation. 
Priam, at laſ!, moves Achilles to compaſſion, and, 


afier kewing made him preſents of great values 


K WWWTY TT FL. T1. 


—_ r 


\ 


e3toins the b. dy of Vis ſen. Mercury alen, Pri- 
an ecrly intte mtraing, and ade, tim to haſte 
«way with tle b:dy, 1. ft Py Canem bend be 
informed of Lis being in . c: te binſclh 
Lelps ia the nules £0 7/1, and cue 
lim ſafely, and evithout mie, ci artet and all, 
J1+14 M0 the Grecon tems 1 il, n flies 1h tc beans 
wen, leaving Lien and Ideus ts travel on with 
the hein t { Trey 
C did the ſaffron morn her beams difplay, 
N Cildiug the face of univerial day 
hen mouring Priam to the town reture'd ; 
dlov ly his cluriot mov'd, as that had mourw'd ; 
The mules beneath the ma »z1-d body go, 
As bearing (10w) unuſual w .izht of woe. 
To Pergamus“ high top Cafſandra flies, 
Thenc? ſhe afar the ſad proceſſion ſpics ; 
Her father and Id eus irit appear, 
Then Hector s corpſe extended on a bicr; 
At u hich her bourdleſs grief loud cries began, 
Ard, thus lameiiting, through the ſtroct ſhe ran: 
« Hither ye wretch:d Trojaus, kithcr all! 
« Bchold th. godlike Hecor's funcral ! 
« If e*er you went with joy to ſee him come 
« Adorn'd with conqueſt and with laurels home, 
« Afﬀemble now, bis ranſom'd body ſee, 
40 bet was all your jay; now all your mi- 
: cry!“ 
She ſpake, and ftraight the numerous crowd 
obey*d, 
Kor man, nor woman, in the city ſtay'd; 
Common conſent of grief had made them one, 
With clamorous moan to Scæu's gate they run, 
There the lov'd body of their Hector meet, 
Which they, with loud and freſh lamentings, 


— 


His reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
Equal in love, in grief had equal ftrife ; 
In ſorrow they no moderation knew, 
But, wildly wailing, to the chariot flew ; 
There itrove the rolling whecls to hold, while 
each 
Attempted firſt his breathleſs corpſe to reach; 
Aloud they beat their breaſts, and tore th-ir hair, 
Rerding around with ſhric%s the ſuffering air. 
Now had the throng or people ſtopt the way, 
Who would have there lamented all the day ; 
But Priam from bis chariot roſe, and ſpake, 
&« Tro;ans, enough; truce with your ſorrows make; 
« Cive way to me, and yield the chariot room: 
% Firit let me bear my Hector's body home, 
** Then mourn your till” At this the crowd 
gave Way, IP | 
Yieldiog like waves of a divided ſea. 
}&:;-us to tus palace drove, then laid 
With care the body on a ſunptuous bed, 
Ard round about were ſkilful fingers plac'd, | 
Who wept, and ſigh'd, and in fad notes expreſs'd 
Their moan ;, all in a chorus did agree 
Cf univerſal moura/ul karmony, 
When ſirſt Andromache her patſion broke, 
And tiws (cloſe preſſing his pale cheeks) ſhe 
ſpoke : 
ANDROMACHE?'S LAMEXNTATION, 
O my loſt huſband! let me ever mourn 


| 


CONGREVE?'S POEM $ 461 


In the full pride of youth thy glories fade, 
And thou in aſhes muſt with them be laid, 

Why is my heart thus miſerably torn ! 
Why am I thus diftr-[-/4 ! why thus forlorn ! 
Am I that wretched thing a widow leit? 
Why do I live, wh ain ot thee beret? 
Yet I were bleft, were I alore undone 
Alas, my child ! where can an infant run ? 
Unhappy orphan ! thou in woes art nurs'd ; 
Why were you born? Tam with bleſſings curs'd; 
For lor.g ere thou ſ-alt be to manhood grown, 
Wide de folation will lay waftc tais town : 
Who is there now that can protectici give, 
Since he, who was ber nrength, no more doth live? 
Who of her reverend matro::5 will have care? 
Who ſave her children fro: the rage of war? 
For he to all iather and buſtand was, 
And all are orphans row, and widows, by his loſs. 
Soon will the Grecians now inſulting come, 
And bear us captives to their distant home ; 
I, with my child, muſt the ſame fortune fl. arc, 
And all alize be priſoners of the war; 
*Mongit baſe-burn wretches he his lot muſt have, 
And be to ſome inhuman lord a fave. 
Elſe ſome avenging Greek, with fury fill'd, 
Or for an only fon or fatber illꝰd 
By Hector's hand, on him will vent his rage, 
And with his blood his thirty gri-f afſuage 3 


| For many fell by his rele:«tleſs hand, 


Biting that ground, with which their blood was 
ſtain'd. 
Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war, 
And never did his foes in battle ſpare; 


| Thence come thee ſufferings, which ſo much 


have coſt, 
Much woe to a!l, but ſure to me the moſt, 
Iſaw him rot when in the pargs of death, 
Nor did my lips receive his Pte breath ; 
Why held he not to me his dying hand? 
And why receiv'd not I his lat command? 
Something be would have ſaid, had I been there, 
Wliich I ſhould itill in ſad remembrance bear; 
For I ſhould never, never words forget, 
Which night and day I ſhould with tears repeat. 
She ſpa e, and wept afreſh, when all around 
A general ugh diffus'd a mournful ſound. 
Then Hecuba, who long had been oppreſt 


Wich boiling paſſions in her aged breaſt, 


Mingling her words with ſighs and tears, begun 
A lameatation for her darling ſon. 
HECUBA'S LAMENTATION, 

HeQor, my joy, and to my ſoul more dear 
Than all my other nun erous iſſue were; 
O my laſt comfort, and my befi-belov'd ! 
Thou, at whoſe fall even Jove himſelf was mov*d, 
And ſeat à god his dread commands to bear, 
So far thou wert high Heaven?®: peculizr care ; 
From fierce Achille chains thy corpſe was freed, 
So kind a fate was for none elſe decrecd : | 
My other ſons, made priſoners by his hands, 
Were fold like faves, and ſhipt to foreign lands. 
Thou too wert ſentenc'd by his barbarous doom, 
Ard dragg*d, when dead, about Patroclus* tomb, 


And yet that cruelty was us'd in vain, 


Thy carly fate, and too untimely ura: 


; | His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy hands had ſlain * 


Since all could not reſtore his life again. 


1 


Now freſh and 
And fair as he who fell by Pherbus“ dart, 
Her weeping Hecuba her paſſion ſtay'd, 


ev'n in death thou art, 


And univerſal moan again was made; 
When Helen's lamentation hers ſupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry*d. 


HELENX's LAMENXTATION, 


O Hettor, thou wert rooted in my heart, 
No brother there had half fo large a part! 
Net leſs than twenty years are now paſsd o'er, 
Since frit I landed on the Trojan ſhore ; 

Since I with grdlike Paris fied trom home: 
(Would I had dy*d before that day had come l) 
In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind). 

I ne*er could charge thee with a deed unkind ; 
Not one ui:tender word, or look of ſcorn, 
Which I too often have from others borne. 

But you from their reproach ſtill ſet me free, 
And kindly have their cruelty ; 

If by iny ſiſters or the queen rovibd, 

(For the good kirg, live you, was ever mild) 
Your kindneſs ill has all w grief beguiPd, 
Ever in tears let me your loſs bemoan, 

Who bad no frieud alive but you alone: 

All will me now where*er I paſs, 

And fly with horror from my hated face. 

This ſaid, the wept; and the vaſt tnrong was 


mov'd, 
And with a general ſigh her grief approv'd. 
When Priam (who heard the mourning 


_ 
Roſe from his ſeat, and thus he ſpake aloud : 
6 uſp your lamentings, Trojans, for a 

Wulle, ; 

« And fell down trees to build a funeral pile; 

« Fear not au ambuſh by the Grecians laid, 

For with Achilles twelve days truce I made. 

He ſpake ; and all obey'd as with one mind, 

Chariots =_ brought, and mules and oxen 
Jain d; 

Forth from the city all the people went, 

And nine days ſpace was in that labour ſpent; 

The teuth, a moit ſtupendous pile they made, 

And on the top the wanly Hector laid, 

Then gave it ſire; while all, with weeping eyes, 

Behold the rolling flames and ſmote ariſe. 

All night they wept, and all the night it burn'd; 

But when the roſy morn with day rctur:d, 

About the pile the thronging people came, 

And with black wine , the remaining 
fia me. ä ; 

Bis brothers then and friends ſearch'd every 
— | 

And gathering up his ſnowy bones with care, 

Wept o'er them; when an urn of gold was 

brought, | 


VW'rapt in ſoft purple palls, and richly wrought, 


In which the ſacred aſhes were interr'd, . 
Then Oer his grave 4 monument they rear'd. 
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| There they refreſh'd their weary limbe with reft, 
Ending the funeral with a ſolemn feaft, 


PARAPHRASE vyox HORACE, 
ODE XIX. LIB. I. 


« Mater ſxva Cupidinum, &c.“ 


I. 
HE tyrant queen of ſoit deſires, 
With the reſiſtleſs aid of ſprightly wine 
And wanton caſc, conſpires 
To mate my heart its peace reſign, 
And re. admit love“ long-rejeded tres, 
For beauteous Glycera I burn, 
The tiames fo long repell'd with double force 
return. 


Matchleſe her face appears, and ſſ ines more 


| Let iS antiraten atubtes light : 


Her very coyneſs warms ; 
+ And with a grateſul ſullenneſs the charms; 
Each look darts forth a thouſand rays, 
Whoſe luſtre an unwary fight betrays ; 
My eye-talls ſwim, aad I grow giddy while I 
gaze, 


II. 
She comes! ſhe comes! ſhe ruſtes in my 
veins! 
At once all Venus enters, and at large ſhe 
reigns ! 
Cyprus no more with her abode is bleſt. 
IT am her palace, ard her throne my breaſt. 
| Of ſavage Scythian arms no more I write, 
Of Parthian-archers, who in frying fight, 
And make rough war their ſport ; 
Such idle themes no more can move, 
Nor any thiug but what's of high import: 
And what's of high import, but love ? 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare : 
With wine of two years old your cups be 
fill d: 
After our facrifice and , N 
The goddets — her heart to yield, 


— —— — 


4 


STANZAS 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 
LIB, 11, ODE X1V, 


c Eheu ſugaces, Pofthume, Poſthume, 
« Labuntur ann;, &c.“ 


HI no, tis all in . believe me tis, 
This pious artifice, 

Not all theſe prayers and alms can buy 

One moment tow'rd eternity. 

| Etervity ! that boundleſs race, 

| Which Time himſelf can never run 


Meantime ſtrong guards were plac'd, and careful] (Swift as he flies, with an unweary'd pace): 
8 41 


ſpies, — * 
To waich the Grecians, prevent ſurpriſe. 
The work once ended, all the vaſt reſort 
Of mourning people went to Priam's court; 


Which, when ten thouſand, thouſand years are 
ne, | 

| Is ſtill the ſame, and ſtill to be begun. 
3 
0 


wd *%. * 


—— 
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Fix'd are thoſe limits, which 
A ſhort extent to the moſt laftir.g breath ; 
And though thou could for ſacrifice lay down 
Millions of other lives to ſave thy own, 

Tvere fruitleſs all; not all would bribe 


Que ſupernumerary gaſp from death. 


| II. 
In vain's thy ine xhauſted ſtore 
Of wealth, in vain thy power; 
Thy honours, titles, all mutt fail, 
Where piety itſelf can nought avail, 
The rich, the great, the i. nocent, and juſt, 
Muſt all be huddled to the grave, 
With the moſt vile and ignominious ſlave, 
And undiſtinguiſtꝰd be in duſt. 
In vain the fearful flies alarms, 


In vain he is ſecure from wounds of arms, 


In vain avoids the ſaithleſs ſeas, 
And is confin*d to home and caſe, 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days. 
In vain are all thoſe arts we try, 
All our evafions, and regret to die: 
From the contagion of mortality, 
No clime is pure, no air is free : 
| And no retreat 
Is ſo obſcure, as to be hid from fate. 
nm. 
Thou muſt, alas! thou muſt, my friend; 
(The very hour thou now doſt ſpend 
In ſtudying to avoid, brings on thy end) 

Thou muſt forego the deareſt joys of life; 
Leave the warm boſom of thy tender wife, 
Ard all the much-lov'd offspricg of her womb, 
Jo moulder in the cold embraces of a tomb. 

All muſt be left, and all be loſt; 


* 


Thy houſe, whoſe ſtately ſtructure fo much 


coft, 
Shall not afford 
Room for the ft inking carcaſe of its lord. 
Of all thy pleaſant gardens, grots, and bowers, ' 


1 by coſtly fruits, thy far-fetch'd plants and | 


tiowers, 
Nought ſhalt thou ſave ; 
Or but a ſpring of roſemary ſt alt have, 
To wither with thee in the grave: 
The reſt all live and flouriſh, to upbraid 
Their tranſitory matter dead. 
IV. 
Then ſtall thy long- ex pet ing heir 
A joyful mourning wear: 
And rict in the waſte of that eftate 
Wh ch thou haſt taken ſo much pains to get. 
All thy hid ftores he ſhall unfold, 
And ſet at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine, condemn*d by thee 
To vaults at d priſons, ſtall again be free: 
Bury'd alive though now it lies, 
Again ſſt all riſe; | 
Again its ſparkling ſurface ſhow, 
And free as element profuſely flow. 
Wich ſuch high food he ſtall ſet forth his feaſts, 
That cardivals ſhall wiſh to be his gueſts ; 
And pamper'd prehates fee 
Themſclves outdone in luxury. 


1 


| 


N 


| 
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IN IMITATION OF HORACE, , 
ODE 1X. LIB, 1. 
« Vides ut alta, &c.“ 
0 
LESS me, tis cold! how chill the air! 
How naked does the world appear ! 
ut ſee (big with the ofispring of the nortt.) 
The teeming clouds bring forth : 
A ſhower of ſoft and fleecy rain 
Falls, to new-clothe the earth again. 
Behold the mouatain-tops around 
As if with rvr of ermins crown'd ; 
And lo! how by degrees 
The univerſal mantle hides the trees 
In hoary flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autumn of the ſky : 
* the groves ſuſtain their weight, and 


Like aged limbs, which fee 
Beneath — head of 22. 


II. 
Difſuſwe oold does the whole earth invade, 
| Like a diſeaſe, through all its veins tis ff 
And each late living ſtream is numb'd and dead, 


Let's melt the frozen hours, make warm the air; 
Let cheerful fires SoPs feeble beams i 


Fill the large bowl with ſparkling wine; 
Let's drink till our own faces ſhine, 
Till we like ſuns appear, 
To light and warm the hemiſphere. 
Wine can diſpenſe to all both light and heat, 
They are with wine incorporate ; 


| That powerful juice, with which no cold dares 


mix, 
Which ſtill is fluid, and no froſt can fix: 
Let that but in abundance flow, 
And let it form and thunder, hail and ſnow, 
Tis Heaven's concern; and let it be 
The care of Heaven ftill for me: 
Thoſe winds which read the oaks and plough 
the ſeas, 
Great Jove can, if he pleaſe, 
With one commanding nod 
III 
Seek not to know to-morrowꝰs doom ? 
That is not ours, which is to come : 
The preſent moment's all our ſtor: ; 
The next ſhould Heaven allow, 
Then this will be no more : 
So all our life * one inſtant now, 
Look on day you've 
To be a mighty — — 2 
And lay each moment out in haſte; 
Me're ſure to live too fat, 
And cannot live too ſoon. 
Youth doth a thouſand pk aſures bring, 
Which from decrepit age will fly; 
The flowers that ffouriſh in the ſprino, 
In winter's cold embraces die. 


IV. 
Now Love, that everlaſting boy, invites 
To revel while you may, in ſoft delights : 
Now the kind nymph yields all ber charms, 


Nor yields ia vain to youthful arma. 
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Slowly the promiſes at night to meet, | And long and hard to bear: 
But eagerly prevents the hour with ſwiſter fect. The joys they give (if any) 
To gloomy groves and ſhades obſcure ſhe flies, Few, ſt.ort, and unſincere. 
There veils the bright confeſſion of her eyes, RECITATIVE 
Unwillingly ſhe ſtays, . > "fg 
Would more u.willugly depart, But Celia now, repenting 
And in ſoft ſighs conveys Her breach of aff. nation, 
The whiſpers of her heart. Arriv*d with eyes conſentirg, 


Still me invites and ſtill denies, 
And vows ſhe'll leave you if you're rude ; 
Then from her raviſher ſhe flies, 
But flies to be purſuꝰd; 
If from his ſight ſhe does herſelf convey, 
With a feign'd laugh the will herſelf betray, 
And cunningly inſtruct him in the way. 


\ 


0: WA 


I. 
e, eee 


Seiles @ bars 
But when I firove moſt my great paſſion to 


break, 
Still then I ſaid leaſt of the matter. 


| II. 
I ſwore to myſelf, and refolv'd I would try 
Some way my poor heart to recover; 
But that was all vain, for I ſooner could die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 


III. 
Dear Cælia, be kind then; and ſince your own 
es 
By looks can command jon, 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe 
Thoſe oglings that tell you my paſſion. 


IV. 
We'll loot, and we'll love, and though neither 
: ſhould ſpea*, 
The plcaſure we'll ſtill be purſuing : 
And io, without words, I don't doubt we may 
: make 
A very good end of this wooing, 


THE RECONCILIATION. 
RECITATIVE. 


AIR Czlia love pretended, 
And nam'd the myrtle bower, 


Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis'd hour. 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expectation, 
His heart with rage o%erlowing, 
He vented thus his paſſion, 
o DR. 

To all the ſex deceitful, 

A long and laſt adieu: 
Since women prove ungratefut 

As oft as men prove true. 
The palns thꝰy cauſe are many. 


' 
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| 


| 


| And 


And ſparkling inclinatbn. 

Like Citherea ſmjl'ng, 

She bluſt-*d, ard laid his paſſion ; 

The ſhepherd ceas'd reviling, 

And ſung this recantation. 
PALINODE. 


How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a lover*s pain and — 
And what joy the nympbꝰ: ing, 
After abſence or deſpair! 
Women wiſe increaſe deirimg, 
By contriving kind delays ; 


All they mean is more to pleaſe. 


ABSENCE, 


A IAS! what pains, what racking thoughts be 
proves 

Who lives remov'd from her he deareſt loves ! 

In cruel abſence doom'd paft joys to mourn, 

And think on hours that will no more return! 

Oh let me ne%er the pangs of abſence try, 


Save me from abſence, Love, or let ine die. 
— —— — —— — 


S8 ON G. 
ALSE though ſhe be to me and love, 
Pl neꝰ er purſue revenge 
For ſtill the charmer I k 
Though I deplore her change. 
In hours of bliſs we oft have met, 
They could not always laft ; 
And though the preient I-regret, 
Pm grateful for the paſt. 


— 


SONG IN DIALOGUE, 
FOR TWO WOMEN, 


I. 


Love and am belov'd again, 
| Strephon no more ſhall figh iu vain ; 
I've try*d his faith, and found him truc, 
And all my ccyneſs bid adicu. 


IT. 


I love, and am belov'd again, 
Yet ſtill my Thyrſis ſhall complain; 
Pm ſure he's mine, while I refuſe him, 
But when TI yield, I fear to loſe him. | 
1. Men will grow faint with tedious faſting : 
2. And both will tire with often taſting, 
When they fird the bliſs not lafting. 
1. Love is complete in kind poſſeſſipg. 


P 


2. Ab no! ah no! that ends the bleſing. 
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CHORUS CF FOTE, 


I hen let us beware how far we conſent, 
Joo ſoon when r yield, two late we repent; 
Ti, igacratuce makes men admire ; 
A d grautbig deſire, 
We feed not the fro, 
Eut mace it more quickly expire. 


S ON G. 
I. 


ELL me no more Ian Gccived, 
* That Cloc's falie ard common 3 
] always kaew (at bat bclicy's) 

She wa a very women: 
As ſuch I lit ed, as ſuch careſs*d, 
Sha fiill was conftanrt when poſſeſs d, 
Ehe could do more for no man. 
| þ A 
But, oh! her thougitz on cthers ran, 
And that you think a hard thing : 
Perlups fe fa cy'd you tac man, 
Aud what cre one farthi:'g ? 
Y ou think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind; 
I take ber body, you her mind, 
Who has the better Largain ? 


THE PETITION. 


RANT me, gentle Love, faid 1, 
One dear bleſſing ere I die; 

Loug Pve borne exceis of pain, 
Let me now ſome bli'z obtain. 

Thus to almighty Love I cry d, 
Via angry thus the God reply'd; 

Eleſſing greater none Cai have, 
Art thou not A:nyata's avs? 
Ceaſe, fond mortal, to implore, 
For Love, ev'a Love himſelf 's no more. 


— — 


S O N G e 
. 
RUEL Amynta, can you ſee 
A heart thus tora, which you betray'd ? 
Love of himſclf ne'er vanquiſh'd me, 
But through your eyes the conqueſt made, 


I 
In ambuſh there the traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithleſs ſmiles; 
Ko wretches are ſo loft as they 
Whom much ſecurity beguiles. 


* 


— 


S O N G. 


— 


I. 


EE, ſee, ſhe wates, Sabina wabes! 
And now the ſun begins to riſe ; 
Leſs glorious is the mora that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 
Vor. IV, © 
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II. 
With light united, day they give, 
Lut different futes ere night fulf1; 
ow many by his warmth will bve ! 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 


OCCASIONED BY A LADY'S HAVIEG WRIT 
VERSES IN COMMENDATION OF A POEM 
WHICH WAS WRITTEN IN PRAISE OF 
ANOTHER LADY. 


H ight 
f him, who dares in prai ance hn oy 
For —_— to that high theme our | 2 


praiung beauty, does no wrong, 

May boaſt to be ſucceſsful in. his ſore : 

But when the fair tbemſclves approv- his lays, 

And one accept*, and oue vouchiates to praiſe ; 

His v. ide ambition knows ro farther bound, 

Nor can his Muſe with brighter ſame be 
crown'd. 


EPIGRANM, 


WRITTEN AFTER TRE DECEASE OF MRS, 
ARAPELLA RUN T, UNDER HER PICTURE 
DRAWN PLAYING ON A IUTE. 


ERE there cr. earth another voice li 
thine AI 
Another hand fo bleſt with fl il divine 
The late aft ĩcted world ſome hopes might bave, 
And harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 


SONG. 
I. | 
IOUS Selinda to prayers, 
P 1! 1 but aſk the favour; 
And yet the tender fools in tears, 
When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 
| 
Would I were free from this reftraiut, 
Cr elſe had hopes to win her ! 
Would ft.e could make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a ſnuer! : 


A HYMN TO HARMONY, 
IN HONOUR OF 
ST, CECILIA'S DAY, MDCC1. 
SET TD KUSIC BY MR, JOHN ECCLES, 


J. 


HARMONY, to thee we fog, 8 
O To thee the grate ful tribute bring 
Of ſacred verſe, and ſweet-reſounding lays 3 


| Thy aid invozing while thy power we praiſe, 
Ooo 


Confuſion heard thy voice, and fled, 
And Chaos plung d his vanquiſh'd head. 
III. 
Thou only, goddefs, firſt could'ſt tell 


The charms in numbers found ; 
And didft to heavenly minds reveal 
The ſecret force of tuneful found. 
When firſt Cyllenius form'd the lyre, 

Thou didft the god inſpire ; 
When firſt the vocal ſhell he ſtrung, 
To which the Muſes ſurg ; 
Then firſt the Muſes — 5 melodious ſtrains 
Apollo play? 
And Muße firft began by thy auſpicious aid. 
Hark, hark! again Urania fings ! 

Again ſtrikes the trembling frings ! 

And ſee, the liftening deities around 

Attend infatiate, devour the ſound, 


CHORUS, | 
Hark, 1 in Urania ſings! 
Again Apollo ſtri es the trembling firings ! 
And ſee, the liſtening deitics eo. + a 


IV. 

Deſcend, Urania, hcavenly fair ! 
To the relief of this afflidted world repair; 

See how, with various woes opyreſt, 

The wretched race of men is worn; 

Conſumꝰ d with cares, with doubts diſtreſt, 

Or by conflicting paſſions tore. 

Reaſon in vain employs her aid, 

| CY r on waits; 
While reaſon s or fears betray*d, 
Too late advances or _—_— retreats, 
Muſic alone with ſudden charms can bind 
The wandering ſenſe, and calm the troubled 


| Loud trumpets 


| 
1 
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CHORUS. 


Muc alone with ſudden charms can bind 
The wandering ſenſe, and calm the troubled 


V. 
Begin the powerful ſong, ye ſacred Nine, 
Your inſtruments and voices join; 
Harmony, peace, and ſweet de ſie, 
In every breaft inſpire. 
Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And ſoft repoſe to reſtleſs thoughts impart. 
Appeaſe the wrathful mind, 
To dire revenge, and dcath inclin'd : 
With balmy ſounds his boiling blood aſſuage, 
And melt to mild remorſe his burning rage. 
Tie done; and now tumultuous paſſions ceaſe 5 
And all is huſh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome caſe is bleſt, 
By muſic lull'd to'pleafog reſt. 
CHORUS. 


Tis done: and now tumultuous paſſions ceaſe ; 
And all is huſh'd, aud all is peace. 


4 The weary world with welcome eaſe is bleſt, 
ö 


By muſie lull'd to pleafing reſt. 
VI. 
Ah, ſweet repoſe, too ſoon expiring ! 
Ah, fooliſh man, new toils requiring ! 
Curs'd ambition, ſtrife purſuing, 
Wakes the __ — war and — 
See, ſee, battle is pre parꝰd 
Behold, the hero comes! 
with ſurill fifes are heard; 
And boarſe reſounding drums. 
War, with diſcordant notes and jarring noiſe, 
The harmony of peace de ſtroys. 


c n O uο½s. 
War, with diſcordant notes and jarring noiſe, 
The harmony of 71 de ſtroys. 
VI 


Sec the forſaken fair, with ſtreaming eyes, 
Her parting lover mourn 3 
She weeps, te ſighs, deſpuirs, and dies, 
And watchful waſtes the lou.cly livelong nights, 


| Bewailing paſt delights 


may no more, no never more return, 
O ſooth her cares 
With ſoiteſt, ſweeteſt airs, 
Till victory and : reſtore 

Her faithful lover to her tender breaſt, 
Within her folding arms to reſt, 
Thence rever to be parted more, 

| No never to be parted more. 
1 CHORU 
Let victory and reſtore 

Her faithful lover to her tender breaſt, 
Within her folding arms to reſt, 
Thence never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more, 


VIIL. 
Enough, Urania , heavenly fair ! 


| Now to thy native ſkies repair, 
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And rule again the ſphere ; 
Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fill'd, 
To caſe the world of carc, 
Ceilia, more than all the Muſes ſł id ! 
Phoebus himſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp and laurel crown. 
The ſoit enervate lyre is drown*d 
In the deep organ*s more majeſtic ſound. 

In peals tha ſwelling notes aſcend the ſkies, 
Perpetual breath the ſwelling notes ſupplies, 
And laſting as her name, 

Thy! immortal muſic never dies. 
GRAND CHORUS, 
Cecilia, more than all the Muſes f&ilÞd, 
Pherbus himſcl: to her muſt yield, 
And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp and laurel crown, 
The ſoft enervate lyre is drown'd 
In the deep orga s more majeſtic ſound. 
In pcals the ſwclliag notes zicend the ſkies, 
Perpetual breath the ſwelling notes ſupplies, 
And laſting as her name, 
Who fornr'd the tuneful frame, 


VERSE S 
TO THE MEMORY OP 
GRACE LADY GETHIN, 
Occafioned by reading her Book, entitled 


RELIQUIAE GETHINIANAE. 
FTER a painful life in ſtudy ſpent, 
The 2 their ignorance la- 
ment; 
And aged men, whoſe lives exceed the ſpace 
Which ſeems the bound preſcrib'd to mortal 
race, 10 
With hoary heads, their ſhort ience grieve, 
As G&com'd to die before they*ve learn'd to live. 
$0 hard it is truc knowledge to attain, 
So frail is life, and fruitleſs human pain! 
Whoe'er on this reflects, and then beholds, 
With firi& attention, what this book unfolds, 
With admiration ſtruck, ſhall queſtion who 
So very long could live, ſo much to know ? 
For ſo complete the ſinĩ ſt. d piece appears, 
That learning ſeems combin'd with length of 


cars 3 
And both unprov'd by pureſt wit, to reach 
At all that Rudy or that time can tcach, 
But to what heiglit muſt his amgzcme Qt riſe, 
When, having read the work, he turns his cyes 
Again to view the foremoſt opening page, 
Aud there the beauty, ſexy and tender age, 
Of her beholds, in whoſe pure mind aroſe 
Th zthereal ſource from whence this current 

flows ' 

When prodigies appegr, our reaſon fails, 
And ſuperſtition oꝰer — prevails, 
Some heavenly miniſter we ſtraight conclude, 
Some angel mind with female form endueq, 
To make a ſhort abode on earth, was ſent, 


(Where no perfection can be permanent) 


And, having left her bright example here, 
Was quick recall'd, and bid to diſappear. 
Whether around the throne, eternal 
She ſings amid the choir of ſeraphims ; 

Or ſome refulgent ſtar informs, and gui 
Where ſhe, the hleſt intelli » preſides ; 
Is not for us' to know who remain 3 
For *twere as impious to inquire as vain : 
And all we ought, or can, in this dark 

Is, what we bave admir'd, to imitate. 


EPITAPH 
UPON ROFERT HUNTINGDON, OF STANTON 
HARCOURT, ESQ, AND ROEERT HIS SON, 


1 75 peacetul tomb does now contain 


Father and ſon, laid; 
e living virtues remain, 
| When they and this are quite decay'd. 
What man ſhould be, to ri * grown, 
And finiſt'd worth do, or ſhung 
At full was in the father ſhown ; 

What youth could promiſe in the fon, 
3 obdurate, both 


| The perfect fruit, and ing bud : 
Firit ſeiz'd thoſe ſweets we had enjoy'd, 


Then robbꝰd us of the coming good. 
TO MR. DRYDEN, 


h | ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS, 


S when of old heroic ftory tells, 
Of kni 
Till future time the deftin'd hero ſend, 

By whom the dire enchantment is to end : 
Such ſeems this work, and ſo reſerv'd for thee, 
Thou great revealer of dark poeſy. 


Or Perſius“ too long ſufteriag Muſe been caſt, 
Diſperſe, and dy betore thy ſacred pen, 
And, in their room, bright tracks of light are ſeen. 
Sure Phrbus? ſeli thy twelling breaft inſpires, 
The god of muſic, and poetic fires : 
Elſe, whence proceeds this great ſurpriſe of light! 
cond * day, forth from the womb of 
night ! 

Our — now does our paſt folly ſhow, 
Vaiuly contemning what we did not know : 
So unbelievers unpiouſly deſpiſe 
The ſacred oracles in myſteries. 
Per ius before in ſmall eſtee m was had, 
Unleſs what to antiquity is paid ; 
But like Apocrypha, with ſcruple read 
(So far our ignorance our faith miſled) ; 
| Till you, Apoll»'s dartiag prieſt, thought fit 
To plac? it ia the poet's ſaared writ, 
As coin, which bears ſome awful monarch's face, 
For more than its intrinſic worth will paſs ; 
So your bright image, which we here behold, 
Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold, 
To you we all this following treaſure owe, 
This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow, 

Old fioic virtue, clad in rugged lines, 
Poliſh*d by you, in modern brilliant ſhines : 
And as before, for Perfous, our eſtrem 
| To his antiquity was paid, not him: 
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ghts impriſon'd Jong by magic ſpells, 


Thoie ſullea clouds, which have, for ages paſt, 
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So now, whatcver praiſe from us is due, 
Belongs not to old Perfrus, but the new. 
For ftill obſcure, to us no light he gives; 


Dead in himſelf, in you he lives. 

So ftubbora Aints their inward heu concea), 
Till art and force th! unwilling ſparks reveal; 
But through your £&ill, from theſe ſmall teeds of 


fire 
Bright flames ariſe, which never can expire. 


TVE ELEVENTY 
SATIRE or JUVENATL, 

ap uy py cs OP 3 

be de this Eatire is to exp repreFc 
all gn of ef . 6p pa.” Ae but 
mere particularly that exorbitant luxury uſed by 
the 7 in tterr fſenfling. Ne Pert dranus 
the 1 r an invitation eob ich he here males 
to bis friend to dine <vith him; wery artiully e- 
pering him woith what he was to expe from bis 
treat, by beginning the Satire with a particular 
inveftipe againf{ the wanity and folly of ſeme fer- 
fins, whe, | wa. but mean fortunes in the we, Id, 
aitempred te live up to the height f men of great 
eflates and quality. He fbews us the wiicrable 
end of ſuch ſpendthrifts and gluttent, w0ih the 
maner and courſes which they beet to bring them 
ſelves te it; advifing men to live within bounds, 
and to properti-n their inclinatirns to the exten: 
of their fortune. He giver bis friend a bill of 
fare cf the entertainment be has provided for lin; 
and from thence le takes occaſion to reflect upen 
the temperance and frugality of the greateſt mes 
in former ages: to which he oppoſes (he p iot and 
intemperance of the preſent , attributing to the 
latter a viſible reniſſneſs in the care of heaven 
. over Reman flate. He inflences ſome load 
pract᷑ ces at feaſts, and by the bye, touches the 
mobility with making vice and debauchery cen fi 
with their principal pleaſures. He concludes 
th a repeated intitatlas to Hs friend; adviſing 
im (in one particular ſeme cubat freely) to a ne- 
glied of all cares and diſquiets fer the preſent, 

and a widerate uſe of pleoſures for the future. 


F noble Atticus make ſplendid feaſts, 
And with expenſwe food indulge hie gueſte, 

His wealth and quality ſupport the treat ; 
Nor is it luxury in him, but Gate, 
But when poor Rutilus fpend- ail he's worth, 
In hopes of ſet ing ove goc d dinner forth; 
*Tis dowrright mad ee; for what qr-ater jets, 
Than begging glut.ons, or than beggars? feaſts ? 

But Rutilus is now notorious grow ng 
And proves the common theme of all the town, 

A man in his ull tide of youth ul bloc, 
Able for arms, and for his country's god; 
Urg'd by nopewer, reftrain'd by no advice, 
But following his on i;:glorjevs choice ; | 
*Mcpgit common tencers practiſcs the trace, 
That end de baſu:g for which arme were mad 3 
Arms Which to man ne*cr-dyirg fame aord, 
But bis diſgrace 13 owing to his ſword, 
Many there are of the ſame wretched kind, 
Whom their deſpairiug cruliters may find 
Irrkirg in fambles; where with borrow?d coin 


— 


They buy choice meats, ard in cheap plenty dine; 
Such, whe'e ſole blys is cating 3 who can give 
But that one brutal rcaſou why they live. 


CONGREvVvVE'S POEMS. 


And yet what's more ridiculous; of theſe 
i he pooreſt u reich is fill moit hard to pleaſe ; 
And he whoſe thin tranſparent rags declare 
How much his tatter'd fortune wants repair, 
Would ranfack every element for choice 
Of every fiſh and fowl at ay price; 
Tf, brouglit rom far, it very dear has co??, ? 
It ba- a flavour then, which pleaſes moſt, > 
And he d vors it with a greater guſt. ) 
In riot thus, while money latte, he Foes, + 

And that exhaufed, i iil new pl-dges gives; 
Till forc*d of mere neceſFty to cat, 
He comes to pawn his diſt to buy his meat. 
Nothing of fver +1 of gold he iparcs, 

dot what his math: 43 facr=d image bear: 3 
The bro%en relie he with ſpeed devenrs, 


As he would all the ret os weeftrrr, 


It wrought in gold, cr if — — to ſal-, 
Th-y'd pay the price of one h. iονỹõ meal. 
Thus certain ruin reads upon his heels, 
The ſings of borer, ſoon, a'd want, he feels ; 
And thus is he redvc*d, at length, to { rve 
Fe: cars for miſerable ſcrap*, cr *arve. 

Imagine now you fee a plei. toous fraft ; 
The que ion is, at whoſe expence tis dreſt. 
In great Ventidius we the bounty prize; 
In Rutilus the vanity deſpiſe; 
Stra ge igncrance |. that the ame man who knows 
How ar you mouit above this mole-hill ſhows, 
Should not perceive a difierence as great 
Between ſmall incomes and a vaſt eftate! 
From heaven to mortals ſure that rule was ſet, 
Of « Know thyſelf,” and by ſome god was mcai:t 
To he our never-errirg pilot here, 
Throvgh all the various courſes which we ftecr. 


Therſ tea, though the moſt preſumptuous Greek, 


Yet durit not for Achilles? armour ſpeak ; 
When fearce Uly Tes bad a my pretence, 
Wich all the advantage of his cloquerce, 
Who r attempts weak ca to ſupport, 
Ougut to be very ſure he's able forꝰt; 
And not mifſta'e *rorg lungs and impudence, 
For harmony of words and force of ſenſe: 
Fools only mate attempts beyond their (il! ; 
A wiſe mals power's the limit of his will. 

I Fertiine has a niggard been to thee, 
De vote thyſelf te thrift, not luxury: 
A:d wiſ:ly make that ind of food thy choice, 
To which neoeſſ ty coufines thy price. 
Well may they frar ſome miſerable ed, 
Wnom gluntony and want at orce attei.d; 
Whoſe large voracious throats have ſwallow'd all, 
Both land a-d ſtack, intereſt ard principy : 
Well may they fear, at length, vile Pollic's fate, 
Who ſold his very ring to purchaſe meat 
And, though a luight, *mongt common Naves 

now itarda, 

B-gvcing an alins with undliſ in guiſt d hands, 
Sure ſudden drath to ſuch ſi ould welcome be, ? 
On whom cach added year heap* miſc ry, 
Seorr, poverty, reproach, ard infamy. 
But there are eps in villairy which theſe 
Obſerve to tread and follow by degrees, 
Money they borrow, and from all that lend, 
Which never mceanir.g to reſtore, they ſpend : 
But that and their ſmall ſtock of credit gone, 
Left Rome ſhould grow too warm, from thence 


they run; 


mung © 
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For of hte pears is no more ſand grown, 
For debt and rogu-ry to quit the tow::, 

Than, ia the mui of fummr*. ſcorching heat, 
From crow4:, a: d nhiſe, and bufineHs, to retreat. 
One ou griert ſuch fugitives can ſ d, 

Rege ig on the pleat ures left behi: d, 

The play+ ad looſe div ri one A the place; 

But nat vie bluſh app ars for the diſgrace, 
Nr was of node:ty fo grout a dearth, 

That out of Buntena ce Virtue“ god from earth; 
EA d, expos'd to ridlgule arid corn, 

dh.'s with Arca gone, not to return. 

3 


| 


hs day, way Perf cus, thu ff alt perpeive 
Warcher myſell I keep thoſe rules I give, 
Or «Ie an unſuſpe ed glutton live; 
Ii noderate fore aid abſtiner ce I prize 
Ia pull e, yet ic private gorma dire. 
Eza der“; feat r-vivd, trelay thou'k ſce; 
Thu aur Evade, I, and thou ſhalt be 
Al-ides 2. 4 f. eas both to me. 
Mea tine, I ſend you now your bill of fare 3 
Be un ſurprĩ d that *tis all homely cheer :; 
For notau:g from the ſhamble; I provide, 
But from iny owa ſmall farm the te- doreſt kid, 
And .attet of my flock, a ſuekli g 5-1 
That „er had nouriſhmetit hut tro.n the teat ; 
No Littzr willow-tops have been its fond, 
Scaroe 2 its veias have more of milk than 
blood. | 
Next that, Lall mour:tain *ſparapus be laid, 
Pull'4 by ſome plan, bt drach country mail. 
The largeſt eggs, yet warm within their ne?, 
Together wita the hens whiz laid them, dre; _ 
Cluttcrs of grapes preſerv'd for half a year, . 
Which plump and irefh as on the vines appear; 
Apples of a ripe flavour, fre a:.d fair, 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
M-:low*'d by wiater, from their cruder juice, 
9 of di geſtion now, and fit frr uſe. a 
och fond as this would have been A retofore 
A-20urt:d riot in a ſenator: 
When the good Curius thought it no Jifgrace, 
With his own hands a few ſmall herbs to dreis ; 
And rom his little garden culP4 a feaſt, 
Wich ſetter'd Daves world now diidain to taſte, 
For ſcarce a flave, but has to dinner now, 
The well dreſ*d paps of a fat pregoaut ſow. 
But h=retofore *twas thoug'it a ſumptuous treat, 
On birth< days, feftival:, or days of ſtate, 
A falt dry uch of bacoa to prepare: 
If they hal freſn meat, wa; 1-licious farc! 
aich rarely happen“ : and *twas highly priz'd 
If aug'n was left of what they facrifi?.l, 
To cat:rtaaments of this kind won id come 
The worthi:t and the graateſt meu in Rome 3 
Nay, {-ldom any at ſnea treats were fee", | 
But thoſe who had, at leut, thriz2 conſuls been; 
Or the ditator*s office hi diſcharg?d, 
Aud now from honourable toil uw 
Retir*d to huſband 1:4 manure the land, 
Humbling themſelvos to thoſe they might com- | 
mand. 
Then might y* have ſeen the good old general hafte, 
Before th appointed hour, to ſuch a feat; 
His ſpade aloft, as *twere in triumph held, 
Proud of the conqueſt of ſome ſtubborn field. 


| 
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Ov r ceriſers ther were ſubjeA to the law, 
Fx'n Power itſelf of Juftic* Rood in awe. 

It was net then a Roman anxious t bt, 
"Where largeſt tortoiſe-ſhells were to be bought, 
Where pcarls might of the grcateſt price be had, 
And {1 iti g iewtls to adora his bed, 
That he at vaſt expence might loll his head. F 
Plain was his couch, aud only rich his mind; 
Cortentedly he Nept, as cheaply as he din'd. 

The flier then, in Crccian arts unſt Yd, 
Returi ir g rich with plur dir from the field ; 

If cups of {lver or of gold be brought, 

With jewels ſet, ar d ex iſtely wrovght, 

To glorious trappi: gs raight the plate he turr.'d, 
And with the glitteri:-g ſpodl his horſe adoru'd ; 
Cr clſe a heln«<t fer limſeltf he made, 

Where various warli e fgures were ivlaid : 

The Roman welf ſuchling the twins was there, 
And Mars himſelf, md with his ſhield and ſpear, 
Hevering above his eren, did dreadful ſhow 


| As threatenirg death to each reſſtirg foe. 


No uſe of filver, but in artr.”, was krown 
Splendid they were in war, ard there alone. 
No / di hrards then with gilded plate were dreſs'd, 
No ſwenting ſlaves with maſſive diſhes preſ[sd ; 
Expenſ ve riet was not underſtood, 
But earthen platters held their homely food. 
| Who would not envy them that age of bhliſe, 
That ſ:es with ſhame the luxury of this ? 
Heaven unwearied then did bleiGr.gs pour, 
Ard pltyir.g jove forctold each dangerous hour: 
Mankind were then familiar with the god, 
He ſnuſſd their incenſe with a gracious nod: 
And would have ftill been bounteous, as of old, 
Had we not le him for that iddl — 
His golden ſtatues hence thegod have driven:) 
For well he knows where our devotion.'s given. 
' [is gold we worſhip, though we » 
ven. 5 
Woods of our own affordeq tables then, 
Though none can = us now but from Japan. 
Invite my lord to dine, and i him have 
The niet diſh his appetite can ↄrve; 
Bid let it on an oaken board be ſet, 
His lord hip will grow {:ck, and cannot cat: 
Somethir.g's amifs, he knows not what to think, 


Either your ver iſoi.'s rank, er ointme its ſtink. 


Order ſome other tahle to he brought, 
Sometbir g at great experce in India bought, 
Beneath who' orb large yawring panthers lie, 
Carv*d on rich pedeſtals of ivory: 
He finds no mere of that offen{.ve ſmell, 
The meat rec vere, and my lord grows well. 
An ivory table is a certain Whet; 
You ward not think how heartily he'll cat, 
As if new vigorr to his teeth were ſcot, 
By ſympathy from thoſe of t'? clephant. 

But ſuch fine ſeeders are no guetts for me: 
Riot agrees net with frugality ; 
Then, that unſaſkinnable man am TI, 
With me they'd ſtarve for want of ivory : 
For not one inch does my whole houſe afford,.. 
Not in my very tables, or cheſs-bozrd ; 
Of bone the handles of my knives are made, 
Yet no ill taſte from thence affeQs the blade, 
Or what I carve; nor is there ever left 


"Twas then when pious conſuls bore the ſway, 
Ard vice, diſcourag'd, pale and txcmbling lay, 


| 


Any uniavoury baut-goit from the hat. 
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A hearty weleome to plain wholeſome meat 
You'll ind, but ſerv*d up in no formal fiate ; 
CO 3 Gs ne I get, 

as By f:ilful Trypherus are taught: 
In whoſe faar'd fohools the various form: 
Of fiſhes, beaſts, and all the fowls o th' air 3 
And where, with blunted kaives, his ſcholars 


Hv to diſſect, and the nice joints diſcern ; 

While all the neighbours are with noiſc oppreſt, 

From the harſh. carving of his wooden feaſt. 

On me attends a raw unſk/1ful lad, 

On fragments fed, in homely garments clad, 

At once my carver, and my Ganymede : 

With diligence bell ſerve us while we dine 

HOY Plai | ay xy ff 

No beauteous boys I keep, from Phrygia brought, 

No catamites, by ſ-ameful pandars — : 

Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 

Uni. Sd in any but their mother-tongue ; 

Alike in featuro both, and garb appear, 

With hanoſt faces, though with uncurl'd hair. 

This day thou ſhalt my rural. pages ſee, 

For I have dreſ them both to wait on thee. 

n both were born, and one 

My plough mass is, t other my ſſ epherd's ſon ; 

A cheerful ſweetneſs in his looks he has, 

And innocenee unartful in bis face: 

Though ſometimes ſadneſs will oereaſt the joy, 
And gentle fgns break from the tender boy: 

His abſence from his mother oft* .he'l] mourn, 

1 

Longing to. ſec his tender kids again, 21 

Ard feed his lambs upon th: flowery plain. 

A modeſt bluſh he wears, not form'd by art, 

Free trom detcit his face, and full as. free his 

heart. 4118 4 . a 

Such looks, fuch baſhfulneſs, might wolb adorn 

The cheeks of youths that are more nobly born; 

But nohlewen thoſe bumble grazes ſeorn, 

This youth to-day fall my ſmall treat attend, 


Anf only he with wine fall ferve my friend, | 


With wine from bis own country brought, 
made K-54 


From the ſame vines, beneath whoſe fruitful 


But you, perbapa, expect à modith feaſt, ] 
With amorous ſongs and wanton darces grac'd; 
When ſprightly females, to the middle bare, 
Trip lightly o'cr the ground, and friſ in air 
Whoſe plant limbs in various poſtures move, 
And twine and bound as in the rage of leve. , 
Such ght the languid nerves to act ion ſtir, . . - 
Ard jaded Tutl ſprings forward with this ſpur. 
Virtue would ſhrink to hear this lewdneſs told, 
Which huſbands now do with their wives behold; 
A needful help, to make them both N 
20 dry embraces of long-wedded love. 

n nuptial cinders this revives the fire, 
And turns the in mutual loathing to deſire. 
But ſhe, who by her ſex's charter muſt . 
Have double pleaſure paid, feels double luſt ; 
Apace ſhe warms with an immoderate heat, 
Strongly her boſom henves, and pulſes beat 
With glowing chteksand trembling lips ſhe lies, 
With arms expanded, and with naked thighs, 
Sucking in paſſion both at cars and eyes, 


1 


F 


| 
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\ But this becomes not me nor eſtate ; 
of the 


Theſe are the vicious follies 
Let him who does on ivory tables dine, 
ine 3 

Let him laſcivious ſongs and dances have, 
Which, or to ſee, or hear, the lewdeſt ſiave, 
The vileſt proſtitute in all the ſtews, | 
With baſhiul indignation would refuſe 
But tortu"e, there, extenuates the 2 
What's vice in me, is only mirth in him: 
The fruits which murder, cards or dice afford, 
A ve ſtal raviſh'd, or a matron whor'd, 
Are laudable divertions in a lord. 

But my poor entertainment is d 
T” afford you pleaſures of another kind; 
Yet with your taſte your hearing ſhall be fed, 
And Homer”s ſacred lines and VirgiPs read 
Either of whom does all mankind excel, 
Though which exceeds the other none can tell. 
It matters not with what ill tone they're ſung ;, 
| Verſe ſo ſublimely no voice can wrong. 
No then be all thy weighty cares away, 
| Thy jealouſes and tears z and, while you may, 
To peace and ſoft repoſe give all the day. 
From thoughts of debt, or aay worldly ill, 

with the morning light 


Be free; be all uneaſy paſſion ſtill. 
What though thy wife 

. in vain haſt toil'd and drudg'd all 
nig x 
Steal from thy bed and houſe, abroad to roam, 
ny quench'd her flame, come breathleſs 


me, 
Fleck'd in ber face, and with diſorder'd hair, 
Her garments ruffed, and her boſom bare; 
With ears ſtill tingling, and her eyes on fire, 
Half drown*d in ſin, ftill burning in deſire : 
Whilft you are fore d to wink, and ſeem content, 
Swelling with paſſion, which you dare not vent z 
Nay, ii you would be free rom night-alarms, ) 
You muſt ſeem fond, and doating on her 


_ charms, | 
Take her (the laſt of twenty) to your arms. 
Let this, andevery other anxious thought, 
At th? entrance of my threftold be ;orgot 3 
All thy domeftic griefs at Lowe be left, 
The wife's adultery, wich the ſervants? theft; 
And (the moſt racking thought which can in 


| ) 
Forget falſe friends and their ingratitude. 
Let us our | mirth at home begin, 


While Megalenſ:an ſhows are in the Circus ſeen ; 


A! 


| There (to the bane ol horſes) in high ſtate 


The Prztor ſits on a triumphal ſeat ; 

Vaiply with enſigns and with robes adorn'd, 

As ii with conqueſt from the wars return'd. 

This day all Rome, (if I may be allow'd, 

Without of ence to ſuch a numerous crowd, 

To ſay all Rome] will in the Circus ſweat ; 

Echoes already do their ſhouts repeat: 

Methinks I hear the cry—“ Away, away, 

«« The green have won the honour of the day.” 
h, ſhould theſe ſports be but one year forborn, 

me would in tears her lov'd diverſion mourn ; 

For that would now a cauſe of ſorrow yield, 

Great as the loſs of Cannæꝰ's fatal field. 

Such ſhows as theſe were not for us deſ.gn*d, 


But vigorous youth to aftive ſports inclin d. 


7 
) 
j 


n 


On beds of roſes laid, let us repoſe, 


Mixgd with the laurePs never-fading green, 
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While round our heads refreſhing ointment flows; 
Our aged limbs we'll baſk in Phabus? rays 
e 

Early to-day we Il to the bath repair, 
— 2 — 
On feſtivals it is allow d no crime 

To bathe and cat before the uſual time ; 

But that continued, would a loathing give, 
Nor could you thus a week together live : 
For frequent uſe would the delight exclude ; 
Pleaſures a toil when conſtantly purſued. 


PR O LO G UE 
TO QUEEN MARY, 

UPON HER MAJESTY'S COMING TO SEE THE OLD 
BACHELOR, AFTER HAVING SEEN 1HE 
DOUBLE DEALER, 

Y this repeated act of grace, we ſee 
Wit is again the care of Majeſty ; 

And while thus honour'd our proud ſtage appears, 

We ſcem to rival ancient theatres, 

Thus flouriſh'd wit in our forefathers” age, 

And thus the Roman and Athenian ſtage. 

Whoſe wit is beſt, we'll not preſume to tell; 
But this we know, our audience will excel: 
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, ſeen 
So fair a circle, and ſo bright a 3 

Long has the Muſes“ land been overcaſt, 

And many rough and ſtormy winters paſt ; 

_— world, and thrown in ftades of 

ni 

Of heat depriv'd, and almoſt void of light: 

While Wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold, 

Has ſtruggled ſtrongly with the killing cold: 

So does it ſtill through oppoſ.tion grow, 

As if its root was warmer kept by ſnow : 

But when ſhot forth, then draws the danger 

nears 

On every ſide the gathering winds appear, 

And blais — he fruit, which frofts would 

1 . 

But >. ig new vigour and new life it knows, 

And warmth that from this royal preſence flows. 
O would ſhe ſhine with rays more frequent | 

here ! 


How gay would then this drooping land appear ! 
Then, like the ſun, with pl:aſure ſhe might view 
The ſmiling earth, cloth'd by her beams anew. 
O'er all the meads ſhould various flowers * 


ſeen 


The new creation of a gracious Queen. 


EPILOGUE 
AT THE OPENIKG OF THE , 
QUEEN'S THEATRE, ix Tax HAY-MARKET 


WITH AN ITALIAN PASTORAL, 


W future fate our houſe may 
fi 


nd, 
At preſent we expe you ſhould be kind: 
Inconftancy itſelf can claim no right, 
Before enjoyment and the wedding-night. 
You muſt be fix'd a little ere you range, 
You muſt be true till you have time to change. 
A week, at leaſt 3 one night is ſure too ſoon ; 


But we pretend not to a honey- moon. 


To we know you can be true, 

But what ! alas! or who, is always new? | 
This day, without preſumption, we pretend 

With novelty entire you're entertain'd; 

For not alone our houſe and ſcenes are new, 

Our ſong and dance, but ev'n our actor too. 

Our play itſ-If has ſomething in't uncommaa, 

Two faithful lovers, and ons cooſlant woman. 

In ſweet Italian firains our ſ:epherds fing, 

Of harnileſs loves our painted forcits ring, 

In notes, perhaps, leſs foreign than thc thing. 

To ſound and ſhew at firſt we mate preteace, 

In time we may regale you with ſome ſenſe, 

But that, at preſent, were too great cxpence, 

We only fear the beaux may think it bard, 

To be to-night from ſmutty jeſts debarr*d : 

But, in breeding, ſure they once excuſe 

Ew'n modeſty, when in a ſtrangermuſe. 

The day's at hand when we ftall friſt the ſcene, 

And to yourſcives few your dear ſclves again: 

Paint the reverſe of what you've fecn to-day, 

And in bold ſtrokes the vicious town diſplay. 


P R O LO G U E 
TO PYRRHUS KING OF EPIRUS, 


A TRACEDY, BY CHARLES HOPEIXS. 


UR age has eee \ 


art 3 
For fighting, now, is thought the weakeſt part; 
And a good head, K 
This way of war does our example yield; 
That ſtage will win, which longeſt keeps the Held. 
We mean not battle, when we bid detance ; 
But ſtarving one another to compliance. 
Our encamp'd are by each other view'd ; 
And thoſe which firft are hungry, are ſubdued, 
And there, in truth, depends the great deciſon: 
They conquer, who cut off the focs* proviſior. 
Let fools with knocks and bruiſes keep a pother, 
Our war and trade is to outw it each other, 
But, hold: will not the politicians tell us, 
That both our conduct and our fore! ght ſail us; 
To raiſe recruits, and draw new forces down ; 
Thus, in the dead vacation of the town, 
To muſter up our rhymes, without our realon, 
And forage for an audience out of ſeaſon ? 
Our author's fears muſt this falſe ſtep excuic ; 
Tis the frt flight of a juſi-feather'd Muſe : 
Th occaſion ta%en, when critics are away 
Half wits and beaux, thoſe raverous birds of prey. 
But, _—_—_— be prais'd, far hence they vent their 
wrath, 
Mauling, in mild lampoon, th' intriguing Bath. 
Thus does our author his firſt fight commence ; 
Thus, againſt iriends at firſt, with foils we ſencs: 
Thus prudent Gimerack try'd if he were able, 
(Ere he'd wet foot) to ſwim upon a table. 
Then ſpare the youth; or, if yuu'll damn the 
lay, 
Let him but firſt have his, then take your day. 
EPILOGUE To ORCONCKO. 
U ſee we try all ſhapes, and fhifts, and arts, 
To tempt 'your favours, and regain your 
hearts 


We weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief to- 
ge , 
Like rain aud ſunſline mix d in April weather, 
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Your different taſtes divide our poet's cares: 
One foot the ſock, t' other tbe buſkin wears: 
Thus while be ſtrives to pleaſe, he's forc'd to do't, 
Like Volicius, kip-hop, ia a ſingle boot, 


Criticks, he knows, for thi: may damn his books: 


But he makes fca ts for iri:nds, and not for cooks. 

Though errant-ki.ights of late no favour fd, 

Sure you will be to ladi-s-cr-aat kind. 

To follow fame, knights-erraat ma'ze, profeſ- 
fon: 

We damſels fly, to ſave our reputation: 5 

So they their valour ſrom ; we, our di.cr-tion, 

Tolaads ot monſters and fer: beaſts they go: 

We to thoſe ĩdlauds where rien huſtaads grow: 

Though they're no monſtors, we may make 
them ſo. N 

If they're of Engliſh growth, taey' U bcar't with 

nee 2 

But fave us from a ſpouſ: of Croono!:c's nations 

Then bleſs your ſtars, you happy Loadon wives, 

Who love at large, eac i day, yet keep your lives: 

Nor envy poor Imoiada's doating blindneſs, 

Who thought her buſbaud kill'd her out of kind- 
neſs. 

Death with a kufand ne%r had ftewn ſuch 
charms, 

Had ſhe once died within a lover*s arms. 

Her error wa from igavraace proceeding : 

Fear fouk! ſhe wanted ſome of our towu-breed- 
ing! 

Forgive this Ind ian's fondneſs of her ſpouſe ; 

Their Law no ehri:tiaa liberty allows: * 

Alas ! they matte a conſcience of their vows ! 

If virtue ia a heathen be a fault, 

Then * tune Leathen ſchool where ſhe was 
taught. 

She might have l-ara%l to cuc tell, jilt, and ſlam, 

. Had Covcnt-Garden bce.. ia Surinam. 


PR O LO G UE 
TO THE BUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD, 
A COMEDY, WRITTEN BY MK. J. DRYDEX, JUN. 
HIS year has been remar'a'le two ways, 

For blooming poets, and for blaied plays: 
We've been by much appearing plenty mock'd, 
At once both ta::tal:2*d a :d over-fotk'd. 
Gur authors too, by their ſucceſs of late, 
Begin to think third-days are out of date. 
What can the cauſe be, that our plays won't 


kecp, 

Unleſs they have a rot ſome years, like ſheep ? 
For our parts, we confeſs, were quite av am'd, 

To read fuch weekly bills of poets dami'd. 

Fach pariſh knows *tis but a mournful caſe 
When chriſtenings fall, and funeral: increaſe, 
Thus *'tis, and thus wil be when we are dead, 
There will be writers which will ne'er be read. 

Why will you be ſuch wits, and write ſuch 

things ? 

'You're willing to be waſps, but want the ſtings. 
Let not your {plcen provoke you to that height ; 
*Odilife ! you don't know what you do, ſirs, when 

you write, 
You'll find that Pegaſus has tricks, when try'd, 
Though you mae nothing on't, but up and 
Ln 


Ladies and all, Ffaith, now get aſtride. 
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| Contriving characters, and ſcenes, aud plots, 


Is grown as common Lou, a5 knitting knots : 
With the ſame caſe, and negligence o: thought, 
The charmi.,g play is writ, and fringe i- wrought, 
Thovgh thi be frightiul, yet were mers afraid, 
When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade: 
Thus far ti wel! cnongh, if here *twould frop, 
But ſhould they write, we muſt e en ſaut up ſ. 
How ſhall we nate this mode of writing uk? 

A mode, ſaid 1? ti a diſcaſc 7 thin, 
A ſiulbor? tetter that's not cur's with ink. 

For ſtill it [preads, till each th? in fect ion tales, 
Aad ſeizes ten, for one that it forſa.es, 

Our play to-day i ſprung from none of theſe ; 
Nor ſt ould you damm it, though it does not 


pleaſe, | 
yu born without the bounds of your four 
enz. 


For if you grant no favour as ti: rew, 

Yet as a ſtrauger, tierc is omethi.ig due: 

From Rome (to try its fate) bi- play was ſent; 
Start not at Rome ! for nere“ no popery rant : 
Though there the poet may his du elling chooſe, 
Yet ftill he knows bis country claims bis Muſe, 
Hither a offering his fir ?-bor:. he ſende, 
Whoſe good, cr i ſuce-ſs, on you depends. 

Yet he has hope ſome Findacſs may be © own, 
As due to greater n:erit than his own, 

And begs the ire may for the ſon atone. 
There's his laſt refuge, if the play don't tave, 

Yet ſpare young Dryden for hi: father's ſake. 


P R O LO G U E 
TO A VERY GOOD WIFE. 

A coupe, RY POWELL. 

SPOKEN BY Ma. FAINES, 


ERE's a young fellow here—an aftor— 
Powell 
One — perſon, perhaps, you all may know 
well; 
And he has writ a play—this very play 
Which you are all come here to ſec, to-day 3 
And ſo, it being an uſual thing tc ſpeak 
Something or other for the ww he, ſaie, 1 
Before the play (in hopes to make it ta c)) 
Pm come, being his friend and ſellou- player, 
To ſay what (if you pllaſe) yowre lihze to har. 
Firſt know, that favour which Pd fain have 
mon, | 
T aſk not for, in bis name, but my own 
For, without va iy, Pm better known, 
Mean time then, let me beg you would ſorbear 
| Your cat-calls, and the inſtruments of war. 
For mercy, mercy, at your ſect we fall, 
Before your roaring gods deftroy us all ! 
Il ſpea* with words ſweet as diſtilling honey, 
With word:—as if I meant to borrow mouey 3 
Fair, gentle \rs, moſt ſoft alluring bean x, 
Think 'tis a lady, that for pity ſ:e-. 


Bright ladie but to gain the ladies grace, 


think I ned no more than ew my face. 

Next then, you authors, be not you ſevere; 

Why, what a ſwarm of ſeribblers have we here! 

One, two, tarce, four, five, fix, ſeven, eight, nine, 
ten, by : 

All in one row, and brothers of the pen. 

All would be posts; well, your favour's due 

To uus day's author, for he's one of You, 


e 
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Among the few which are of noted fame, 

I'm fate ; for I myſelf am one ot them. 

You've ſeen me ſmoie at WilPs among the wits, 

I'm witty too, as they are— that's by fits. 

Now, you, our city friends, who hither come 

By three o'clock, to mate ſure elbow- room: 

While ipouſe, tuckt-up, does iu her patten3 
trudge it, 

With handkerchicf of prog, like troll with 
budget, 

And here, by turns, you eat plumb-cake and 
judge it; 

Pray be you kind, let me your grace importune, 

Or el/c—egad, I'll tell you all your fortune. 

Well now, I have but one thing more to ſay, 

And that's in reference to our third day; 

And odd requett——may be you'll think it fo; 

Pray came, w you li e the play or ro: 

And if youll flay, we ſhall be glad to ſee you, 

11 3 2 your half-crowns, and peace be wi 
you 


PROLCGUE ro Tre CCURT, 
ON THF QUEEN'S BIRTH- DAY, 1704. 
# tas DAP Muſe, to this hig1 ſcene pre- 
, 
caſter i all in lofticr firains be heard; 
And, ſoaring to trauſcerd ber uſual theme, 
Shall Gong of virtue ard heroic ſame, 
No longer ſſ all fre teil upon the ſtage, 
And fruitleſs war with vice and frlly wage; 
No mere in mean diſguiſe ſte ſt all appear, 
And ſhapes ſhe would reform be icre'd to wear: 
While ignorance and malice join to Llame, 
And break the mirror that reflects their t.ame. 
Henceforth f-eThall purſi e a nobler taſk, 
Shew ber bright virgin facc, and ſcorn the ſatyr's 
maſ}-, 
Happy her future days! which are deſgu'd 
Alone to paint the hcavties of the mind: 
Py juſt originals to draw with care, 
And from the court a faultleſs fair: 
Such labours with ſucceſs her hopes may crown, 
Ard ſ ame to mar ners an incorrigible town, 
White this def gu ber eager thought . 


Such various virtues all around ſhe views, 
She knows not where to fx, or which to chooſe. 
Yet fiill ambitious of the daring icht, 
Ort only awes her with ſuperior light. 
From that att: mpt the conſcious Muſe retires, 
Nor to 'pimitable worth afpires ; | 
But fecrcfly applauds, ard i lently admires. 
Hencs ſte refle”s upon the genial ray 
That frfit er liven'd this ar fpicious day: 
On th bright Var, tu whoſe in Anlgent power 
We owe the bleſſings of the »-reſer:t hour. 


Concurring omens of propitious fate 


Bore, with one facred hirtÞ, an ecual date; 
Whence we derive whatever we poſſeſe, 
By foreign congue!”, or domeſtic Mace. 

Then, Britain, then, thy dyn of hliſs begun; 
Then broke the mer that lighted up this ſun ! 
Then on it doom'd whoſe councils ſhould ſuc- 

Ceed, 

And by whoſe arm the chriflian world be freed ; 
Then the 4{erce foe was pre-ordain'd to yield, 
Apd -— how battle won at Blenbeim's glorious 
c a 
You. IV. 


| 


| 


| 
{ 


4 
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THE TEARS OF AMARYLIIS FOR AMYNTAS, 
A PASTORAL, 
LAMENTING TEE DEATH OF THE LATE 
LORD MARQUIsS or BLANDFORD. 
Inſcribed title Right Hencurable the Led Gedelphins 
Lord High Treaſurer of England. 

« Qualis popules mo rens Philomela ſub umbr2 

« Amiſſos queritur fœætus— 
6 miſerabile carmen 
« Integrat, & mceftis late loca queftibus implet. 
Viac. Cron. 4. 
G WAS at the time when new- returning light 
With welcome rays begins to cheer the 


3 

N birds prepare their thanks to pay, 
And warble hy mus to hail the dawning day; 
When woolly flocks their bleatiag cries renew, 
3 des trit ſhake the i lver 

Twas then that Amaryllis, heavenly fair, 
Wounded with grief, and wild with her deſpair, 
Forſool: her myrtle bower, at d roſy bed, 
ks tne winds her wees, ald mourn Amyntas 

ad, 

Who had a heart ſo hard, that heard her cries 
Ard did not weep? who ſuch relentleſs eyes? 
Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego, 
Ard dumb ditecſ:, and new compaff on ſhow 3 
As taught by her to taſte of buman woe. 
Natvre herſclf attentive {lence Ecpt, 
And motion ſcemꝰd ſuſpended u hile ſhe wept > 
The rifrg ſun refirain'd his bery courſe, 
And rapid rivers liſtenꝰd at their ſource ; 
Ev'n Echo fear'd to catch the fyiuvg ſound, 
Lett repetition 1} ould her acce::ts drown 
The very morring wind withheld his breeze, 
Nor farn'd with fragrant wii gs the noiſcleſs treesz 
As if the ger.tle Zephyr had been dead, 
And in the grave with loved Amyntas laid. 
No noiſe, no whiſpering igh, no murmuring 


roan, 
Preſunyd to mingle with a mother's moan ; 
Her cries alone ber angrith could expreſs, 
All other mourniz'g wor Id have made it lels. - 
« Hear me,” ſhe cried, « ye nymphs and ſyl- 
van gods, 8 
&« luhaltants of theſe once-loy'd abodes ; 


.« Fear my di'reſs, ar d lend a pityirg ear, 


« Fear my complaint—you would not hear my 
prayer; ; 

« The lofs whit von prevented pot, deplore, 

„% Ard wourn with me Amyr.tas :10Ww ne more. 

« Pave I not cauſe, ye cruei pers, to mourn? 

«© Lives there li e me another wretch forlorn ? 

« Tell me, thou ſun that round the world doth 
ſ.ne 

cc Faſt _ beheld ar other 10% lite mine? 


| « Ye winds, who on your wings fad accents bear, 


© Aid cacch the ſuurds of ſorr and deſi pair, 


1% Tell me if &er your terder pin ions bore 
« Such weight of woe, ſuch deadly "ghbs, before? 


Tell me, thou earth, on whoſe wide ſpreading 
baſe 

« The wretched load is laid of human race, 

« Doſt thou not eel thyſelf with me eopprett ? 

« Lic all the dead ſo heavy on thy breaſt ? 

« When hoary winter on thy — rang bg 

« Biz icy, cold, deprefſivyg band bas laid, 

Fer A 


% 
N 
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« Haſt thou not felt leſs chillneſs in thy veins ? 
«« Do I not pierce thee with more freezing pains? 
« But why to.thee do I relate my woe, 

« Thou cruel earth, _ re morſeleſs for, 
% Within whoſe dar womb the grave is 

made, 

« Where all my joys are with Amynitgs laid? 
® What it to ms, thou h on thy naked head 
« Eternal winter ſfrould his horror ſtd, 

ce FB 


0 

% And all thy bopes of future ſpring were loſt ? 

« To me what comfort can the ſpring afford? 

« Can my Amyntas be with ſpring reftcr'd ?. 

« Can all the rains that fall from weeping ſl ies, 

« Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies? 

« No, never! never! fay then, rigid earth, 

« What is to me thy evcrlaſting dearth? 

« Though never flower again its head ſhould rear, 

« Though never tree again ſhould bloſſom bear, 

40 8 graſs ſhould clothe the naked 
3— 

ac oe plant or whol:ſome herb be 

nd. 


c None; none were found when I bewaibd their 
want; 
« Nor wholeſome herb» was found, nor healing 


on 


plant, 
« To caſe Amyntas of his &ruel pains ; 
« In vain I fearch'd the valleys, hills and plains ; 
« But wither' d leaves alone d to vicw, 
«« Or poiſonous weeds diſtilling deadly dew. 
« And if ſome naked ſtalk, not quite decay*d, 
« To yield a freſh and friendly bud efray*l, 
« Soon as I reach'd to crop the tender ſr ot, 
« A fſhricking mandrake kilPd it at the root. 
c Witneſs to this, ye fawns of every * 
C Who at the prodigy aſtoniſh'd ſtoocl. : 
« Well I remember what ſad ſgus ye wade, 
« What ſhowers of unavailing tears ye ſhed; 
« How each ran fearful to his moſſy cave, 
„When the laſt gatp the dear Amyntas gave. 
« For then the air war flhd with dreadiul cries, 
And ſudden night &crſpread the darken*d ſi: ĩc e; 
&«& Pnaatonis, and fends, and wandering fres ap- 


pear'd, . 
& And ſcreains of ill-preſaging birds were heard, 
«« The foreſt ſi ook, and flinty rechs were clit, 
« Ardfrighted ſtreams thcir wonted channel leſt; 
x With frantic grief ver. owing frvitful ground, 
„% Where many a berd and harmleſs ſwiin was 
drown'd; 
« While IT forlorn and deſolate was left, 
« Of every help, of every t:ope berefr; 
« To every element expo ] lay, | 
&« And to my grie;s a more die nceleſ prey. 


As if each weeping tree had gums diſtilb'd. 


- Ac it tl Arabian bird her neſt had frid, 


A fiowery bed, where ſhe had wept, ariſe; 


From cvery tear that fell a violet grew, 


« For thee Amyntas, all theſe pains were bornc; | 
„ For thee thef: hauds were wrung, theſc hairs 
were torn 8 ; 
« For thee my ſoul to gh fall never leave, © 
„ Theſe eyes to weep, this throbbing hcart to 
heave. WE 
„ To moura thy fall, Vi! fly the bated light, 
« And hide my head in ſhades of enelleſs night: 
« For thou wert light ard life, and health to me; 
« The ſun but thaul.icſs ſhines that ſhews not thee, 
« Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good, and young? 
« The joy of ſght, the talk of every tongue? 


_ Remember this, ye nymphs and gentle maids, 
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% Did ever branch ſo ſweet a bloſſom bear 
« Or ever early fruit appcar ſo fair? 
« Did ever youth fo far his years tranſcend ? 


Did ever life ſo immaturely end? 


« For thee the tuncful ſwains provided lays, 

« And every Muſe prepar'd thy fvture praiſe, 

« For thee the buſy nymph Aripp'd cvery grove. 

« And myrtle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove, 

« But now, ah diſmal change! the tuneful throng 

* To loud lamentir gs turn the cheerful ſong. 

« Their pleaſing taſk the weeping virgins leave, 

« And with unfiniſt'd garlands ftrew thy grave, 

« There let me fall, there, there lamenting lic, 

« There grie ving grow to carth, deſpair, and dic.“ 
This 6 of force ſhe 

ot as 

Exceſs of grief her ſaultering ſpeech ſuppreſs'd. 

Along the ground her colder limbs the laid, 

Where late the grave was for Amyntas made 

Then from her ſwimming eyes began to pour 

Of ſoftly-ſalling rain a {lver ſhower ; 

Her loſely- flow ing hair, all radiant bright, 

C*eripread the dewy graſs like fireams of light: 

As if the ſun had of his beams been ſhorn, 

And caſt to earth the glories he had worn. 

A cht ſo lovely ſad, ſuch deep ditireſs, 

No tongue can tell, no pencil can expreſs, - 
Ard now the winds, which had fo long been 


: tl, 
Began thc ſwelling air with ſghs to fill: 
The water-nymphs, who motionleſs remain'd, 
Like images of ice, while ſhe complain'd, 
Now Jnos*d their ſtreams ; as when deſcendin 
- rains „ 
Roll the ſteep torrents headlong oer the plains. 
The prone creation, who ſo long had gaz'd, 
(har m'd with her crics, and at her griefs amaz'd, 
Began to rear and howl with horrid ycll, 
Difanal to hear, and terrible to tell; 
Nothing but groans a: d { ghs were heard around, 
And Echo multiplied each mouraful ſound, 
When all at once an univcrſal pauſe 
Of grief was made, as from ſome ſecret cauſe. 
The balmy air with fragraut ſcents was f ll'd, 


Such, it not ſweeter, was the rich perfume 
Which twiit aſcended from Amy tas? tomb: 


And on the ſpicy pile were now expir'd. 

And now the turf, which late was raked ſeen, 
Was ſudden ſpread with lively=ſpringing gree.z ; 
Art Amaryllis fow, with wonder: © cycs, 


Thick as the pearly drops the fair had ſhed, 
The blowing buds advanc'd their purple head; 


And thence their ſweetneſs came, and tbence their 
mournful hue. | N 


hen ſolitude ye ſeek in gloomy ſhades ; 

Or walk on banks where ſlent waters flow, 

For there this lovely flower will love to grow. 

Thiak on Amyntas oft as ye ſhall Roop 

To crop ahbe ſlalks, and take them ſoftly up. 

When in your ſnewy necks their ſweets you wear, 

Give a ſoft gh, and drep a tender tear : 

To lov'd Amyntas pay the tribute due, 

Aud bleſs his peaceiul grave, where fri they 
grew. 


O tell ms, tell me all—u hence does ariie 


Id of the world, 
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TO CYNTHIA WEEYIXNG AND NOT SPEAIKNG, 
E. L. E G . 

HY are thoſe hours, which Heaven in pity | 
lent 

To lnging love, in fruitleſs ſorrow ſpent ? 

Why £ghs my fair ? why does that boſom move 

With auy paſſion ſtirr'd, but rizng love? 

Can Ditco:.tent find place within that breaft, 

On whoſe ſoft pillows ev*n Deſpair might ref? 

Divide thy woes, and give me my fad part; 

I am no itranger to an aching heart; 

Too well I xnow the torce ot inward grief, 

And well can bear it to give you relict : 

All love's jevereſt pangs I can englure: 

I can bear paia, though hopeleſs of a cure. 

] know what Nis to weep, and ſgh, and pray, 

To wake all r.ight, yet dread the brea ing day; 

I znow what *tis to with, and hope, aud all in vain, 

And meet for, humble love, unkind diidain ; 

Anger and hate I have been forc'd to bear, | 

Nay, jealouſy —and I have felt deſpair, 

Theſe pains for you I have been forc'd to prove, 

For cr..cl you, when I began to love. 

Till warm compaſſion took at length my part, 

And melted to my wiſh your „ ielding heart. 

O the dear hour in which you did reg! | 

When round my neck your willing arms did 
twine, 

And, in a kiſs, you ſaid your heart was mine, 

Through each returning year may that hour be 

Diſtinguiſhed in the rounds of all eternity: | 

Gay be the ſun that hour in all his light, 

Let him collect the day to be more bright, 

Shine all that hour, and let the reſt be night. | 

And ſhall 1 all this heaven of bliſs receive 

From you, yet not lament to ſee you grieve } | 

Shall I, who nouriſh'd in my breaſt defire, | 

When your cold ſcorn and frowns ſorbid the fire; 

Now when a mutual flame you have reyzal'd, : 

And the dear union of our ſouls is ſeaPd, | 

Wen ail my jovs complete in you I find, 

Slall I not ſhare the ſu:rows of your mind? 


Faw of tears? whence are theſe frequent 
ighs ? 

Why does that lovely head, like a fair-flower 
Oppreſs/d with drops of a hard-talling ſhower, 
Beud with its weight of grief, and ſeem to grow 
Downward to earth, and kiſs the root of woc? 
Lean on my breatt, and let me fold thee fatt, 
Lock'd in theſe arms, thiuk all thy ſorrows paſt ; 
Or what remain think lighter nde by me; | 
80 J ſhould think, were I ſo held by thee. | 
Mur mur tay plaints, and gently wound my ears; 
Sigh on my lip, aud let me drink thy t:ars; | 
Join to my cheek thy cold and dewy face, 

And let pale grief to glowing love give place. 

O ſpeak for woe iv tence moſt app-ar: ; 

Speak, ere my fancy magnify my tears, 

Is there a cauſc which words can not expreſs? 
Can 1 not bear a part, nor make it leſs ? 

I know not what to think—am I in fault ? 
I have not, to my knowledge, err*d in thought, 


Nor wander*d from . nor would I be 
to Ive depri d oi thee, 
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afreſh, and at that word you ftart ! 


You weep 


Am I to be depriv'd then ?—muſt we part? 


Curſe on that word ſo ready to be ſpoke, 

For though my lips, un mcant by me, it broke. 
Oh no, we mutt net, will not, cannot part, 

And my tongue tal-s, unprompted by my heart. 
Yet ſpeab, for my di: trat on grows apace, 

And racking ſears and re'Yeſs doubts ii creaſe 
And fears a. d doubts tc jealouſy will turn, 


| The hotteſt hell, in which a heart can burn. 


AMOR E T. 
AIR Amorct is gone aſtray; 5 
Purfue and ſeek her, every lover © 
In tell the ſigns by which you may « 
The wandering ſhepherdefs diſcover, _ - 


Coquet and coy at ot ee her air, 


Both ſtudy'd, though both ſeem negleQed ; 
Careleſs ſhe i3 with artful care, 
Affecting to ſeem unafleaed, 


With {ill ber eyes dart every glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne*er ſul them; 


For Med perſuade they wound by , 
Though certaia aim and art direct them. 
She likes herſelf, yet others hates 


For that which in herſelf the prizes 3 
And, while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing that ſhe deſpiſes. : 


HEN Leſbia firſt I faw ſo heavenly fair, 
W With eyes ſo bright, and with that awful 


air | 
I thought my heart, which durſt ſo high aſpire, 
As bold as his who ſnatch*d ecleſtial fire. 


L E 8 B I A, 


But ſoon as cer the beauteous idiot ſpoke, 


Fort from her coral lips ſuch folly broke, 
Like balm the trickling nonſenſe heaPd my 


wound, 


And what her eyes enthrall'd her tongue unbound 


D @ R 7-4 
ORIS, a nymph of riper age, 
Has every grace and art, 
A wife obſerver to engage, 
Or wound a heedleis heart. 
Of native bluſh, and roſy dye, 
Time has her cheek bercit; ; 
Which males the prudeut ny mph ſupply 
With paint th* injurious cheit, 
Her ſparkling eyes ſhe ſtill retains, 
And teeth in good re hir; 
And her well-furnift.2d front diſdains 
To grace with borrow'd hair. 
Of ſue, fe is nor Fort, nor tall, 
And does to fat incline 
No more than what the French u old call 
Aimable E nb:nfaint . 
Farther her perſon to diſcloſe 
] leave—lct it ſuffice, 
She has few faults but what ſhe knows, 
Ppp3 


! 


„ 
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With many more comply'd ; 


Which, Iize her clothes, when little us'd. 


She always lays aſide. 


She's one who looks with great contempt 
On each affcaed creature, 

Whoſe nicety would ſeem exempt 
From appetitos of nature, 


She thinks they want or health or ſenſe, 
Who want an inclination ; 
And therefore never takes offence 
At him who pl-ads his paſſion. 
Whom the refuſes ſhe treats {ill 
With ſo much ſweet behaviour, 
That her refuſel, through her ſxill, 
Look almoſt lit a ſavour.. 


Since ſhe this ſoftneſs can 

To thoſe whom ſhe rejects, 
She muſt be very fond, you'll gueſs, 
' Of ſuch whom ſhe affects : 


Rut here our Doris far ovtgnes 
All that her ſex have done ; 
Ghe no regard for cuſtom knows, 
Which reaſon bids her ſhun, 


By reaſon her own reaſon's meant, 
Or, if you pleaſe, her will: 

For, when this laſt is diſcontent, 
The txt is ſerv*d but ill. 


Feculiar therefore is her way z 
Whether by Nature taught, 

J ſhall not undertake to ſay, 
Or by experience bought, 

But who oer night obtain'd her grace 
She can next 2 diſown, . 

And ſtare upon the ſtrange man's face, 
As one ſhe neꝰer had known. 


So well te can the truth diſguiſe, 
Such artful wonder frame, 

The lover or diſtruſts his eyes, 
Or thinks *twas all a dream, 


Some cenſure this as lewd and low, 
Who are to bounty blind; 

For to forget what we beſtow 
Beſpeaks a noble mind, 

Doris our thanks nor aſks, nor needs: 
For all her favours done 

From her love flow, as light proceeds 
Spontaneous from the 2 | 

On one or other fill her fires 
Diſplay their genial force; 

And ſhe, like Sol, alone retires, 


To ſhine elſcwhere of courſe, 

TO SLEEP. ELEGY. 
SLEFP ! thou Patterer of h minds, 
How ſoon a troubled breaſt thy falſchood 


% 


Thou common friend, officious in thy aid, 
Where no diſtreſs is ſhown, nor want betray'd : 
Fit oh ! how ſwift, how ſure thou art to ſhun 
Fuc wreich by fortune or by love undone ! 


' 
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Where are thy gentle deus, thy ſofter powers, 
Which us d to wait upon my midnight hours? 


| Why daſt thou ceaſe thy hovering wings to ſpread, 


With friendly ſhade, around my reſtleſs bed ? 
Can no complainings thy compaſſion move ? 
I: thy antipathy ſo ftrong to love ? 
O no! thou art the proſperous lover's friend, 
And doft uncalPd his plea ing toils atte:,d. 
With equal kindneſs, and with rival char:ns, 
Thy fumbers lull him in hi: fair-one*s arms 3 
Or from her boſom he to thine retircs, 
Where, ſooth'd with cafe, the panting youth re- 
* 
Till ſoft repoſe refore his drooping ſenſe, 
And rapture is relie vod by indole::c2. 
But oh! what torture: does the lover bear, 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by defpair ! 


"From racking — by no kind ſlumber freed, 


But painful nights his joyleſs days ſucceed, 
But why, dull god, do I of thee complain? 
Thou didſt not cauſe, nor canit thou eaſe my pain. 
Forgive what my diſtracting grief has ſaid; 

I own, unjuttly T thy Qloth upbraid. 

For oft I have #hy pruffer'd aid repell'd, 
And my reluctant eyes from reſt withheld; 
Implor'd the Muſe to break thy gentle chains, 
And ſung with Philomel my nightly ſtrains. 
With her I ſing, but ceaſe not with her ſong, 
For more enduring woes my days prolong. 
The morning lark to mine accords his note, 
And tunes to my diſtreſs his warblirg throat: 
Each ſetting and each riſing ſun I mourn, 
Wailing alike his abſence and return. 

And all for thee—what had I well-nigh ſaid ? 
Let me not name thee, thou too charming maid ! 
No, as the wing'd muſicians of the grove, 

Th aſſociates of my melody and love, 

In moving found alone relate their pain, 

And not with voice articulate complain ; 

So ſhall my Muſe my tuneful ſorrows ſing, 


And Joſ: in air her name from whom they 


ſpring. 
0 — — thoughts her mind moleſt, 
Soft be her ſlumbers, and ſmcere ber reſt: 
For her, O Sleep! thy balmy ſweets prepare; 
The pcace I loſe for her, to her transfer. 


ſhowers 
Impearl the folded leaves of evening flowers, 
Steal on her brow : and as thoſe dews attend, 
Till warn*d by wakiug day to re-aſcend, 
So wait thou for her morn; then gently riſe, 
And to the world reſtore the day-break of her 
eyes. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

OCCASIONSED EY L Y 's PICTURE, 

YIELD, O Kneller ! to ſuperior fill, 

Thy pencil triumphs o'er the poet's quill : 

If yet my vanquiſt.?d Muſe exert her lays, 
It is no more to rival thee, but praiſe, - - 

Oft have I try*d, with unavailing care, 
To trace ſome image of the much-lov*d fair; 
But ſtill my numbers ineffectual prov'd, 


And rather ſt.cw'd how much, than whom, I 


lov'd: 


* 


» 


| Huſh'd as the falling dews, whoſe noiſcleſs 
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But thy unerriug hands, with matchleſs art, 
Have ſhe wn my eyes th* impreffion in my heart ; 
The bright idea both exiſts and lives, 
Such vital heart thy genial pencil gives : 
Whoſe dariag point, not to the face confin*d, 
Can penetrate the heart, and paint the nnd, 
Others ſome faint reſemblance may expreſs, 
Which, as *tis drawn by chanc., we find by gueſs, 
Thy pictures raiſe no doubts 3; when brought to 
View, 

At once they're known, andſcem to know us too. 
Trar.:c- dent artiſt; how complete they fill! © 
The power to aft is equal to thy will. 
Nature aud art ia thee alike contead, 
Nit to oppoſe each other, but befriend 3 
For what thy fancy has with fire de ſign d, 
Is by thy {kill temperꝰd and retin*d, 
As in thy pictures light conſents with ſhade, 
And sach to other is ſubſervier:t made; 
Judgment ai.d genius fo concur in thee, 
And both unite in perſect harmony. 

But aſter- days, my friend, muſt do thee right, 
And ſct thy virtues in unenvy'd light. 
Fame due to vuſt deſert is kept in ftore, 
Unpaid, till the deſerver is no more, 
Yet thou, in preſent, the beſt part haſt gain'd, 
And from the choſen few applanic obtain'd : 
Ev'n he who beſt could judge, and beſt could 


praiſ 
Haz high 


1 


| 


2, 

extolb'd thee in bis deathleſs lays ; 
Ev'n Dryden has immortaliz'd thy name; 

Let that alone ſuffice thee, think that fame. 
Unft I follow where he led the way, 

And court applauſe by what I ſeem to pay. 
Myſelf J praiſe. while I thy praiſe intend, 

For tis ſome virtue, virtue to commend ; 4 
And next to deeds which our own honour raiſe, 
Is todi:ticguiſh them who merit praiſe, 


| 


TO A CANDLE. ELEGY, 


HOU watchful taper, vy whoſe filent light 
T J lonely paſs the melancholy night; 
Thou faithful witneſs of my ſecret pain, 
To whom alone I venture to complain; 
O learn with me my hopeleſs love to moan ; 
Commitſerate a life ſo lixe thy own. 
Like tune, my flames to my deſtruction turn, 
Wafting that heart by which ſupply*d they burn. 
Like thine, my joy and ſuftering they diſplay; 
At or.ce are ſgns of life, and ſymptoms of decay. 
And as thy ſcaricl flames the day decline, 
And only during night preſume to ſtine 3 
Their humble rays not daring to afpire 
Before the ſun, the fountain of their fire : 
So mine, with conſcious ſt ame, and equal awe, 
To ſhades obſcure, and ſolitude withdraw ; 
Nor dare their light before her eyes diſcloſe, 
From whoſe bright beams their being firſt 
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OVID'S THIRD BOOK 
OF THE ART OF LOVE. 


TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSE. 
WHEREIN HE RECOMMENDS THE RULES Au 
INSTRUCTIONS TO THE FAIR SEX IN THE 

CONDUCT OF THEIR ANOURS; AFTER 
HAVING ALREADY COMPOSED TWO 

BOOKS FOR THE USE Of MEN UPON 
THE SAME SUBJECT. 


Hf men are arm*d, and for the fight 
And now we muſt inſtruct and arm the fair; 
Both ſexes, well appointed, take the field, 
And mighty Love determine which ſſ all yield. 
Man were ignoble, when thus arm'd, to ſhow 
— force a _ a raked foe : 
do glory rom ſuch conqueſt can be gain'd, 
And odds are always by the brave aide. 
But ſome exclaim, « What phrenzy rules your 
mind? 
« Would you increaſe the craft of woman-kind! 
« Teach them new wiles and arts! As well you 


may 
| « jnfirutt a ſnake to bite, or wolf to prey.” 
But, ſure, too hard a cenſure they purſue, 
— wy nts of ages s of a few. 
Examine impartially each fair, 
Then, as ſhe merits, or cond&:nn, or ſpare, 
If Menelaus, and the king of men, 
With juſtice of their fatter-wives complain: 
If falſe Eriphyle forſook her faith, 
And for reward procur'd her huſvand's death: 
Penelope was loyal ſtill, and chaſte, 
Though twenty years her lord in ubſenee paſe'd. 
Refiet how Laodamia's truth was try*d, 
Who, _ in bloom of youth, and beauty*s 


— 
To ff are her huſband's fate, untimely dy d. 


Think bow Alceſte's piety was prov'd, 
Who loſt her life to ſave the man ſhe loved. 


Reccive me, Capaneus, Evadne cry'd; 

Nor death itſelf our nuptals ſhall divide: 

To join thy aſhes, plead I fall expire; 

She ſaid, a: d leap'd amid the funeral fire. 
Virtue herſelf a goddeſs we confefs, 

Both female in her name and in her dreſs ; 
No wonder then, if, to her ſex inclin'd, 

She cultivates with care a female mind. 

But theſe exalted ſouls exceed the reach 

Of that ſoft art which I pretend to teach. 

My tender bar requires a gentle gale, 

A little wind will Il a little ſail, | 

Of ſportive Loves I ſing, and ſhew what ways 
The willing nymph muſt uſe her bliſs to raife, 
And how to captivate the man ſhe'd pleaſe. 
Woman is ſoft, and of a tender heart, 

Apt to receive, and to retain, love's dart: 
Man has a breaſt robuſt, and more ſecure, 

It wounds him not ſo deep, nor hits ſo ſure. 
Men oft are falſe ; and, if you ſearch with care, 
You'll find leſs fraud imputed to the fair. 
The faithleſs Jaſon from Medea fled, 


* 


| 


And made Cxeuſa partner of his bed, 


- 
* ” 
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Bright Ariadne, on an unknown ſhore 
Thy abſenc2, perjur'd Theſeus, did deplore. 
Ii then the wild inhabitants cf air 
Forbore her tender lovely limb: to tcar, 
It was not owing, Theſeus, to thy care. 
Inquire the cauſe, and let De nophooa tell, 
Why Phyllis by a rate untimely sell. 
Ni ae times, in vain, upon the promi d day, 
— th' appointed ſhore, aad view'd the 
ca 2 

Her zal tae fading trees confent to monrn, 
And ted their leaves rou::d her lamented urn. 

The prince fo far for piety renown'd, 
To thec, Eliza, was unfaithful found ; 
To thee ſorlorn and langui hing with grief, 
His ſword alone he left, thy latt relief, 
Ye ruin'd nuymphs, ſhall I phe cauſe impart 
Ol all your woes ? 'T was want of accdful art. 
J ove of itſelf too quic-ly will expire; 
But powerf11] art perpetuates detirc. 
Women had yet their ignorance bewaib'd, 
Ilad act this art by Venus been reveal'd. 

Before my ſight th: Cyprian goddeſs ſhone, 
And thus ſhe ſaid; „ What have poor women 
% done? 

« Why is that weak, defenceleſs ſex expos'd, 
« On every ſde, by men well arm'd, inclos'd? 
Twice are the men inſtructed by the Muſe, 
« Nor muſt ſhe now to teach the ſex refuſe. 
« The Bard, who injur'd Helen in his ſong, 
% Recanted ater, and redreſs'd the wrong. 
And you, if on my favour you depend. 
«© The cauſe of women, while you live, deſend.“ 
This ſaid, a myrtle ſprig, which berries bore 
She gave me (for a myrtle wreath ſhe wore). 
The gift recciv'd, my ſenſe ealighten'd grew, 
And from her preſence inſpiration drew, 
Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconfin'd, 


Aud Hear my precepts, while ſhe prompts my 
1 Ad plenteous crops of 1 — grain are found, 


miod : 

Ev'n now, in bloom of youth, and beauty's prime, 
Beware of coming age, dor waſte your time: 
Now, while you may, and ripeaiag ycars invite, 
Enjoy the ſeaſonable, ſweet delight: 
For rolling years, lize ſtealin waters, glide ; 
Nor hope to ftop their ever- ebbi g tide : 
Think not hercafter will the loſs repay ; 
For every morrow will the taſte d-cay, » 
And leave leſs reliſh than the former day. 
Pve ſcen the time, when, on that wither'd thorn, 
The blooming roſe vied with the bluſting morn, 
With fragrant wreaths I thence have deck'd my 

bead, ö 
And ſee how leatieſs now, and how decay'd! 
And you, who now the love-ſick youth reject, 
Wik prove, in age, what pains attend neglett, 
Nonc, then, will preſs upon your midnight hours, 
Nor wake, to ſtrew your ſtreet with morning 

flowers. 

Then nightly knockings at your door will ccaſe, 

Whofe noiſeleſs hammer, then,may rut in peace. 
| Alas, how ſoon a clear complexion fades ! 
How ſoon a wrinkled ſkin plumm teſh invades ! 
And what avails it, though the fair-one ſwears 
She from her infancy had ſome grey hairs ? 


| 


| 
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She grows all hoary in a few more years, 

And then the venerable truth appears. 

The ſnake his fin, the deer his horns may caft, 

And both rene their youth and vigours pait : 

But no receipt can human-kind relieve, 

| Doom'd to decrepit age without r-pricve, 

Then crop the flower which yet i.vites your eye, 

And which, ungathcr*d, on its ſtalk mu! dic, 

Be ſides, the tender {ex is rorm*d to bear, 

And freque t birthe too ſoon: will youth impair: 

Conti:wal harveſt wears the fruitful feld, 

And earth itſelf decays too ol ten till'd. 

Thou didſt not, Cynthia, ſcora the Latmian 
ſwain; 

Nor thou, Aurora, Cephalus diſdain ; 

The Paphian queen, who for Ado fate 

So deeply mouru'd, and who laments him yet, 

Has not becn found ine xorable face ; 

Witaeſs Harmonia, and the Dardan prince, 

Then take example, mortals, from above, 

And like immortals live, and like them love. 

Refuſe not thoſe delights, which mea require, 

Nox let your lov ers — with def re. 

Falſe though they prove, what loſs can you ſuf. 
tain ? 

The :ce let a thouſand take, *twill all remain, 

"Though conſtant uſe ev*n flint aud feel impairs, 

What you employ no diminution fears. 

Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny ? 

Gr who can dread driaking an ocean dry ? 

Still vomen Joſe, you cry, if men obtain; 


| What do they loſe, that's worthy to retain ? 


Think not this faid to proſtitute the ſex, 
But undeceive whom needlefs fears | 
Thus far a gentle breeze ſupplies our fail, 

Now launch d to ſea, we aſk a briſker gale. 
And, firſt, we treat of dreſs, The well-drefs'd 

vine ; 

Produces plumpeſt grapes, and richeſt wine; 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground. 
Beauty's the gift of gods, the ſex's pride 
Yet to how many is that gift deny*d ? 

Axt helps a face; a face, though heœavenly fair, 
May quickly fade for want of needful care. 


u ancient days if women flighted dreſs, 

Then men were ruder too, and lik'd it leſs, 

If Hector's ſpouſe was chad in ſtubborn ſuf}, 

A ſoldier*s wife became it well enough. 

A'ax, to ſhield his ample breaſt, provides 

Seven luſty bulls, and tens their ſturdy hides ; 

And might not he, d'ye think, be well carcſs'd, 

And yet his wite not elegantly dreſs'd ? 

With rude ſimplicity Rome firſt was built, 

W hich now we ſce adoru'd, and carv'd, and gilt, 

This capitol with that of old compare 

Some other ſove, you'd think, was worſt ip'd there. 

That loity pile, where ſenates dictate law, 

When Tatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with 
ſtraw. | | 

And where Apollo's fane refulgent ſtands, 

Was heretofore a tract of paſture-lands, 

Let ancient manners other men delight; 

But me the modern pleaſe, as more polite, 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought, 


And difiant ſhores for oricat pearls are {ought ; 
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Nor for, that bill- exhauſt th-ir marble veins, 
And frutures riſe whoſe bulk the ſca reſtrains; 
But, tht the world is civiliz'd of late, 
And poliſt*d from the ruſt of former date. 
Let not the nymph with perdaits load her car 
Nor in embroidery, or brocade, appear; 
Too rich a dreſs may ſometimes check defre, 
Ard CR more anumates love's fire. 
The hair diſpos'd, may gain or Joſe a grace, 
And much become, or — the face. 
What ſuits your features, of your glaſs inquire ; 
For no one rule is fix'd for head-attire, 
A face too long ſhould part and flat the hair, | 
Lu{t, upward combyd, the length too much appcar: 
So Laodamia dreſsd. A face too round 
Should ow the ears, and with a tower be crown'd. 
On either ſFoulder, one her locks diſplays ; 
Adorn'd like Pha-bus, when be ſings his lays; 
A;mthor, all her treſſes ties behind; 
So dreſ-*d, Diana hunts the fearful hind. 
Difl:cveIFd locks moſt graceful are to ſome ; 
Cthers, the binding tllets more become: 
Some plait, like ſpiral ſhell, their braided hair, 
Others, the lcoſe and waving curl prefer. 
But to recount the ſeveral dreſſes worn, 
Which artfully each ſeveral face adorn, 
Were endleſs, as to tell the leaves on trees, 
The beaſts on Alpine hills, or Hybla's bees. | 
Many there are, who ſcem to flight all care, 1 | 
And with a pleaſing negligence enſi are; 
Whoſe mornings oft in ſuch a dreſs are ſpent, 
And all is art that looks like accident, 
With ſuch diſorder Iole was grac'd, 
When great Alcides fit the nymph embrac'd, 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus? bed, 
When with the conqueror from Crete ſhe fled. 
Nature, indulgent to the ſex, repays 
The loſſes they ſuſtain, by various Ways. 
Men ill ſupply thoſe hairs they ſhed in age, 
Loſt, like autumnal leaves, when north-wind: rage. 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks diſguiſe, 
And Art gives cclour which with Nature vies, 
The well-wove towers they wear, their owu are 
thought; 
Rut cu. ly arc their own, as what they*re bought. 
Nor need they Bluſh to buy heads ready drei, 
Aud chooſe, at public ſhops, what ſuits them beſt, 
Colily apparel let the fair-one fly, 
Enricl'd with gold, or with the Tyrian dye. 
What folly muſt in ſuch expence appear, 
Wen more becoming colours are leſs dear? 
One with a dye is ting'd of lovely blue; 
Such us, through air ſerene, the ſky we view. 
With yellow luftre ſee another ſpread, - 
As if the golder-fcece compos'd the thread, | 
dome of the ſean green wave the caſt diſplay ; 
With this the nymphs their bcautcous torms 
array: | ; 
And os the afiran hue will well adorn ; 
Such is the mantle of the Lluſt.ing mern, 
Of myrtle-berric?,, one the tineture ſhows ; 
In this, of amethyfis, the purple grows, 
And that more imitates the paler roſe, 
Ner Thracian cranes forget, whoſe {very 


— 
| 


plumes * 


Cie pattern; Which empley the munnh⁰e Womeé. 


Nor almond, nor the cheſt dye diichim ; 
Nor others, which from wax derive their name. 
As fclds you tud, with various flowers oc r- 
ſpread, | 

When vineyards bud, and v inter's ſroſt is tied y 
So various are the colour: you may try, 
Of which, the tlirſty wool imbibes the dye. 
Try every one: what heſt becomes you, wear; 
For 1-0 compl-xinon ail alike can bear. 
Tf fair the {k'n, black may become it best, 
In black the lovely fair Briſeis dreſs u: 
If brown the nymph, let her be cloth'd in white, 
Andromeda fo charm'd the woudering fght. 

] nccd not warn you of too powerful ſmells, 
Which ſometimes health or kindly heat, expels. 
Nor, from your tender legs to pluck with care 


| The caſual growth of all unteemly hair, 


got to nymphs of Caucaſus Ing, 
Nor ſuch who taſte remote the Myſan ſpring 3 
Yet, lot me warn you, that, through no neglect, 
You It your teeth diſcloſe the lc aſt deſect. 
You know the uſe of white to make yon fair, 
And how, with red, loft coloui ta repa'zs 
Imp-ric& eye-brows you by art can mend, 


| And f.in, When wanting, or a ſcar extend. 


Nor need the fair-one be aſſamꝰ d, who tries 


| By art, to add new luſtre to her cyss. 


A little book I've made, but with great care, 
How to preſerve the face, and how repair, 
In that the nymphs, by time or chance annoy id, 
May ſce, what pains to pleaſe them I've employ id, 
But, fill beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keep conceal'd the medicines you apply: 
Though art aſſiſts, = muſt that heart be hid, 
Leh, whom it would invite, it fFould forbid, 
Who would net tate oferce, to ſee a face 
All daub'd, and dri ping with the melted greafe ? 
Aud though your unguents bear tl? Athcuian 

name, | 
The wooPs unfavoury ſcent is ſtill the ſame. 
Marrow of ſtage, nor your pomatums try, 
Nor (leut, vαUνnr . when men are by ; 
For many things, when done, afford delight, 
Which yet, whit: . muy off end the i gb. 
Ern Myro's ſtatues, which for art ſurpaſs 
All others, once v. cre but a ſt apsleſs mais; 
Rude was that geld which now in ringe is worry, 
As once the robe you wear was wool unſtorn, 
Think, how that ſtone rough in the quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfed Venus ft.cws to vi u. 
Wil we ſuppoſe you ſlecp, repair your faces 
Loc“ d from obſcrvers, in ſome ſecret place. 
Add the haſt hand, befcre yourſelves you ſt ow: 
Your need of art, why ſtoud your lovers 
now? ny 

For many tl ir ge, a hen moſt conceal'd, are ht; 
Ard few of ſtrio inc uiry bear the tet. 
Thoſs 1 gures which in theatres are ſees, 


2 


| Gilged without, are common wood within. 


But no ſpectators are allow*d to pry, 
Till all is Fniſh*d; which allures the eye. 
et, I mult owr, it oft aftords delight, 
To have the fair-one oumb her hair in ght; 
To vicy the fowing hondurs of her head 
Fall an her nceu, and cer her ſhoulder ſpread. 
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But let ber lcok, that ſhe with care void 
All fretful hu mours, while ſhe's ſo employ'd; 
Let her not fill ur do, with peeviſh hafte, 
All that her won.cn does, who does her beft. 
I hate a vixen, that her maid aſſails, 
And ſcratches with her bodkin, or her rails ; 
While the poor girl in blood and tears muſt 
mourn, 
And her heart curſes, what her hands adorn. 
Let her who bas no hair, or has but ſome, 
Plant centinels before her dreſſipg- room; 
Or in the ſane of the good goddeſs dreſs, 
Where all the male kid are detarr'd acceſs, 
Tis faid, that I (but tis a tale devis'd) 
A Lady at ber toilet once ſurpris'd ; 
Who fiartirg, ſnatch'd in haſte the tower ſhe 
wore, 
And, in a hurry, plac'd the hinder part before, 
But on our foes fall every ſuch dif , 
Er barbarous beauties of the ian race. 
VUngraceful tis to ſee without a horn 
The lofty hart, whom branches beſt adorn ; 
A leafleſs tree, or an unverdant mead : 
And as ungraceful is a ha'rleſs head. 
But think not theſe intiruQtions are deſ.gn'd 
For firſt-rate beauties of the fim ĩſt. d l ind: 
Not to a Semele, or Leda bright, 
Nor an theſe my I write ; 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whoſe charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greece, to arms: 
Thee to regain, well was that war begur, 
Ard Paris well defended what he won ; 
What lover, or what huſtand, would net f ght 
In ſuch a cauſe, where both are in the right ? 
The crowd I teach, ſome homely, and ſome 
fair, 
Put of the former ſort, the larger ſtare. 
The handſome lcaſt require the help of art. 
R:ch in themiclves, ard pleas'd with Nature's 


wh the ſea, at caſe the pilot lies, 
But all his &illexerts when ſtorms ariſe. 
$ Favlts in your perſor, or yorr face, correct: 
And few are ſeen that have rot ſome defect. 
The ny mph too £ ort her ſeat ould ſeldom quit, 
Left, when ſte ſtar de, ſhe may be thought to it; 
Ard when ex. ter ded on her couch ſhe lies, 
— let length of petticoats conceal her ze. 
The _ of thick-wrought fiuf! her clothes ſt. ould 
chooſe, 
And fuller made, than what the plumper uſe. 
Tf pale, let her the crimſon juice apply: 
If ſwarthy, to the Pharian varniſn fly, 
A leg too lank, tight garters ſtill muſt wear; 
Nor i.orld an ill-f-ap'd foot be ever bare. 
Round ſhoulder>, holſter'd, will appear the leaft ; 
Al. d lacing ſtrait, confnes too full a breaſt. 
1 Whoſe fr gers are foo fat, and nails too coorſe, 
* Should always ſi un much geſture in diſcourſe. 
And you, whoſe Lreath is touch'd, this caution 
take, | 
Nor faſting, nor too near another ſpeab. 
Let not the nymph w th laughter much abound, 
Whoſe teeth are black, uneven, or unſound. 
You hardly think how much on this depends, 
And bow © laugh, or ſpoils a face, or mends, 
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Gape not too wide, left you diſcloſe por gume, 
And loſe the dimple which the cheek becomes, 
Nor let your i des too firong concuſſ ons 1} abe, 
Leſt you the ſoftreſs of the ſex forſake. 
In ſome, difiortions quite the face diſguiſe ; 
Another laughs, that you would think ſhe cries. 
| In one, too — e a voice we hear hetray'd, 
Another*s is as harſh as if ſhe bray'd. 
What cannot art attain ! Many, with caſe, 
Have learn'd to weep, both when ard how they 


e. 
Others, through affeQation, liſp, ard find, 
In imper el ion, charms to catch man! ir. d. 
Negle& no means which may promote your ends, 
{New learn what wiy of waliing recommends, 
Too maſculine a motion ſhocks the (ght; 
But ſemale grace allures with firarge dcligbt, 
One has an artful ſwir g ard jut behind, 
Which helps ber ccats to catch the ſwelling wind; 
SwelPd with the wanton wird, they locſely flow, 
And every ſtep and motion ſhow. 
Another, lil e an Umbrian's fivrdy ſpouſo, 
Strides all the ſpace her petticoat allows. 
Petween extreme*, in this, a mean adjuſt ; 
Nor ſr ew tro nice a gait, nor too robuft. 
If ſowy white your reck, ſt ill ſho! Id wear 
That, and the ft.oulder of the left am, bare, 
Such i ghts ne'er fail to fre my amorous heart, 
And make me pant to }iſs the nal ed 
"Syrens, though monſters of the flormy mair, 
Can ft.ips, when under ſail, with ſongs, detain : 
| Scarce could UlyCes by his friends be bound, 
When frit he litten'd to the charming ſound. 
Singing inſnuates: learn, all ye maids ; 
Oſt, when a face forbids, a voice perſrades, 
Whether on theatres loud ſtrains we hear, 
Cr in Ruelle ſome ſoft Egypt an air. 
Well fall te ſng, of whom 1 make my choice, 
And with her li te acccempary her voice. 


The rocks were fiirr'd,the beaſts to liſlen 7284 


When on his lyre me!cdious Crphevs play'd : 

| Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that ſourd obey'd. 

Ard ſtones off cious were, thy walls to raiſe, 

O Thehes, attratied by Amphior*s lays, 

The dolphin, dumb itſelf, thy voice admir'd, 

Ard was, Arion, by thy ſorgs inſpir'd. 

Cf ſweet Can machus the worls rehearſe, 

And read Philetas? ard Anacreon's verſe. 

Terentian plays may much the mind improve 3 

But ſofteſt Sappho beſt ir ſtrufts to love, : 

Propertius, Gallus, and Tibullus read, 

And lt Varronian verſe to theſe fuccecd, 

Then mighty Maro's work with care peruſe ; 

Cf all the Latin © the nolileft Muſe, 

Ev'n I, tis poſſible, uf aiter-days, 

May *ſcape oblivion, ard be nam'd with thefe, 

My labour'd lines ſome readers may api rove, 

Since I 've inſtructed either ſex in love. 

Whatever book you read of this ſcft art, 

Read with a lover's voice, and levers heart. 
Teuder epiſtes too by me are fram'd, 

A work before unthought-of, ard unram'd. 

Such was your ſacred will, O tureful Nine! 

Such thine, Apollo and, Lya us, thine ! 

f Still unaccomplil *d may the maid be thought, 

Who gracefully to daree wat never taught: 
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That active dancing may to love engage, 
Witneſs the well-kept dancers of the ſtage. | 
Of ſome old trifles I'm aſham'sd to tell, 
Though it becomes the ſex to trifle well ; 
To raffie prettily, or ſlur a dye, 
Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is't amiſs at cheſs to be expert, 
For games moſt thoughtful, ſometimes, moſt divert. 
Learn every game, you'll find it prove of uſe; 
Parties begun at piay, may love produce. 
But eaſier *tis to learn how bets to lay, 
Than how to keep your temper while you play. 
Unguarded then each breaſt is open laid, 
And while the head's intent, the heart's betray d. 
Then baſe defire of gain, then rage appears, 
rrels and brawls ariſe, and anxious fears 
Then clamours and revilings reach the ſky, 
While lofing gameſters all the gods defy. 
Then horrid oaths are utter d every caſt ; 
They grieve, and curſe, and ſtorm, nay, weep at laſt. 
Good Jove, avert ſuch ſhameleſs faults as theſe 
From every nymph whoſe heart's inclin'd to pleaſe, 
Soft recreations fit the female kind ; 
Nature, for men, has rougher ſports defign'd : 
To wield the ſword, and hurl the pointed ſpear; 
To ſtop, or turn the ſteed in full career. BE” 
Though martial fields ill ſuit your tender frames, 
Nor may you ſwim in Tiber's rapid ftreams ; 
Yet when Sol's burning wheels Leo drive, 
And at the glowing Virgin's ſign arrive, 
"Tis both allow'd and fit you ſhonld repair 
To pleaſant walks, and breathe retreſhing air. 
To Pompey's gardens, or the ſhady groves 
Which Cæſar honours, and which Phœbus loves: 
Phebus, who ſunk the proud Egyptian fleet, 
And made Auguſtus' victory complete. 
Or ſeek thoſe ſhades, where monuments of fame 
Are rais'd, to Livia's and Octavia's name; 
Or where Agrippa firſt adoru'd the ground, 
When he with naval victory was crown'd. 
To Ifis* fane, to theatres reſort; 
And ia the Circus ſee the noble ſport. 
In every public place, by turns, be ſhown 3 
In vain you're fair, while you remain unknown. 
Should you, in finging, Thamyras tranſcend , 
Your voice unheard, who could your {kill commend? 
Had not Apelles drawn the ſea-born queen, 
Her beauties ſtill beneath the waves had been. 
Poets, inſpir'd, write only for a name, 
And think their labours well repay' d with fame. 
In former days, I own, the Poets were 
Of Gods and kings the moſt peculiar care; 
Majeſtic awe was in the name allow'd, 
And they with rich poſſeſſions were endo d. 
Ennius with honours was by Scipio grac'd, 
And, next his own, the Poet's ſtatue plac'd. 
Zut now their ivy crowns bear no eſteem, 
And all their learning's thou ht an idle dream. 
Still there's a pleaſure, that proceeds rrom pruſe: 
What could the high renown of Homer rail:, 
But that he ſung his Iliad's de hleſs lays ? 
Whocould have been of Dan ie's charms aſſur'd, 
Had ſhe grown old, within her tower immur'd ? 
This, as a rule, let every nymph purſue ; 
That *tis her intereſt oft to come in vicw. 
Vor. IV. 
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| A hungry wolf at all the herd will run, 

In hopes, through many, to make ſure of one. 
So, let the fair the gazing crowd aſlail, 

That over one, at leaſt, ſhe may prevail. 

In every plac- to pleaſe, be all her thought; 
Where, ſometimes, leaſt we think, the fiſh is caught. 
Sometimes, all day, we hunt the tedious ſoil ; 
Anon, the tag himſelf ſhall ſeck the toil. 

How could Andromeda once doubt reli f, 
Whoſe charms are heighten'd and adorn'd by grief? 
The widow'd fair, who ſees her lord expire, 
While yet ſhe weeps, may kindle new deſire, 
And Hymen's torch re-light with funeral fire. 

Beware of men who are tov ſprucely dreſs d: 
And look, you fly with ſpeed a fop profeſs ' d. 
Such tools, to you, and to a thouſand more, 
Will teil the ſeme dull ſtory o'er and o'cr. 

This way and that, unſtead'ly they rove, 

And, never fix'd, are fugitives in love. 

Such Auttering things all women ſure ſhould hate, 
Licht as themſelv-s, and more efferninate. 
Believe me, all 1 ſa; is for your good; 

Had Priam been believ'd, Troy ſtill had Rood. 

Many, with baſe deligns, will pathon feigny 
Who know no love, but ſordid love of gain. 

But let no powder'd herds, nor effenc'd hair, 
Your well-believing, caſy hearts enfſnarc. 

Rich clothes are oft by common ſharpers worn, 
And diamond rings fclonious hands adorn. 

So may your lover burn with fierce deſire 

Your jewels to enj»>y, and beſt attire. 

Poor Chloe, robb'd, runs crying through the itreets z 
And as the runs, „Give me my own.” repeats. 
How often, Venus, hat thou heard ſuch crics, 
And laugh'd amidſt thy Appian votanies! 

Some fo notorious are, their very name 

Muft every nymph whom they frequent, defame. 
Be warn'd by ille, which others have deftroy'd, 
And fa thleſs men with: cenſtant care avcid. 

Truſt not a Theseus, fair Athenian maid, 

Who has fo oft th” atteſting gods betray'd. 

And thou, Demophoon, heir to IH teus' crimes, 
Hat loſt thy credit to all future times. 

Promiſe for promiſe cqually afford, 

But once a contract made, keep well your word. 
For ſhe for any act of heli > fit, 

And, undiſmay'd, may ſac::lege commit, 

With impious hands could quench the veſtal fire, 
Poiſon her huſban4 in her arms for hire 

Who firlt to take a lover's gt complies, 

And then deftauds him, and h's claim denies. 

Put hold, my Muſe, check thy unruly horky 
And more in ſi ht puriue th' intended courſe. 

If lowe-epiitles tender lines impart, 

Ard bill-t-4-ux ate ſent, to fund your heart; 
Let all ſuch le ers, by a faithiul maid, 

Or confident, be iecretly convey'd: 

Soon trom the words vou'll judge, if red with cares 
When feign'd a paſſin it, and when iincere. 
Ere in return you vine, fore time que; 
Delays, it not too long, increaſe deſire: 

Nor let the preſſing youth with cafe obtain, 
Nor yet refuſe him with too rude diid in: 

Now let his hopes, now let his fears increaſe, 

| But by degrees let icar co hope give place. 
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Be ſure avoid ſet phraſes, when you write; 

The uſual way of ſpecch is mute polite. 

Ho have I ſcen the puzzled lover vex'd, 

1o read a letter wich hard words perplex'd ! 
A fiyle too coarſe takes from a handſome face, 
And mikes us with an uglier in its place. 

But fince (though chaſtity be not your care), 
You from your huſband ſtill would hide th* affair, 
Write to no ſtranger till his truth be try d, 

Nor in a fuoliſh meſſenger conſide. 

| What agonies that woman undergoes, 

Whoſe hand the traitor threatens to expoſe z 
Who, raſhly truſting, dreads to be deceiv'd, 
And lives for ever to that dread enflav'd ! 

Such treachery can never be ſurpaſs'd, 

For thoſe diſcoveries ſure as lightning blaſt. 
Might I adviſe, fraud ſhould with fraud be paid ; 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 

ut ſince your letters may be brought to light, 
Whit if in ſeveral hands you learn'd to write ! 
My curſc on him who firſt the ſex betray d, 

And this advice ſo neceſſary made. 

Nor let your pecket-book two hands contain, 
Firſt rub your lover's out, then write again. 

Still one contrivance more remains behind, 
Which you may uſe as a convenient blind ; 

As if to women writ, your letters frame, 

And let your friend to you ſubſcribe a female name. 

Now greater things to tell, my Muſe prepare, 
And clap on all the fail the bark can bear. 

Let no rude paſſions in your looks find place; 
For fury will deform the fineſt face: 

It ſwells the lips, and blackens all the veins, 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 

When on her flute divine Minerva play'd, 
And in a fountain ſaw the change it made, 
Swelling her check; ſhe flung it quite aſide: 
Nor is thy muſic ſo much worth,” ſhe cry'd. 
Look in your glaſs wien you with anger glow, 
And you'll confeſs, you icarce yourſelves can know. 
Nor wich exceſſive pride inſult the fight, 

For gentle looks, alone, to love invice. 

Believe it as a truth that's daily try'd, 

"There's nothing more deteſtable than pride. 

How have I ſeen ſome airs diſguſt create, 

Like things which by antipathy we hate 

Let louks with looks, and ſmiles with ſmiles, be paid, 

And when your lover tows, incline your head. 

So Love preluding, plays at firſt wich hearts, 

And after wounds with deeper- piercing darts. 

Nor me a mclancho!y miſtreſs charms 

Let ſad Tecmeſſa werp in Ajax” arms. 

Let mourring beauties ſullen heroes move, 

We cheeriul men like gaiety in love. 

Let Hector in Andromache delight, 

Who, in bewailing Troy, waſtcs all the night. 

Had chey not both borne children (tobe plain), 

I «er could think they'd with their huſbands lain. 

I no idea in my mind can frame, 

That eicher one or t' other doleful dame : 

Could toy, could fondle, or could call their lords 

*« My life, my ſoul;“ or ſpeak endearing words. 
V hy from compaiiſons ſhould I refrain, 

Ct fear Gu. all dungs by greater to cxplaic ? 
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bucerve what conduct prudent generals uſe, 

And how their ſeveral officers they chooſe; 

To one a charge of infantry commit, 

Another for the horſe is thought more fit. 

So you your ſeveral lovers ſhould ſelect, 

And, as you find them qualified, direct. 

The wealthy lover tore of gold (houi4 tend ; 
The lawyer ſhould, in courts, your cute a; fend, 
We, who write verſe, with verſe al mt iu bribe ; 
Moſt apt to love is all the tuneſul tribe 

By us, your fame ſhall through the world be blaz d; 
So Nemeſis. ſo Cynthia's name was rais'd. 
From eaſt to weſt, Lyccris' praiſes ring; 

Nor are Corinna's ſilent, whom we ſang. 

No fraud the poet's ſacred breaſt can bear; 
Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere : 
Nor wealth he ſeeks, nor feels ambition's fires, 
But ſhuns the bar; and books and ſhades requires. 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to love, 

With eaſe we fix, but we wit pain remove; 
Our ſofter ſtudies with our ſouls combine, 

And both to tenderneſs our hearts incline. 

Be gentle, virgins, to the Poet's prayer, 

The God that fills him, and tae Muſe revere ; 
Something divine is in us, and from hcaven 

Th' inſpizing ſpirit can alone can be given. 

Tis fin, a price from poets to exact; 

But *tis a fin no woman fears to act. 

Yet hide, howe'er, your avarice from fight, 
7 too ſoon your new admirer fright. 

As ſkilful riders rein with different force, 

A new-back'd courſer, and a well-train'd horſe ; 
Do you, by different management, engage 

The man in years, and youth of greener age. 
This, while the wiles of love are yet unknown, 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone: 

With kind carefles oft indulge the boy, 
And all the harveſt of his heat enjoy. 

Alone, thus bleſs'd, of rivals moſt beware 
Nor love nor empire can a rival bear. 
Men more diſcreetly love, when more mature, 
And many things, which youth diſdains, endure : 
No windows break, nor houſes ſet on fire, 
Nor tear their own, or miſtreſs's attire. 
In youth, the boiling blood gives fury vent, 
But men in years mure calmly wrongs reſent. 
As wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 
1 hey ſlowly burn, but long retain their hear. 
More bright is youthtul flame, but ſooner dies; 
Then ſwiltly ſeize the joy that ſwiftly flies. 
Thus all b-traying to the beauteous for, 

How ſurely to enſlave ourſelves we ſhow ! 
| Totruſt a traitor, you'll no ſcruple make, 
Who is a traitor only for your ſake. 
Who yields too ſoon, will ſuon her lover loſe ; 
Would you retain him long, then long refuſe. 
Oft at your door make him for entrance wait, 
There let him lic, and threaten and intreat. 
When cloy*d with ſweets, bitters the taſte reſtore ; 
Ships, by fair winds, are ſometimes run aſhore. 
Hence ſprings the colineſs of a marry*d life, 
The huſband, when be pleaſes, his Eis wiſe. 
Sor but your gate, a d let your porter cry, 
« Here's no adu;ittazce, Sir; 1 muſt deny.“ 
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The very kuſbwnd, ſo repuls'd, will find 
A growing inclination to be kind. 
Thus far with foils you've fought; thoſe laid afide, 
1 row ſharp weapons for the fex provide; 
No doubt, againſt myſclf to ſee them try'd. 
| When firſt a lover you defign to charm, 
Beware, leſt jealouſies his foul alarm; 
Make him believe, with all the {kill vou can, 
That he, and only he's the happy man. 
Anon, by due degrees, ſmall doubts create, 
And let him fear ſome rival's better fite. 
Such little arts make love its vigour hold, 
Which elſe would languiſh, and too ſoon grow old. 
Then ftrains the courſer, to outftrip the wind, 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind. 
Love, when extinct, ſuſpicions may revive ; 
1] own, when mine's ſecure, tis ſcarce alive. 
Yet one precaution to this rule belongs ; 
Let us at moſt ſuſpect, not prove our wrongs. 
Sometimes, your lover to incite the more, 
Pretend your huſband's ſpies beſet the door: 
Though free as Thais, ſtill affect a fright, 
For ſeeming danger heightens the delight. 
Oft let the youth in through your window ſeal, 
Though he might enter at the door as well; 
And ſometimes let your maid ſurpriſe pretend, 
And beg you in ſome hole to hide your friend. 
Yet ever and anon diſpel his fear, 
And let him taſte of happineſs fincere ; 
Left, quite diſhearten'd with too much fatigue, 
He ſhould grow weary of the dull intrigue. 
But I forget to tell how you may try 
Both to evade the huſband, and the ſpy. 
T tat wives ſhould of their huſbands ſt and in awe, 
Agrees wth juſtice, modeſty, and law: 
But that a miſtreſs may be lawful prize, 
None but her keeper, I am ſure, denies : 
For ſuch fair nymphs theſe precepts are deſign'd, 
Which ne'er can fail, join'd with a willing mind. 
Though ſtuck with Argus“ eyes your keeper were, 
Advis'd by me, you ſhall clude his care. 
When you to waſh or bathe retire trom fight, 
Can he obſerve what letters then you write? 
Or, can his caution againſt ſuch provide, 
Which, in her breaſt, your confident may hide? 
Can he the note beneath her garter view, 
Or that, which, more conceal'd, is in her ſhoe ? 
Yet, theſe perceiv'd, you may her back undreſs, 
And writing on her ſkin, your mind expreſs. 
New milk, or pointed ſpires of flax, when green, 
Will ink ſupply, and letters ma k unſeen : 
Fair will the paper ſhew, nor can be read, 
Till all the writing's with warm aſhes ſpread. 
Acriſius was, with all his care, betray d; 
Anz in his tower of braſs a grandũre made. 
Can fpics avail, when vou to plays reſort, 
Or in the Circus view che noble ſport ? 
Or, can you be to Ifis* fane purſucd, 
Or Cybele's, whoſe rites all men exclude ? 
Though watchful ſervants to the bagnio come, 
They're ne er admitted to the bathing room. 
Or when ſome ſudden fickneſs you pre: end, 
May you not take to your fick-bed a fricnd ? 
Falle keys a private paſſage may procure, 
Lf not, there are more ways belides the door. 
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Sometimes, with wine, your watchful follower 
treat; Pp 

When drunk, yoa may with eaſe his care defeat; 

Or to prevent tuo ſudden a ſurpriſ*, 

Prepare a ſleeping draught to ſeal his eyes: 

Or let your maid, ſtill longer time to gain, 

An inclination for his perſon feign; 

With faint reſiſtance let her drill him on, 

And, after competent delays, be won. 

But what need all theſe various doubtful wiles, 
Since gold the greateft vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods with gitts are pleas'd ; 
Ev'n angry Jove with offerings is appeas'd. 

With preſerts, fools and wiſe alike are caught, 
Give but enough, the huſband may be bought. 
But let me warn yon, when you bribe a ſpy, 
That you forever his cunnivance buy; 

Pay him his price at once, for with ſuch men 
You'll know no end of giving now and then. 

Once, I remember, 1 with cauſe complain d 1 

Of jealvuſy occaſion'd by a friend: 

Believe me, apprehenſions of that kind 

Are not alone to our falſe ſex cont'd. 

1 ruſt nat too far your ſhe- anion's truth, 
Leſt ſhe ſometimes ſhould intercept the youth; 
The very confident that lends the bed, 

May entertain your lover in your dead; 

Nor keep a ſervant with too fair a face, 

For ſach I've known ſupply her lud 's place, 

But whither do I run with beedlets roge, 

Teaching the foe ui:equal war to wage? 
Did ever bird the fowler's net prepare ? 
Was ever hound inſtructed by the hare ? 
But, all ſelf-ends and intereſt ſet apart, 
I'll faithfully proceed to teach my art : 
Defence leſs and unarm'd, expoſe my life, 

And fur the Lemnian ladies whet the knife. 

Perpetual fondnefs of yuur lover feign, 

Nor will you find it hard, belief to gain; 
Full of himſelf, he your deſign will aid, 
To what we wiſh, tis cafy to perſuade. 
With dying cyes his face and form ſurvey, 
Then figh, and wonder he ſo long could ſtay. 


No drop a tear your ſorrows to aſſuage, 


Anon reproach him, and pretend to rage : 
Such proofs as theſe will all diſtruſt remove, 
And make him pity your exceſſive love. 


| Scarce to himſelf will he furbear to cry, 


«© How can 1 let this poor fond creature die? 
But chiefly obe, uch jond behaviour fires, : 
Who courts his glaſs, and his own charms admires. 
Proud of the homage to his merit done, 
He'll think a goddeſ might with eaſe be won. 

Light wrongs, be ſure, you till with mildneſ, beary 
Nor ſtraight fly out, when you a rival fear: 
Let not your p ſii n o'er 5 u fe. fe prevail, 
Nor credit lightly every iulc tale. 
Let Procris' ſate a 12d example be 
Of what effects credulity. 

Near where is purple head Hyme:tus ſov'* , 
And flowering iii!s, a ſacred fountain fluws ; 
Wich ſoft and ve ant turt the foil is {pre 
And ſweetly-ſmelling ſhrubs the grun er 
There roſemary and bay their vJuurs 1. '1, 
And with tl. fragrant myrile's ſcent 
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The tamariſks with thick-leav'd box are found, | 
And cytiſus and garden-pines abound : +» 
While through the boughs ſoft winds of Zephyr paſs, 
Tremble the leaves, and teuder tops of graſs. 
Hither would Cephalus retreat to reſt, 
When tir'd with hunting, or wich heat oppreſt 3 
And thus to Air the panting youth would prays 
4 Come, gentle Aura, come, this heat allay.” 
But ſome talc-bearing, too officious friend, 
By chance o'erheard him, as he thus complain'd ; 
Who with the news to Procris quick repair'd, 
Repeating word for word what ſhe had heard. 
Soon as the name of Aura reach'd her ears, 
With jealouſy ſurpris'd, and fainting fears, 
Her roſy colour fled ker lovely face, 
And agonies, like death, ſupply'd the place : 
Pale ſhe appear'd as are the falling leaves, 
When firſt the vine the winter's blaſt reccives. 
Of ripen'd quinces, ſuch the yellow hue, 
Or, when unripe, we cornel-berries view. 
Reviving from her ſwoon, her robes ihe tore, 
Nor her own faultleſs face to wound forbore. 
Now all diſheve11'd, to the wood ſhe flies, 
With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 
"Thither arriv'd, ſhe leaves below her friends, 
And all alone the ſhady hill aſcends. | 
What fully, Procris, o'er thy mind prevail'd ? 
What rage thus fatally to lie conceal'd ? 
Whoe'er this Aura be (ſuch was thy thought), 
She now ſhall in the very fact be caught. 
Anon, thy heart repents its raſh deſigns, 
And now to go, and now to ſtay inclines: 
Thus love with doubts perplexes till thy mind, 
And makes thee ſeek what thou muſt dread to find. 
But Rill thy rival's name rings in thy ears, | 
And more ſuſpicious ſtill the place appears 3 
N But more than all, exceſſive love deceives, 
Which all it fears, too eaſily believes. 
And now a chilneſs runs through every vein, 
Soon as ſhe ſaw where Cephalus had lain. 
?T was noon, when he again retir'd, to ſhun 
The ſcorching ardour of the mid-day ſun : 
Wich water firſt he ſprinkled o'er his face, 
Which glow'd with heat, then ſoughthis uſual place. 
Procris, with anxious, but with filent care, 
View'd him extended, with his boſom bare; 
And heard him ſoon th* accuſtom'd words repeat, 
Come, Tephyr; Aura, come: allay this heat: 
Soon as ſhe found her error, from the word, 
Her colour and her were reſtor d. 
Vith joy ſhe roſe to claſp him in her arms, 
But Cephalus, the ruſtling noiſe alarms ; 
Some beaſt he thinks he in the buſhes hears, 
And ftrait his arrows and his bow prepares. 
2 Hold, hold, unhappy youth! —I call in 7ain, 
With thy own hand thou haſt thy Procris ſlain. 
4 Me, me (ſhe cries)thou'ft wounded with thy dart 
4 But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart. 
«<< Yet lighter on my aſhes earth will lie, 
c Since, though untimely, I unrival'd die: 
<< Come, cloſe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 
<< Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath.” 
Cloſe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid, 
And waſh'd, with ſtreaming tears, the wound he made; 
At length the ſprings of life their currents leave, 
And her laſt gaſp ber huſband's lips receive. 
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Now, to purſue our voyage we provide, 
Till ſafe to port our weary bark we guide. 

You may expect, perhaps, I now ſhould teach 
What rules to treats and entertainments reach. 
Come not the firſt, invited to a feaſt ; 

Rather come laſt, as a more grateful gueſt. 
For that, of which we fear to be depriv d, 
Meets with the ſureſt welcome when arriv'd. 
Befides, complexions of a coarſer kind 

rom candle-light no ſmall advantage find. 

uring the time you eat obſerve ſume grace, 
Nor let your unwip'd hands beſmear your face ; 
Nor yet too ſqueamiſhly your meat avoid, 
Leſt we ſuſpect you were in private cloy d. 
Of all extremes in cither kind beware, 
And ſtill before your belly's full forbear. 

No glutton-nymph, however fair, can wound, 
Though more than Helen ſhe in charms abound. 
I own, 1 think, of wine the moderate uſe 

More ſuits the ſex, and ſooner finds excuſe 3 

It warms the blood, adds luftre to the eyes, 

And wine and love have always been allies. 

But carefully from all intemperance keep, 

Nor drink till you ſee double, liſp, or fleep. 

For in ſuch ſleeps brutalities are done, 

Which, tho* you loathe, you have nc power to ſhun. 

And now th” inſtrufted nyzpph from table led, . 
Should next be taught how to behave in bed. 

But modeſty forbids: nor more, my Muſe 
With weary wings the labour'd flight purſues ; 
Her purple ſwans unyok'd the chariot leave, 
And necdful reſt (their journey done) receive. 
Thus, with impartial care, my art I ſhow, 
And equal arms on either ſex beſtow: 


Waile men and maids, who by my rules improve, 
Ovid muſt own their maſter is in love. 
— ————y—ñ—— — 


OF PLEASIENG. 
An ZPISTLE To 


SIR 


ö 

»T15 ſtrange, dear Temple, how it comes to paſs, 
That no one man is pleas'd with what he has. 

So Horace fings—and ſure as ſtrange is this, 

That no one man's diſpleas'd with what he is. 

The fooliſh, ugly, dull, impertinent, | 

Are with their perſons and their parts content. 

Nor is that all, ſo odd a thing is man, 

He moſt would be what leaſt he ſnould or can. 

Hence, homely faces ſtill are foremoſt ſeen, 

And croſs-ſhap'd fops affect the niceſt mien 

Cowards extol true courage to the ſkies, 

And fools are ftill moſt forward to adviſe z 

Th* untruſted wretch to ſecreſy pretends, 

Whiſpering his nothing round to ail as friends. 

Dull rogues affect the politician's part, 

And learn to nod, and ſmile, and ſhrug with art. 

Who nothing has to loſe, the war bewails, 

And he who nothing pays, at taxes rails. 

Thus man perverſe againſt plain nature ſtrivesg 


| And to be artfully abſurd contrives. 
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Plautus will dance, Luſcus at ogling aims, 
Od Tritus keeps, and undone Probus games. 
Xoiſome Curculio, whoſe envenom'd breath, 
Though at a diſtance utter'd, threatens death, 
Full ia your teeth his ſtinking whiſper throws; 
Kor mend; his maners, tho* you hold your noſe. 
"Therfice:, who ſrems born to give offence, 
From uncouth form, and frontleſs impudence, 
Aſſumes ſoft airs, and with a ſlur comes in, 
Attempts a ſmile, and ſhocks you with a grin. 
Raucus harangues with a difſuaſive grace, 
And Helluo invires with a forbidding face. 
Nature to each allots his proper ſphere, 
Put, that forſaken, we like comets err: 
Toſs d throꝰ the void, by ſome rude ſhock we re broke, 
And all her boaſted fire is loſt in ſmoke. 
Next to obtaining wealth, or power, or eaſe, 
Men moſt affect in general to pleaſe ; 
Of this aff<Rion anĩty's the ſource; 
And vanity 2lone obſtructs its courſe ; 
That teleſcope of forls, through which they ſpy 
Merit remcte, and think the chiject nigh. 
The glaſs rer20v'd, would each himſelf ſurvey, 
And in juſt ſcales his ſtrength and weakneſs weigh, 
Purſue the path for which he was deſign d, 
And to his proper force adapt his mind; 
Scarce one but to ſome merit might pretend, 
Perhaps might pleaſc, at leaſt would not offend. 
Who would reprove us while he makes us laugh, 
Muſt be no Bavius, but a Bickerſtaff. 
If Gerth, or Blackmore, friendly potions give, 
We bid the dying patient drink and live: 
When Murus comes, we cry, „beware the pill ;“ 
And wiſh the tradeſman were a tradeſman ſtill. 
If Addiſon, or Rowe, or Prior write, 
We ſtudy them with profit 2nd delight : 
But when vile Macer and Mundungus rhyme, 
We grieve we've learrt to read, ay, curſe the time. 
All rules of pleafing in this one unite, 
« Affect not any thing in Nature's fpite.”* 
Baboons and apes ridiculous we find; 
For what? For ill-reſembling human-kind. 
None are, for being what they are, in fault, 
«© But for not being what they would be thought.” 
Thus I, dear friend, to you my thoughts impart, 
As to one perfect in the pleaſing art; 
If art it may be call'd in youu, who ſeem 
By N ature form'd for love, and for eſtecm. 
Affecting none, all virtues you poſſeſa, 
And really are what others but proteſs. 
Pl not offend you, while myſelf I pleaſe; 
1 loathe to flatter, though I love to praiſe. 
But when ſuck early worth fo bright appears, 
And antedatcs the f2me which waitson years; 
I can't ſo ſtupidly affected prove, 
Not to contei- i: in the man I lose. 
Though now I aim not at that known applauſe 
You've won in arms, and in your country's cauſe; 
Nor patriot now, nor hero I commend, 
But the companion praiſe, and boaſt the filend. 
But you may think, and ſume, leſs partial, ſay 
That 1 preſume too much in this eſſay. 
How ſhould I ſhow what plcaſes? How explain 
A rule, to which I never could attain ? 
To this objection I'll make no reply, 
But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply. 


— 


485 


I have read, or heard, a learned perfon once 
(Concern'd to find his only ſon a dunce) 
Compo3'd a book in favour of the lad, 

Whoſe memory, it ſeems, was very bad. 

This work contain'd a world of wholeſome rules, 

To help the frailty of forgetful fools. 

The careful parent lud the treatiſe by, 

Till time ſhould moke it proper to apply. 

Simon, at length, the look d- for age attains, 

To read and profit by his father's pains ; 

And now the fire prepares the book t* impart, 

Which was yclept, Of Memory the Art. 

But ah! how oft is human care in vain ! 

For, now he could nut find his book again. 

The place where he had laid it he forgot, 

Nor could himſelf remember what he wrote. 
Now to apply the ftory that I tell, 

Which, if not true, is yet invented well. 

Such is my caſe : like moſt of theirs who teach 3 

I ill may practiſe what I well may preach, 

Myſelf not trying, or not turn's to pleaſe, 

May 1:y the line, and meafure out the ways. 

The Mulcibers, who in the Minories ſweat, 

And maſſive bars on tubborn anvils beat, 

De;orm'd themſelves, yet forge thoſe ſtays of ftcel, 

Which arm Aurelia wich a ſhape to kill. 

So Macer and Mundungus ſchool the times, 

And write in rugged proſe the rules of ſofter rhymes. 

Well do they play the careful critic's part, 

Inſtructing doubly by their matchl:s art: 

Rules for good verſe they firſt with pains indite, 

Then ſhew us what are bad by what they write. 
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TO THE RICHT HONOURABLE THE 


LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM, 1729. 


« Albi, ſermonum reftrorum candide judex.” 


GINCEREST critic of my proſe or rhyrae, 
Tell how thy pleaſing Stowe employs thy time, 

Say, Cobhlam, what amuſes thy retrcat ? 

Or ſtr⸗ tagems of war, or ſchemes o. ſtate ? 

Doſt thou recal to mind with joy, or griet, 

Great Marlborough's actions; that immortal chief, 

Whoſe lighteſt trophy rais'd in each campaign, 

More than ſuffc'd to fignalize a reign ? 

Does thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart 
Wich glory pal, where thou thy ſelf hadit part? 

Or doſt thou grieve indignait now to ſee 

The fruitleſs end of all thy victory; 

To ſeeth* audacious foe, laute ſubdued, 

Diſpute thoſe terms for which ſo long they ſued, 
As if Britznnia now were ſunk ſo low, 

To beg that peace the wonted to beſtow ? 

B · far that guilt ! be never known that ſhame ! 

That England ſhould retract her rightful claim, 

Or, ceaſing to be dreaded and ador'd, 

Stain with her pen the luſtre of her ſword, 

Or doſt thou give the winds afar to blow 


Each vexing thought, and heart-devouring woe, 
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And fix thy mind alone on rural ſcenes ; 

To turn the levell'd lawns to liquid plains, 

To raiſe the creeping rills from humble beds, 
And force tne latent i -ings to lift their heads, 
On watery columns, capitals to rear, 

That mix their flowing curls with upper air ? 

Or doſt thou, weary grown, thoſe works neglect, 
No temples, ſtatues, obeliſks, ere, 

But catch the morning breeze from fragrant meads ? 
Or ſhun the noontide ray in wholeſome ſhades ? 
Or ſlowly walk along the mazy wood, 

To meditate on all that's wiſe and good ? 

For nature, bountiful, in thee has join'd 

A perſon pleaſing with a worthy mind; 

Nut given thee form alone, but means, and art, 
To draw the eye, or to allure the heart. 

Foor were the praiſe in fortune to excel, 

Yet want the way to uſe that fortune well. 
While thus adorn'd, while thus with virtue crown'd, 
At home in peace, abroad in arms renown'd ; 
Graceful in form, and winning in addreſs ; 

While well you think, what aptly you expreſs ; 
With health, with honour, with a fair eſtate, 

A table free, and eloquently neat, 

What can be added more to mortal bliſs ? 

What can he want who ſtands poſſeſt of this? 
What can the fondeſt wiſhing mother more 

Of heaven attentive for her ſon implore ? 

And yeta happineſs remains unknown, 

Or to philoſcphy reveal'd alone; 

A precept, which, unpraQtis'd, renders vain 
Thy flowing hopes, and pleaſure turns to pain. 
Should hope and fear thy heart alternate tear, 
Or love, or hate, or rage, or anzious care, 
Whatever paſſions may thy mind infe®, 
(Where is that mind which paſſions ne er moleſt ?) 
Amidf the pangs of ſuch inteſtine flrife, 

Still think the preſent day the laſt of life; 

+ Defer not till to-morrow to be wiſe, 

To- morrowꝰ's ſun to thee may never riſe. 

Or ſhould to-morrow chance to cheer thy 

With her enlivening and unlock'd-for light, 
How grateful will appear her dawning rays! 

As favours unexpected doubly pleaſe. 

Who thus can think, and who ſuch thoughts purſues, 
Content may keep his life, or calmly loſe : 

All proofs of this thou may ſt thyſelf receive, 
When leiſure from affairs will give thee leave. 
Corac, ſee thy friend, retir'd without regret, 
Forgetting care, or ſtaiving to forget 3 

In eafy contemplation ſoothing time 

With morals much, and now and then with rh7me : 
Not ſe 10buſt in body, as in mind, 

And a:wiys undejected, though declin'd ; 

Not wondering at the world's wicked ways, 
Conpar's with thoſe of our fore-father's days; 

T or virtue now is neither more or leſe, 

And vice is only varied in the drels, 

Eclieve it, men have ever been the ſame, 

Ad all the golden age is but a dream, 
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WRITTEN AT TUXBRIDCE WELLS ON 


MISS TEMPLE, 


LE AVE, leave the drwing-room, 
Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom ; 

The nymph that's fated to o'ercome, 

Now triumphs at the wells. 
Her ſhape, and airs and eyes, 
Her face, the gay, the grave, the wiſe, 
The beau, in ſpite of box and dice, 

Acknowledge, all excels. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, to aſk her name, 
The crowned Muſe's nobleft theme, 
Whoſe glory by immortal fame 
Shall only ſounded be. 
But if you long to know, 
Then look round yonder dazzling row; 
Who moſt does like an angel ſhow, 
You may be ſure tis ſhe. 


See near thoſe ſacred ſprings, 
Which cure to fell diſeaſes brings, 
(As ancient fame of Ida lings) 
Three goddeſſes appear 
Wealth, glory, two poſſeſt; 


The third with charming beauty bleſt 
1 — watt. 


She conquer d every where. 


Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-fick gazer bow; 
Nay, even old age her power allow, 
And baniſh'd flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear, 
Nor glory now the garland wear: 
To beauty every Paris here 
Devotes the golden ball. 
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SICKNESS OF MADAM MOHUN, 
AND 


Ma. CONGREVE. 


(NE fatal day, a ſympathetic fire 
Seiz d him that writ, and her that did inſpire. 
Mohun, the Muſes theme, their maſter Congreve, 


Beauty and wit, had like to ve lain in one grave. 


AFTERWARDS LADY OF SIR THO.LYTTELTON, 


Aj 
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0 D E 
| I. 
AUGHTER of Memory, immortal Muſe, 
Calliope; what poet wilt thou chooſe, 
Of Anna's name to fing ? 
To whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 
Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art; 
Whom raiſe ſublime on thy ethereal wing, 
And conſecrate with dews of thy Caſtalian ſpring ? 


II. 
Without thy aid, the moſt a'piring mind 
Muſt flag beneath, to narrow flights coniin'd, 
Striving to riſe in vain : 
| Nor e'er can hope with equal lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praiſe. 
Thy aid obtain'd, ev'n I, the humbleſt ſwain, 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 
III. 
High in the ſtarry orb is hung, 
And next Alcides' guardian arm, 
That harp to which thy Orpheus ſung, 
Who woods, and roc ka, and winds, could charm; 
That harp which on Cyllene's ſhady hill, 
When firſt the vocal ſhell was found, 
With more than mortal ſkill 
Inventer Hermes taught to ſound : 
Hermes on bright Latona's ſon, 
By ſweet perſuaſion won, 
The wondrous work beſtow's ; 
Latona*s ſon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine: 
A god the gift, a god th' invention ſhow d. 
I 


To that high-ſounding lyre 1 tune my ſtrains; 
A lower note his lofty ſong diſdains 4 
Who ſings of Anna's name. 
The lyre is ſtruck ! the ſounds I hear! 
O Muſe, propitious to my prayer ! 
O well-known ſounds ! O Melody, the ſame 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais'd Mæonian flame. 
II. 
Nor are theſe ſounds to Britiſh bards unknown, 
Or ſparingly reveal'd to one alone: | 
Witneſs ſweet Spenſer's lays ; 
And witneſs that immortal ſong, 
As Spenſer ſweet, as Milton ſtrong, 
Which humble Boyneo'er Tiber's flood could raiſe, 
And mighty William ſing with well proportion d praiſe. 
III 6 


Riſe, fair Auguſta, lift thy head, 
With golden towers thy front adorn ; 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon's bed 
With cheerful ray the ruddy morn. 
Thy lovely form, and freſh-reviving ftate, 
In cryital flood of Thames ſurvey ; 
Then bleſs thy better fate, 
Bleſs Anna's moſt auſpicious ſway. 
While diſtant realms and neighbouring lands, 
Arm'd troops and hoſtile bands 
On every fide moleſt, 
Thy happier clime is free, 
Fair Capital of Liberty 
And plenty knows, and days of halcyon reſt. 
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I. 


| 
As Britain's iſle, when old vex'd Ocean roars, 


Unchaken ſees againſt her ſilver ſhore; 
His foaming billows beat; 
So Britain's Queen, amidit the j irs 
Ana tumults of a world in wars, 
Fix d on the b iſe of her well-foun4-d Rate, 
Serene and ſafe louks down, nor feels the thocks of fate. 
5 II. 
But greateſt \.uls, though bleſt with ſweet repoſe, 
Are ſooneft touch'd with ſenſe of others wocs, 
Thus Anna's mighty mind, 
To mercy aud ſoft pity prone, 
And mov'd with forrows not her own, 
Has all her peace and downy reſt reſign'd, 
To wake for common gow, and ſuccour human kind. 
III. 
Fly, tyranny ; no more be known 
Within Europa's bliſsful bound ; 
Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly every hoſpitable ground, 
To horrid Zembla's frozen realms repair, 
There with the balcful beldam, Niglit, 
Unpeopled empire ſhare, | 
And rob thoſe lands of legal right. 
For now is come tue promis d hurt, 
When Juſtice ſhall have power; 
Juſt ce to earth reſtor d 
Again Aſtrea reigns ! 
Anna her equal icale muntains, 


And Marlborough wiclds her ſure - deciding ſword. 
I 


Now, couldit thou ſoar, my Muſe, to fing the mn 
In heights ſublime, as when the Mantuan ſwan 
Her towering pinions fpread ; 
Thou ſhould'ft of Marlborough ſing, whoſe hand 
U arrring from his Queen's command, 
Far as the ſeven-mouchi d Iſter's ſecret head, 
To ſave th' Imperial ſt te, he: hirdy Britons led. 
I 


Nor there thy ſong ſhould end; tho” all the Nine 
Might well their harps and heavenly vo.ces join 
To ſing that glorious day, 
When bold Bavaria fled the f-14, 
And veteran Gauls, unus d to yield, 
On Blenheim's plain imploring mercy lay; 
And ſpoils and trophies won, perplex d tue victor's 


Way. 
III. 

But could thy voice of Blenhem ſing, 
And with ſucceſs that ſong purſu:; 

What art could aid thy wearied wing 
To keep the the victor ſtill in view 

For as the ſun ne er ops his radiant fligi::, 

Nor ſets but with impartial ray, 

To all who want his light 

Alternately transters the day: 

So in the glorious round of fame, 
Great Marlborough, ſtill the fame, 
lacefTant runs lis courte : 

To climes remote an near 
His coaquering arms by turn. appear, 
And uaiverſal is his aid and fore: 
J. 
Attempt not to proceed, rwwvary Mule, 
For O! what note, Mun Rane: £12k thou 


chor. 
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Though in all numbers ſkill, 
To fing the hero*s matchleſs deed, 
Which Belgia ſav'd, and Brabant freed ; 
To ſing Ramillia's day! to which muſt yield 
Camz's illuſtricus ſight, and fam d Pharſalia's field ? 
n 


In the ſhort corſe of a diurnal ſun, 
Lehold the work of many ages done! 
What verſe ſuch worth can raiſe ? 
Luſtre and life, the poet's art 
To middle virtue may impart 3 
But decds ſublime, exalted high like theſe, 
Tranſcend his utmoſt flight, and mock his diſtant 


praiſe. 
III. 


Still would the willing Muſe aſpire, 
With tranſport ſtill her {trains prolong; 
But fear unſtrirgs the trembling lyre, 
And admiration ſtaps her ſong. 
Co on, great chief, in Anna's cauſe proceed; 
Nor ſheath the terrors of thy ſword, 
Till Europe thou haſt freed, 
And univerſal peace reſtor d. 
This mighty work when thou ſhalt end, 
Equal rewards attend, 
Of value far above 
Thy trophies and thy fpoils ; 
Reward ewn worthy of thy toils, 
The Qucen's juſt favour, and thy Country's love. 


— —— OÞ ao. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 


EARL OF GODOLPHIN, 


LORD HIGH TREASURER OF GREATBRITAIN 
PINDARIC ODE. 


« — cis medic erm turbd : 
«© Aut ob avaritiam, aut miſers ambitione laborat. 
«© Hunc capit argenti 
« Hic mutat merces ſurgente & ſole, ad eum quo 
% Veſpertina tepe: regio: quin par mala praceps 
4 Fertur- . 
4 Omnes ii metuunt verſus, odere poetas.” 

Hon. L. i. Sat. 4. 


I. 
To hazardous attempts and hardy tails 
Ambition ſome excites; 
And ſome deſire of martial ſpoils 
Tc bloody fields invites; 
Others inſatiate thirſt of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous main, 
To paſs the burning line, and bear 
TH ircl-mency of winds, and ſeas, and air; 
Preſſing the doubtful voyage till India's ſhore 
Ker ſpicy boſom bares, and ſpreads her ſhining ore. 
II 


Nor widovs tears, nor tender orphans cries, 
Can frop th' invader's force; 
Nor ſwelling ſeas, nor threatening ſkies, 
Prevent the pirzye's courls ; 


Their lives to ſelſiſh ends decreed, 
Through blood or ravine they proceed ; 
No anxious thoughts of ill repute 
Suſpend th' impetuous and unjuſt purſuit : 
—_— and wealth obt ũnꝰd, guilty and great, 
Their — fears they raiſe, or urge their 


Til. 
But not for theſe his ivory lyre 
Will tuneful Phebus ftring, 
Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the choir, 
Th' immortal epode fing. | 
Thy ſprings, Caſtalia, turn their ſtreams 
From rapine, avarice, and pride ; 
Nor do thy greens, ſhady Aonia, grow 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 
I. 
How juſt, moſt mighty Jove, yet how ſevere, 
Is thy ſupreme decree, 
That impious men ſhall joyleſs bear 
The Muſe's harmony 
Their ſacred ſongs, (the recompenſe 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Which pious minds to rapture raiſe, 
And worthy deeds at once excite and praiſe, 
To guilty hearts afford no kind relief ; 
I 
Monſtrous Typheus thus new terrors fill, 
And now beneath the burning hill 
Of dreadful ÆEtna lies 
Hearing the lyre's celeſtial ſound, 
He bellows inth* abyſs profound; 
Sicilia trembles at his roar, 
Tremble the ſeas, and far Campaniz's ſhore ; 
While all his hundred months at once reſpire 
Volumes of curling ſmoke, and floods of liquid fire. 
III. . 
From heaven alone all good proceeds ; 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds, 
And ſenſe of ſacred ſong 
And thus molt pleaſing are the Muſe's lays 
To them who merit moſt her praiſe ; 
Wherefore, for thee her ivory lyre ſhe ſtringe, 
And ſoars with rupture while the ſings. 
I 


Whether affairs of moſt important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, 
And Anna's caufe and Europe's fate 
Thy ſerious thoughts demand ; 
Whether thy days and nights are ſpent 
In cares, on public good intent; 
Or whether leiſure hours invite 
To manly ſports, or to reſin'd delight: 
In courts refiding, or to plains retir'd, 
Where generous ſteeds conteſt, with emulation fir d! 
11 


Thee till the ſeeks, and tuneful ſings thy name, 
As once ſhe Theron ſung, 
While with the deathleſs worthy's fame 
Olympian Piſa rung : 
Nor leſs ſublime is now her choice, 
Nor leis inſpir d by thee her voicg, 


Fa 


I 


Tr 
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And now ſhe loves aloft to ſound 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme, ſhe takes delight 
The ſwift-heel'd horſe to praiſe, and ſing his rapid 


III. 
And ſee ! the air · born racers ſtart, 
Impatient of the rein; 
Faſter they run than flies the Scythian dart, 
Nor, pling, print the plain 
The winds themſelves, who with their ſwiftneſs vie, 
In vain their airy pinions ply ; 
So far in matchleſs ſpeed thy courſers paſs 
Th' æthereal authors of their race. 


I. 
And now awhile the well-ftrain'd courſers breathe ; 
Of olive-leaves a twiſted wreath 
To bind the victor's hair. 
Pallas, in care of human-kind, 
The fruitful olive firſt deſign d 
Deep in the glebe her ſpear ſhe lanc'd, 
When all at once the laden boughs advanc'd: 
The Gods with wonder view'd the teeming earth, 
And all, 1— approv d the beauteous 


II. 
This done, earth ſhaking Neptune next eſſay d, 
In to the world, 
To emulate the blue-ey*'d maid ; 
And his huge trident hurl'd 
Againſt the ſounding beach; the ſtroke 
Transfix*'d the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, ſwift as light, 
Fort i ruſh'd the firſt-born horſe. Stupendous fight! 
Nur une for human good the beaſt ordains, 
* u ſoon he tam'd to uſe, and taught to bear the 
reins. 
III. 
Thus gods contended (noble ftrife, 
Worthy the heavenly mind :) 
Who 1 10ſt ſhould do to ſoften anxious life, 
And moſt endear mankind. 
Thus thou, Godolphin, doſt with Marlborough ftrive, 
From whoſe joint toils we reſt derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad his arm affures, 
Sweet Peace at home thy care ſecures, 


Ped | Pe 


AN IMPOSSIBLE THING. 
A TALE. 


'T© thee, dear Dick, this tale I ſend, 
Both as a critick and a friend. 

I tell it with ſome variation 

(Not altogether a tranſlation) 

From La Fontaine; an author, Dick, 

Whoſe Muſe would touch thee to the quick. 

The ſubje& is of that ſame kind, 

To which thy heart ſeems moſt inc lin d: 

How verſe may alter it, God knows; 

Thou lov*& it well, I'm ſure, in proſe, 

Vor. IV. 
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So without preface, or pretences 
To hold thee longer in ſuſpence, 


I ſhall proceed, as I am able, 
To the recitai of my fable. 


A goblin of the merry kind, 
More black of hue, than curſt of mind, 
To help a lover in diftreſs, 
Contriv'd a charm with ſuch ſucceſs, 
That in ſhort ſpace the cruel dame 
Relented, and return'd his flame. 
The bargain, made betwixt them both, 
Was bound by honour and by oath : 
The lover laid down his ſalvation, 
And Satan ftak'd his reputation. 
The latter is'd on his 
(To ſerve his friend, and ſhew his art)s 
That madam ſhould by twelve o'clock, 
Though hitherto as hard as rock, 
Become as e as a glove, 
And kiſs and coo like any dove. 
In ſhort, the woman ſhould be his, 
That is upon condition—Viz. 
Th.:t he lover, after taſting 
What one would wiſh were everlaſting, 
Should, in return for ſuch enjoyment, 
Supply the fiend with freſh employment : 
That's all, quoth Pug ; my poor requeſt 
Is, only, never to have 
« You thought, tis like, with reaſon too, 
© That I ſhould have been ſerv d, not you: 
«© But what? upon my friend impoſe ! 
&© No-though a devil, none of thoſe. 
« Your buſineſs then, pray underſtand me, 
cc Is nothing more but to command me. 
Of one thing only let me warn ye: 
«© Which ſomewhat nearly may concern ye: 
© As ſoon as e er one work is done, 
4 Strait name a new one; and ſo on: 
C Leteach to other quick ſucceed, 
«© Orelſe—you know how tis agreed 
For if through any hums or haws 
«« There haps an intervening pauſe, \ 
«© In which for want of freſh commands, 
« Yourſlzve obſequious idle ſtands, 
«© Nor ſoul nor body ever more 
« Shall ſerve the nymph whom you adore; 


1% But both be laid at Satan's feet, 


« To be diſpos'd as he thinks meet. 
At once the lover all approves; 
For who can heſitate that loves? 
And thus he argues in his thought: 
«© Why, after all, I venture nought; 
«© What myſtery is in commanding ? 
«© Does that require much underſtanding t 
Indeed, wer't my part to obey, 
«© He'd gothe better of the lay: 
« But he muſt do what I think fit 
% Pſhaw, pſhaw, young Belzebub is bit. 
Thus pleas d in mind, he calls a chair, 
Adjuſts, and combs, and courts the fair ; 
The ſpell takes ploce, and all goes right, 
And happy he employs the night 
In ſweet embraces, balmy kiſſes, 
And * in the bliſs of bliſſes. 
re 
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« O joy,“ cried he, that hes no equal l 
But hald —no raptures—mark the ſequel. 
For now when near the morning”: dawn, 
The youth began as *twere to yawn 5 

His eyes a ſilky ſiumber ſeiz'd, 

Or would have done, if Pag had pleas'd : 
But that cfficious Demon near, 

Now buzz d for buſineſs in his ear: 

In haſte, he names a thouſand thing: ; 
"The goblin plies his wicker wings, 

And in a tricc returns to aſk 

Another and angther taſk. 

Now palaces are built and towers, 

The work of ages in few hours. 

Then ſtorms are in an inſtant rais'd, 
Which the next moment are appeas'd. 
Now ſhowers of gold and gems are rain d, 
As if each India had been drain'd: 

And he, in one aſtoniſh'd view, 

Sees DR —— and Peru. 
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And now to ene tg hel Cad; 
And Pug ſoon reach'd his j — bg end, 
And ſoon return d with ſuch a 

Of bulls and s at his — 

That now, the Squire (who had ſome hope 
In holy water and the pope) 

Was out of heart, and at a ſtand 

What next to wiſh, end what command ; 
Invention flags, his brain grows muddy, 
And black deſpair ſucceeds brown ftudy. 

In this diftreſs the woeful youth 

Acquaints the nymph with all the truth, 
Begging her counſel, for whoſe ſake 

Noth ſoul and body were at ſtake. 

«© And ie this all?” replied the fair: 
Let me alone to cure this care. 

When next your Demon ſhall appear, 
«© Pray give him—look, what 1 hold here, 
«© And bid him labour, ſoon or late, 
To lay theſe ringlets lank and ftrait.” 
Then, ſomething ſcarcely to be ſ-en, 

Her finger and ber thumb between 

She held, and ſweetly ſmiling, cry'd, 

«+ Your Goblin's ſkill ſhall now be try d.“ 

She faid ; and gave—what ſhall I c2ll 
That thing fo ſhining, criſp, and ſmall, 
Which round his finger ſtrove to twine ? 
A tendril of the Cyprian vine? 

Or ſprig from Cytherea's grove ; 

Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 

With awe, he now takes from her hand 
That fleece - like flower of fairy land: 

Leſs precious, whilom, was the fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece ; 
Or that, which modern ages ſee 

"The ſpur and prize of chivalry, 

Whoſe curls of leindred texture grace 
Heroes and kings of Spaniſh race. 

The ſpark prepar'd, and Pug at hand, 
He iſſues, thus, his ſtrict command : 
This line, thus curve and thus orbicular, 
© Render direct, and perpendicular; 

4 But ſo direct, that in no fort 
« It ever may in rings retort. 


See me no more till this be done: 


8 I 
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« Hence, to thy taſk—avaunt, be gone.” 
Away the fiend like lightning flies, 

And all his wit to work applies : 

Anvils and s he employs, 

And dins whole hell with hammering noiſe. 

In vains he to no terms can bring 

One twirl of that reluctant thing ʒ 

TH' elaſtic fibre mocks his pains, 

And its firſt ſpiral form retains. 

New ſtratagems the ſprite contr'v=", 

And down the depths of ſea he div*>: 

This ſprunt its $ ſure will loſe, 

„When laid (ſaid he) to ſoak in ooze." 

Poor fooliſh fiend ! he little knew 

Whence Venus and her garden grew. 

Old Ocean, with paternal waves 

The child of his own bed receives ; 

Which oft as dipt new force exerts, 

And in more vigorous curls reverts. 

So when to earth Alcides flung 

The huge Antzus, whence he ſprung, 

From every fall freſh ſtrength he gain d, 

And with new life the fight maintain'd. 


The baffled Goblin grows perplex d, 


Nor knows what ſlight to praftiſe next: 
The more he tries, the more he fails z 
Nor charm, nor art, nor force avails. 


| But all concur his ſhame to ſhow, 


And more exaſperate the foe. 

And now he penſive turns and ſad, 
And looks like melancholic mad. 
He rolls his eyes 


Sometimes he twitts and twirls it round, 
Then, pauſing, meditates profound: 

No end he ſees of his ſurpriſe, 

Nor what it ſhould be can deviſe: 

For never was yet wool or feather, 

That could ſtand buff againſt all weather; 
And unrclax d, like this, reſiſt 

Both wind and rain, and ſnow and miſt. 
What ſtuff, or whence, or how twas made, 
What ſpinſter which could ſpin ſuch thread, 
He nothing knew; but, tohis coſt, 

Knew all his fame and labour loft. 

Subdued, abaſh'd, he gave it o'er ; 

Tis ſaid, he bluſh'd ; tis ſure, he ſwore 
Not all the wiles that hell could hatch 

Could conquer that Superb Muſtach. 
Defeated thus, thus diſcontent, 

Back to the man the Dzmon went : 

„I grant,” quoth he, “ our contract null, 
«© And give you a diſcharge in full. 

<< But tell me now, in name of wonder, 
(Since I fo candidly knock under) 

«« What is this thing ? where could it grow ? 
« Pray take it—'tis in ſtatu quo. 

&© Much good may*t do you; for my parts 
c I waſh my hands of t from my heart.” 

« In truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy,” 
Replies the lad, you re too ſoon weary. 
« What, leave this trifling taſk undone ! 

&« And think ſt thou this the only one ? 

ec Alas! werethis ſubdued, thou dſt find 
c Millions of more ſuch ſtill behind; 

«« Which might employ, ev'n to eternity, 


Joch you aud all your whole fraternity. 


— 
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THE 
PEASANT IN SEARCH OF HIS HEIFER, 
A TALE AFTER M. DE LA FONTAINE. 


I. ſo befel: a ſilly ſwaln 
Had ſought his heifer long in vain; 
For wanton ſhe had friſking ſtray d, 
And left the lawn, to ſeek the ſhade. 
Around the plain he rolls his eyes, 
Then to the wood in haſte he hies ; 
Where, ſingling out the faireft tree 
He climbs, in hopes to hear or ſee. 
Anon, there chanc'd that way to paſs 
A jolly lad and buxom laſs : 
The place was apt, the paſtime pleaſant ; 
Occaſion with her forelock preſent ; 
The girl agog, the gallant ready ; 
So lightly down he lays my lady. 
But ſo ſhe turn'd, or fo was laid, 
That ſhe ſome certain charm's diſplay d, 
Which with ſuch wonder ſtruck his fight 
(With wonder, much; more with delight) 
That loud he cry'd in rapture, What? 
4% What ſee I, gods! What ſee I not! 
But nothing nam d; from whence tis gueſs'd, 
*T'was more than well could be expreſs d. 
The clown alot, who lent an ear, 
Straight ſtopt him ſhort in mid career 
And louder cry d,. Ho! honeſt friend, 
«© That of thy ſeeing ſeeſt no end ; 
« Doſt ſee the heifer that I ſeek ? 
« If doſt, pray be fo kind to ſpeak.” 


HOMER'S HYMN 


TO VENUS. 


SING, Muſe, the force and all-informing fire, 
Of Cyprian Venus, goddeſs of deſire: 

Her charms th* immortal minds of gods can move, 

And tame the ſtubborn race of men to love. 

The wilder herds, and ravenous beaſts of prey, 

Her influence feel, and owa her kindly ſway. 

Thro* pathleſs air, and boundleſs ocean's ſpace, 

She rules the feather d kind and finny rack ; 

Whole nature on ber ſole ſupport depends, 

And far as life exiſts, her care extends. 
Of all the numerous hoſt of gods above, 

But three are found inflexible to love. 

Blue-ey'd Minerva free preſerves her heart, 

A virgin unbeguil'd by Cupid's art: 

In ſhining arms the martial maid delights, 

O'er war preſides, and well-diſputed fights ; 

With thirſt of fame ſhe firſt the hero fir d, 

And fiaſt the ſkill of uſeful arts inſpir d; 

Taugt artiſts firſt the carving tool to wield, 

Chariots with braſs to arm, and form the fenceful 

ſhie ld: 

She firſt taught modeſt maids in early bloom, 

To ſhun the lazy life, and ſpin, or ply the loom. 
Diana next the Paphian queen defics : 

Her ſmiling arts and proffer d fricndihip flies: 


n hounds and cheerful 


Or filver-ſounding voice, to wake the morn, 

To wound the mountain boar, or rouſe the woodland 
deer; 

To draw the bow, or dart the pointed ſpear, 

Sometimes, of gloomy groves ſhe likes the ſhades, 


| And there of virgin- nymphs the chorus leads; 


And ſometimes ſeeks the town, and leaves the plains, 
Ard loves ſociety where virtue reigns. / 

The third celeſtial poweraverſe to love 

Is virgin Veſta, dear to mighty Jove ; 
Whom Neptune ſought to wed, and woo'd 3 
And bath with fruitleſs labour long purſu d. 
For ſhe, ſevercly chaſte, rejected both, 
And bound her purpoſe with a ſolemn path, 
A virgin life inviolate to lead; 
She ſwore, and Jove aſſenting, bow'd h's head. 
But fince her rigid choice the joys deny'd 
Of nuptial rights, and bleſſings of a bride, | 
The vounteous Jove with gifts that want ſupply'd. 
High on a throne ſhe fits amidſt the ſkies, 
And firit is fed with fumes of ſacrifice ; 
For holy rights to Veſta firſt are paid, 
And on her altar firſt-fruit offerings laid ; 
So Jove ordain'd in honour of the maid. 
heſe are the powers above, and only theſe, 
Whom Love and Cytherea's art diſpleaſe; 
Of other beings, none in earth or ſkies 
Her force reſiſrs, or influence denies. 
With eaſe her charms the thunderer can bind, 
And captivate with love th' almighty mind: 
Ev'n he, whoſe dread commands the gods obeys. 
Submits to her, and owns ſuperior ſway. | 
Enflav'd to mortal beauties. by her power, 
He oft deſcends, his creatures to adore ; 
While to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes, 
Some well · diſſembled ſhape the god belies. 
Juno, his wife and ſiſter, both in place 
And beauty firt among th* æthereal race; 
Wiſe Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth: 
And Jove, by never-erring counſel ſway'd, 
The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at length, with juſt reſentment fir'd, 
The laughing queen herſelf with love inſpir'd. 
Swift through her veins the ſweet contagion ran, 

And kindled in her breaſt deſire of mortal man; 
That ſhe, like other doities, might prove 

The pains and pleaſures of inferior love; 

And nct inſultingly the gods deride, 

Whoſe ſons were human by the mother's ſide: 
Thus, Jove ordain'd, ſhe now for man ſhould burn, 
And bring forth mortal offspring in her turn. 

Amongſt the ſprings which flow from Ida's head, 
His lowing herds the young Anchiſes fed; | 
W hoſe godlike form and face the {ailing queen 
Beheld, and lov'd to madneſs, ſoon as ſcen: 

To Cyprus ſtraiglit the wounded goddeſs flies, 

Where Paphian temples in her honour riſe, 

| And altars ſmoke with daily ſacrifice. 

Soon as arriv'd, ſhe to her ſhrine repair'd, 

Where entering quick, the ſhining gates ſhe barr d a 
The ready Graces wait, her baths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant oils her flowing hair, 

Her flowing hair around her ſhoulders ſprcadta 
Ad all aden ambrofial odous fheces 
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Laſt, in robcs her limbs they fold, 

Enrich'd with ornaments of pureſt gold; 

And, thus attir d, her chariot ſhe aſcends, 

And, Cyprus left, her flight to Troy ſhe bends. 
On Ida ſhe alights, then ſeeks the ſcat, 

Which lov'd Anchiſes choſe for his retreat ; 

And ever as ſhe walk*d through lawn or wood, 

Promiſcuous herds of beaſts admiring ſtood ; 

Some humbly follow, while ſome fawning meet, 

And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her feet, 

Dogs, lions, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite, 

And the ſwift panther ſtops togaze with fixed delight. 

For every glance ſhe gives ſoft fire imparts 

Enkindling ſweet deſire in ſavage hearts. 

Inflam'd with love, all fingle out their mates, 

And to their ſhady dens each pair retreats. 
Meantime the tent ſhe ſpics ſo much deſir'd, 

Where her Anchiſes was alone retir d; 

Withdrawn from all his friends and fellow- ſwains, 

Who fed their flocks beneath, and ſought the plains ; 

In pleafing ſolitude the youth ſhe found, 

Intent upon his lyre's harmonious ſound. 

Before his eyes Jove's beauteous daughter ſtood, 

In form and dreſs, a huntreſs of the wood ; 

For, had he ſeen the goddeſs undiſguis'd, , 

The youth with awe and fear had been ſurpris'd. 

Fix'd he beheld her, and with joy admir'd 

To ſee a nymph fo bright, and ſo attir d: 

For from her flowing robe a luſtre ſpread, 

As if with radiant flames ſhe were array d; 

Her hair in part diſclos'd, and part conceal'd, 

In finglers fell, or was with jewels held: 

With various gold and gems her neck was grac'd, 

And orient pearls heav'd on her panting breaſt ; 

Bright as the moon ſhe ſhone, with filent light, 

And charm'd his ſenſe with wonder and delight. 
Thus while Anchiſes gaz d, through every vein 

A thrilling joy he felt, and pleafing pain: 

At length he ſpake—** All hail, celeſtial fair! 

% Who humbly doſt to viſit earth repair. 

4 Whoe'er thou art, deſcended from above, 

* Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love; 

% All hail! all honour ſhall to thee be paid: 

6 Or art thou * Themis? or the blue-ey'd maid ? 

64 Or art thou faireſt of the Graces three, 

© Who with the gods ſhare immortality ? 

44 Or elſe, ſome nymph, the guardian of theſe woods, 

0 Theſe caves, theſe fruitful hills, or cryſtal floods; 

„ Whoe'er thou art, in ſome conſpicuous field, 

46 I tothy honour will an altar build, 

4 Where holy offcrings I'l! each hour prepare, 

<< O prove but thou propitious to my prayer! 

«© Grant me among the Trojan race to prove 

©: A patriot worthy of my country's love 3 

<< Bleſs'd in myſelf, I beg I next may be 

44 Bleſz'd in my children and poſterity z 

4c Happy in health, long let me ſee the ſun, 

«© And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done. 

He ſaid.— Jove's beauteuus daughter thus reply d, 

4 Delight of human kind, thy ſex's pride 

0 Honour'd Anchiſcs, you behold in me 

4 No goddeſs bleſs'd with immortality ; 

«6 But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

«« Otreus my father (yo have heard the name). 


* The Goddeſsof Equity and Right, + Pala. 


| 


| 
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Who rules the tar extent of Phrygia's lands, 
« And all her towns and fortreſſes commands. 


taught; 

© Then wonder not, if, thus inſtructed young, 
« 1, like my own, can ſpeak the Trojan 
« In me, one of Diana's nymphs behold ; 
* Why thus arriv'd, 1 ſhall the cauſe unfold. 
As late our ſports we praftis'd on the plain, 
« I and my fellow-nymphs of Cynthia's train, 
% Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd, 
„And by admiring crowds encompaſs d round, 
«© Lo! hovering e er my head I ſaw the god 
«© Who Argus ſlew, and bears the golden rod: 
Sudden he ſeis d, then bore me from their ſight, 
“Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight: 
% O'er many ſtates and peopled towns we paſs'd, 
% Oer hills and vallies, and o'er defarts waſte ; 
© Ofer barren moors, and o'er unwholeſome fens, 
© And woods where beaſts inbabit dreadful dens. 
Through all which pathleſs way our ſpeed was ſuch, 
«© We ſtopt not once the face of earth to touch. 
% Meantime he told me, while through air we fied, 
«© That Jove ordain'd 1 ſhould Anchiſes wed, 
% And with illuſtrious offspring bleſs his bed. 
4 This ſaid, and pointing to me your abode, 
% To heaven again up- ſoar d the ſwift-wing'd God. 
Thus of neceflity, to you I come, 
46 Unknown, and loſt, far from my native home. 
« But Iconjure you, by the throne of Jove, 
« By all that's dearto you, by all yuu love, 
«« By your good parents (tor no bad could e er 
« Produce a ſon ſo graceful, good, and fair), 
«© That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 
«© But let me hence an untouch'd maid depart ; 
6 Inviolate and guiltleſs of your bed, 
« Let me be to your houſe and mother led. 
«© Me to your father and your brothers ſhow, 
And our alliance firſt let them allow: 
« Let me be known, and my condition own'd, 
« And no unequal match 1 may be found. 
«© Equality to them my birth may claim, 
« Worthy a daughter's or a ſiſter's name, 
«© Though for your wife of too inferior fame. 
« Next, let ambaſſadors to Phrygia haſte, 
« To tell my father of my fortunes paſt, 
c And eaſe my mother in that anxious fate 
« Of doubts and fears, which cares for me create. 
«& They in return, ſhall preſents bring from thence 
« Of rich attire, and ſums of gold immenſe: 
« You inpeculiar ſhall with gitts be grac'd, 
1 In price and beauty far above the reſt. 
«© This done, perform the rights of nuptial love, 
©« Grateful to men below, and gods above.“ 
She ſaid, and from her eyes ſhot ſubtile fires, 
Which to his heart infinuate defires. 
Reſiſtleſs love invading thus his breaſt, 
Th* panting youth the ſmiling queen addreſs d. 

4 Since mortal you, of mortal mother came, 
«© And Otreus you report your father's name: 


| «© And ſince th' immortal Hermes from above, 


« To execute the dread commands of Jove, 
« Your wondrous beauties hither has convey d, 


« A nuptial lite with me heaceforth to lead: 
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i Know, now, that neither gods nor men have “ Since never man with length of life wae bleſt, 


2w'r 
10 e defer the happy hour; 
„This inſtant will 1 ſeize upon thy charms, 
« Mix with thy ſoul, and melt within thy arms: 
« Tho' Phebus, arm'd with his unerring dart, 
«« Stood ready to transfix my panting heart ; 
„ Tho' death, tho' hell, in conſequence attend, 
% Thou ſhalt with me the genial bed aſcend.” 

He ſaid, and ſudden ſnatch'd her beauteous hand; 
The goddeſs ſmil'd, nor did th* attempt withſtand : 
But nx d her eyes upon the hero's bed, 

Where ſoft and filken coverlets were ſpread, 
And over all a counterpane was plac'd, 

Thick ſuwn with furs of many a ſavage beaſt, 
Of bears and lions, heretofore his ſpoil ; 
Ard ſtill remain'd the trophies of his toil. 

Now to aſcend the bed they both prepare, 
And he with eager haſte diſrubes the fair. 

Her ſparkling necklace firſt he laid afide; 
Her bracclets next, and braided hair unticd : 
And now, his buſy hand her zone unbrac'd, 
Which girt her radiant robe around her waiſt ; 
Her radiant robe, at laſt, aſide was thrown, 
Whoſe roſy hue with dazzling luftre ſhone. 

Ine Queen of Love the youth thus diſarray'd, 
And on a chair of gold her veſtments laid. 
Anchiſes now (ſo Jove and fate ordain'd) 
The ſweet extreme of ecſtaſy attain'd ; 
And mortal he, was like th* immortals bleſs'd, 
Not conſcious of the goddeſs he puſleſz'd. 

But when the ſwains their flocks and herds had 

fed, 

And from the flow ry field returning, led 
Their ſheep to fold, and oxen to the ſhed; 
In ſoft and pleaſing chains of ſleep profound, 
The wary goddeſs her Anchiſes bound: 
'Then gently rifing from his fide and bed, 
In all her bright attire her limbs array d. 

And now her fair crown'd head aloft ſhe rears, 
Nor more a mortal, but herſelf appears: 4 
Her face refulgent, and majeſtic mien, 

Confeſsꝰd the goddeſs, love's and beauty s queen. 

Then thus aloud ſhe calls. Anchilcs, wake; 
«© Thy fond repoſe and lethargy forſake : 
Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came, 
„ Behold me well—ſay, if I ſeem the ſame.” 

At her firſt call the chains of ſleep were broke, 
And, farting from his bed, Anchiſes woke : 

But when he Venus view'd without diſguiſe, 

Her ſhining neck bcheld, and radiant eyes ; 
Aw'd and abaih'd, he turn'd his head alide, 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide. 
Confus'd with wonder, and with fear oppreſs u, 
In winged words he thus the queen addreſs'd. 

„When firſt, O goddeſs, I thy form beheld, 
*© Whoſe charms ſo far humanity excell'd ; 

*© To thy celeſtial pow'r my vows I paid, 
And with humility implor'd thy aid : 

But thou, for ſecret cauſe to me unknown, 

«« Didſtthy divine immortal ſtate diſown. 

„But now, I beg thee by the filial love 

Due to thy fother, ZEgis-bearing Jove, 
Compaſſion on my human ſtate to ſhow z 
Nor let me lead a life infirm below: 

«© Defend me from the woes which mortals wait, 


Nor let ms ſhare of men the common fare 5 


«© Who indelights of love a deity poſſeſs'd."” 

To him Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply d; 
„ Be bold, Anchiſes; in my loveconfide : 

«© Nor me, nor other god, thou ncedft to fear, 
« For thou to all the heav*nly race art dear. 

% Know, from our loves thou ſhalt a ſon obtain, 

« Who over all the realm of Troy ſhall reign; 
« From whom a race of monarchs ſhall deſcend, 

« And whoſe poſterity ſhall know no end. 

4 To comagy ſhalt the name Æneas give; 

« As one, for whoſe conception 1 muſt grieve, 

« Oft as1 — bagen 

« From my conjunction with a mortal man. 

But Troy, of all the habitzble earth, 

To a ſuperior race of men gives birth ; 
Producing heroes of th* æthereal kind, 
And next reſembling gods in form and mind. 

From thence great Jove to azure ſkies convey's, 
To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where by th' immortals honour d, (ſtrange to ſee !) 
The youth enjoys a bleſs d eternity. 

In bowls of gold he ruddy nectar pours, " 
And Jove regales in his unbended hours. 

Long Cid the king, his fire, his abſence mourn, 
Doubtful by whom, or where, the boy was borne : 
Till Jove, at length, in pity of his grief, 
Diſpatch'd Argicides to his relief; 

And more, with giſts to pacify his mind, 

He ſent him horſes of a deathleſs kind, 
Whoſe feet outſtript, in ſpeed the rapid wind: 
Charging withal ſwift Hermes to relate 

The youth's advancement to a heav*nly tate ; 
Where all his bours are paſt in circling joy, 
Which age can ne*er decay, not death deſtroy. 
Now, when this embaſſy the king receives, 

No more for abſent Gai. y mede he grieves; 
| The pleaſing news his aged heart revives, 
And with delight his ſwift-heel'd Reeds he drives. 
„ But when the gold-enthron'd Aurora made 
| «© Tithonus partner of her roſy bed, 

« (Tithonus too was of the Trojan line, 

«© Reſembling gods in face and form divine) 

«© For him ſhe ſtraĩt the Thunderer addreſs'd, | 
© That with perpetual life he might be bleſs'd: [ 
«© Juve hear'd her pray*r, and granted her requeſt. 
4 But ah! how raſh was ſhe, how indiſcreec : 

«© The moſt material bleſſing to omit ; | 
«« Neglecting, or not thinking to provide, 
4 That length of days might be with ſtrength ſup- 

plied ; 

4 And to her lover's endleſs life, engage 

«© An endleſs youth, incapable of age. 

«© But hear what fate befell this heav'nly fair, 
6 In gold enthron'd, the brighteſt child of air. 


“ Tithonus, while of pleafing youth poſſeſs'd, 


« Is by Aurora with delight careſs'd ; 

« Dear to her arms, he in her court reſides, 

„ Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean's utmoſt 
rides. 


% But when ſhe ſaw grey hairs begin to ſpread, 
«© Deform his beard, and diſadorn his head, 
« The goddeſs cold in her embraces grew, 
« His arms declin'd, and from his bed withdrew ; 
« Yet ſtill a kind of nurſing care ſhe ſhow d, 
« Aud fad ambrofial, and rich clothes beſtow's ; 


494 
4 But when of age he felt the ſad extreme, 


4% And ev'ry nerve was ſhrunk, and limb was lame, 


«<< Lock'd in a room her uſeleis ſpouſe the left, 
«© Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft. 
4 On terms like theſe, I never can detire 

4 Thou ſhouldſt to immortality aſpire. 

4 Couldft thou indeed, as now thou art, remain, 
4 Thy ſtrength, thy beauty, and thy youth retain, 
% Couldft thou for ever thus my huſband prove, 
<< ] might live happy in thy endleſs love; 

4% Nor ſhould 1 e'er have cauſe to dread the day, 
& When I muſt mourn thy loſs and life's decay. 
«< But thou, alas ! too ſoon and ſure muſt 

4 Beneath the woes which painful age attend; 
4 Inexorable age ! whoſe wretched ſtate 

4 All mortals dread, and all ir mortals hate. 

« Now, know, I alſo muſt my portion ſhare, 
4 And for thy ſake reproach and ſhame mutt bear. 
4 For I, who heretofore ir chains of love 
4% Could captivate the minds of gods above, 

4% And force them, by my all-ſubduing charms, 
«< To ſigh and languiſh in a woman's arms: 
«© Muft now no more that pow ir ſuperior boaſt, 
4% Nor tax with weakneſs the celeftial hott ; 
4 Since I myſelf this dear amends have made, 
4 And am at laſt by my own arts betray'd. 


4% Whom hid beneath my zone, I muſt conceal, 
44 Till time his being and my ſhame reveal. 
4% Him ſhall the nymphs who theſe fair woods 


adorn, 
4 In their deep boſoms nurſe, as ſoun as born; 
4 They nor of mortal nor immortal ſeed 
% Are ſaid to ſpring, yet on ambroſia feed, 
4% And long they live, and oft in chorus join 
4% With gods and goddefles in dance divine. 
4 Theſe the Sileni court; theſe Hermes loves, 
«« And their embraces ſecks in ſhady groves. 
4 Their origin and birth theſe nymphs deduce 
«« From common parent carth's prulific juice; 
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2 With — firs which grace the mountain 
, 

« Or ample-ſpreading oaks at once grow ; 
All have 2 — y 


«© Whoſe i and 
3 decreaſe they 


But holy are theſe groves by mortals held, 
* And therefore by the ax are never fell'd. 
- mt when the fie of fame Gir tron drome night, 
t firſt appears to droop, and then grows dry; 
„The bark warkes periſh next is 3 
And laſt the boughs it ſheds, no longer grren: 
* And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 
50 Had live and dic cuzval with their trees. 
© Theſe gentle nymphs, uaſion 
& Shall in KK = 
[I —— bend eons bluſhes 
so, 
To thee the ſacred mai ds the boy ſhall ſhow. 
Mare to inſtruct thee, when five years ſhall end, 
J will again to viſit thee deſcend, 
*© Bringing thy beauteous ſon to charm thy 
„ Whuſc godlike form ſhall fill thee with delight; 
Him will I leave thenceforward to thy care, 
** And will that with him thou to Troy repair: 
| * There, if inquiry ſhall be made, to know 
To whom thou doſt fo bright an offipring owe ; 
Be ſure, thou nothing of the truth detect, 
But ready anſwer make as I direct. 
Say of a ſylvan nymph the fair youth came, 
% And Calycopis call his mother's name. 
For ſhouldit thou boaſt the truth, and madly own 
That thou in bliſs hadſt Cytherea known, 
% Jove would his anger pour upon thy head, 
And with avenging thunder ftrike thee dead. 
% Now all is told thee, and juſt caution giv'n, 
«© Be ſecret thou, and dread the wrath of heav'n." 
She ſaid, and ſudden ſoar d above his fight, 
Cutting through liquid air her heav'nward flight. 


| Al} hail, bright Cyprian queen ! thee firſt I praiſe, 


Then to ſome other pow r transfer my lays, 
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To Tu: NEW YEAR, 1705. 


ANUS ! preat leader of the rolling year, 
Since all that's paſt no vos can e er reſtore, 
Nut joys and griefs alike, once hurried o er, 
No longer now deſerve a ſmile or tear; 

Cloſe the fantaſtic ſcenes—but grace 

With brighteſt aſpects thy fore-face, 

While Time's new offspring haſten to appear. 
With tucky omens guide the coming hours, 
Command the the circling ſeaſons to advance, 

And form their renovated dance, 

With flowing pleaſures fraught, and bleſs'd by 
friendly powers. 


Thy month, O Janus ! gave me firſt to know 

A mortal's trifling cares below; 
My race of life began with thee. 
Thus far from great misfortunes free, 
Contented, 1 my lot endure, 
Nor Nature's rigid laws arraign, 
Nor ſpurn at common ills in vain, 

Which folly cannot ſhun, nor wiſe reflection cure. 


But, oh — more anxious for the year to come, 
I would foreknow my future doom. 

| Then tell me, Janus, canſt thou ſpy 
Events that yet in embryo lie, 
For me, in Time's myſterious womb ? 
Tell me—nor ſhall 1 dread to hear 
A thouſand accidents ſevere ; 

III fortify my ſoul the load to bear, 

If love rejected adds not to its weight, 


| 


To finiſh me in woes, and cruſh me down with fate. 


— 
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But if the goddeſs, in whoſe charming eyes, 
More clearly written than in Fate's dark book, 
My joy, my grief, my all of future fortune lies ; 
If ſhe mult with a leſs propitious look 
Forbid my humble ſacrifice, 
Or blaſt me with a killing frown ; 
If, Janus, this thou ſeeſt in ſtore, 
Cut ſhort my mortal thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou didſt beſtow ! 
Here let me lay my my burden down, 
And ceaſe to love in vain, and be a wretch no more. 


Ax ODE To THE SUN, 


ren THENE W YEAR, 1707. 


« Augur, & fulgente dec 

« Pharbus bd — — 

« Qui ſalutari les at arte faſſes 

WEEDS — 
2 

40 — gue 


I. 
IN, celeftial ſource of light, 
To gild the new-revolving ſphere 3 
And from the pregnant womb of night, 
Urge on to birth the infant year. 
Rich with auſpicious luſtre riſe, 
Thou faireſt regent of the ſkies, 
Conſpicuous with thy filver bow 
To thee, a god, twas given by Jove 
To rule the radiant orbs above, 
To Gloriana this below. 
II. 
With joy renew thy deſtin'd race, 
And let the mighty months begin : 
Let no ill omen cloud thy face, 
Through all thy circle ſmile ſerene. 
While the ſtern miniſters of fate 
Watchful o'er pale Lutetia wait, 
To grieve the Gaul's perfidious head ; 
The Hours, thy offspring heavenly fair, 
Their whiteſt wings ſhould ever wear, 


And the long honours of her race began, 

Thus, to prepare the graceful age to come, 

They from thy ſtores in happy order ran. 

Heroes elected to the liſt of fame 

Fix'd the ſure columns of her riſing ſtate ; 

Till the loud triumphs ot the Julian name 

Render'd the glories of her reign complete, 

Each year ad vanc'd a rival to the reſt, 

In comely ſpoilt of war, and great atchievements 
dreſt. 


I. 

Say, Phœbus, for thy ſearching eye 
Saw Rome the darling child of fate, 
When nothing equal here could vie 
In ſtrength with her imperious fate 
8, if high virtues there did reign 


| 


| 
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1 Exalted in a nobler ſtrain, 


Than in fair Albion thou haſt ſeen ; 

Or can her demi-gods compare 

Their trophies for ſucceſsful war, 

To thoſe that riſe for Albion's Queen ! 
II. 

When Albion firſt majeſtic ſhew d 

High o'er the circling ſeas her head, 
Aer the great Father ſmiling view'd, 
And thus to bright Victoria ſaid : 
Mindful of Phlegra's happy plain, 
On which, fair nymph, you fix'd my rcigny 
This iſle to you ſhall ſacred be; 
Her hand ſhall hold the rightful ſcale, 
And crowns be vanquith'd, or prevail, 
As Gloriana ſhall decree. 
III. 

Victoria, triumph in thy great incre1ſc ! 
With joy the Julian ſtem the Ty ber claims; 
Young Ammon's might the Granic waves confcſs ; 
The Heber had a Mars, a Churchill Thames. 
Roll, ſovereign of the ſtreams I thy rapid tide, 
And bid thy brother floods revere the Queen, 
Whoſe voice the hero's happy hand employ d 
To ſave the Danube, and ſubdue the Seine ; 
And, boldly juſt to Gloriana's fame, 

Exalt thy filver urn, and duteous homage claims 
I 


Advanc'd to thy meridian height, 

On earth, great God of day, look down : 
Let Windſor entertain thy fight, 
Clad in fair cmblems of renown : 
And whilft in radiant pomp appear 
The names to bright Victoria dear, 
Intent the long proceſſion view: 
Confeſs none worthier ever wore 
Her favours, or was deck'd with more, 
Than ſhe confers on Churchill's brow. 

II. 

But oh! withdraw thy piercing rays, 
The nymph anew begins to moan, 
Viewing the mnch-lamented ſpace, 
Where late her warlike William ſhone : 
There fix'd by her officious hand, 

His ſword and ſceptre of command, 
To deathleſs fame adopted, reſt ; 
Nor wants there to complete her woe, 


Plac'd with ref; love below, 
The ftar that beam'd on Glouceſter's breaſt. 
III. 


O Phebus! all thy ſaving power employ, 
Long let our vows avert the diſtant woe, 
Ere Gloriana re-aſcends the ſky, 
And leaves a land of orphans here below ! 
But when (ſo Heaven ordains !) her ſmiling 
Diſtinguiſh'd o'er the balance ſhall preſide, 
Whilſ future kings her ancient ſceptre ſway, 
May her mild influer ce all their councils guide: 
To Albion ever conſtant in her love, 
Of ſovereigns here the beſt, the brighteſt tar above. 

I. 


For lawleſs power, reclaim'd to right, 
And virtue rais'd by pious arms, 
Let Albion be thy fair delight, 
And ſhield her ſate from threaten'd harms : 
With flowers and fruit her boſom fill, 
Let laurel rife en every hill, 


* 
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Freſh as the firſt on Daphne's brow : 
Inſtruct her tuneful ſons to ſing, 

And make each vale with Pzans ring, 
To Blenheim and Ramilia due. 


Secure of bright 
With happy wing the Theban ſwan 
Towering trom Piſa's ſacred ftream, 
Inſpir'd by thee, the ſong began: 

Th deſarts of unclouded night, 
When he harmonious took his flight, 

The gods conſtrain'd the ſounding ſphere: : 
Still darts her rage in vain, 


III. 

But, Pherbus, god of numbers, high to raiſe 
The honour: of thy art, and heavenly lyre, 
What Muſe is deſtin'd to our ſovereign's praiſe, 
Worthy her acts, and thy informing fire ? 

To him for whom this ſpringing laurel grows, 
Eternal on the heights of fame, 

Be kind, and all thy Helicon diſcloſe ; 

And all intent on Gloriana's name, 

Let ſilence brood o'er ocean, earth, and air, 
CEO PETIA yn 


In ſure records each ſhining deed, 
When faithful Clio ſets to view, 
Poſterity will doubting read, 

And ſcarce believe her annals true: 


But half of Gloriana's reign, 

That ſo the reſt may credit gain, 

Should paſs unregiſter'd in verſe. 
11 


High on its own eſtabliſh'd baſe 

Prevailing virtue's pleas d to riſe ; 
Divinely deck'd with native grace, 
Rich in itſelf with ſolid joys ; 
Ere Gloriana on the throne, 
Quitting for Albion's reſt her own, 
In types of regal power was ſeen : 
With fair pre-eminence confeſt, 
It triumph'd in a private breaſt, 

III. 

O Phæbus ! would thy godhead not refuſe 
This humble incenſe, on thy altar laid; 
Would thy propitious ear attend the Muſe, 
That ſuppliant now invokes thy certain aid ; 
With Mantuan force I'd mount a ſtronger gale, 
And fing the parent of her land, who ſtrov- 
T exceed the tranſports of her peoptt': zeal, 
With acts of mercy, and majeſtic love; 

By fate, to fix Britannia's empire, gien 
The guardian power of earth, and public care of 
heaven. 


I. 

Then, Churchill, ſhould the Muſe record 
The conqueſts by thy ſword atchiev's ; 
Quiet to Belgian ſtates reſtor d, 

And Auftriancrowns by thee retriey'd. 
4 mperious Leopold confeſs'd 
His boary majefly diftreſs'd ; 


| 
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To arms, to arms, Bavaria calls, 
Nor with leſs terror ſhook his throne, 
Than when the rifing creſcent ſhone 
Malignant o'er his ſnatter d w 


On foreign fields to dare their fate, 
Diftinguiſh'd ſouls of ſhining worth, 
In war unknow ing to retreat : 
Thou, Phabus, ſau * the hero's face, 
When Mars had breath'd a purple grace, 
And mighty fury fill'd his breaſt : 
How like thyſelf, when to deſt roy 
The Greeks tnou didſt thy darts employ, 
Fierce with thy golden quiver dreſt 

III. 


The chief, at Gloriana's high command, 

Like a rous'd lion to the Maes return d; 

With 1 ſpeed the Britiſh ſword he drew, 

Unus'd to grieve his hoſt with long delay; 

Whilſt wing'd with fear the force of Gallia flew ; 

As when the morning ftar reſtores the day, 

The wandering ghoſts of twenty thouſand lain 

Fleet ſullen to the ſhades from Blenheim's mournful 
plain. 


I. 
Britannia, wipe thy duſty brow, 


And put the Bourbon laurels un; 


To thee deliver'd nations bow, 
And bleſs the ſpoils thy wars have won. 
For thee Bellona points her ſpear, 
And whilſt lamenting mothers fear, 
On high her fignal torch diſplays ; 
But when thy ſword is ſheath'd, again 
Odbſcquious ſhe receives thy chain, 
And imooths her violence of face. 

II. 

Parent of arms ! for ever ſtand 
With large increaſe of fame rever'd, 
Whilſt arches to thy ſaving hand 
On Danube's grateful banks are rear d. 
Eugene, inſpir'd to war by thee, 
Auſonia's weeping ftates to free, 

Swift on th' Imperial eagle flies; 
Whilſt, bleeding, from his azure bed — 
Th' aſſerted Iber lifts his head, 
And ſafe his Auſtrian lord enjoys. 
ul 
Io Britannia! fix d on foreign wars, 


| Guiltleſs of civil rage extend thy name: 


The waves of utmoſt ocean, and the ſtars, 
Are bounds but equal to thy ſovereign's fame. 
With wrath thy victor lion roars, 
Wide o'er the ſubje& world diffufing fear, 
Whilſt Gallia weeps her guilt, and peace implores 3 
So Earth, transfix*d by fierce Minerva's ſpear, 
A gentler birth obedient did diſcloſe, 
And ſudden from the wound eternal olives roſe. 
I. | 
When with eftabliſh'd freedom bleſs d, 


The globe to great Alcides bow'd, 


Whoſe happy power reliev'd th* oppreſs d 
From lawleſs chains, and check d the proud; 
Mature in fame, the grateful gods 
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a - Mi r MW ” ww 


Aa 


as AS 46 A. A. A cc. 4 4 +a «a «« 


FENTON'S POR NM $ 


R*-ceiv'd him to their bright abodes: 
W nere liebe crovwn'd his blooming joys 3 
Garlands the willing Mufcs wove, 
And tach with emulation ſtrove 
1 advra the Churchill of the ſkies, 
II. 

For Albion's chief, ye ſacred nine! 
Your harps with generons ardour ſtring, 
With Fame's immortal trumpet join, 
And ſafe beneath his laurel ſing: 

When clad in vines the Seine thall glide, 

And dutcous in à ſmoother tide, 

To Nritiſh ſeas her tribute yield; 

Wakeful at Honour's ſhrine attend, 

And long with living beams defen1 

From night, the warrior's votive ſhield. 
III. 

And, Wondftock, let his dome exalt thy fame, 
Great o'er thy Norman ruins be reſtor d; 

Thou that with pride dott © Edward's cradle claim, 
Receive an equal hero for thy lord: 
„Whilſt every column to record their toils 
Eternal monuments of conqueit wears, 
And all thy walls are dreſs'd with mingled ſpoils, 
Gather'd on fam'd Ramiliia and Poictiers, 
High on thy tower the grateful flag diſplay, 
Dur to thy Queen's reward, and Blenheim's glorious 
day. 


* The Black Prince. 
bn 
FL TA LE LS ET W3 
A ASTOR A. 
Lamenting the Death of the late 


MARQUIS OF BLANDFORD. 


A* not tlie cauſe why all the tuneful ſwains, 
Who us'd to fill the vales with tender ſtrains, 

In deep detpair neglect the warbling reed, 

And all their bleating ſlocics retuſe to reed. 

Alk not why greens and flower: ſo late appear 

To cluthe the glebe, and deck the ſpringing year; 

Why ſounds the lawa with loud laments and cries, 

And ſwoln with tears to floed: the rivulets rite : 

The Fair Florelio now has leit the plain, : 

And is the gricf, who was the grace, ot every Bri- 

Tiſh ſwain. 

For thee, lov'd youth! on every vale nd lawn, 
The nymphs and all thy fellow ſhepherds moan. 
The little birds now ceaſe to fizg and love, 

Silent they fit, and drooy in eve y grbve : 

No mounting lark now v ar les on the wing, 

Nor linnets chirp to cheer the ſullen ipring: 

Only the melancholy turtles coo, 

And Philomel by night rep2ats her woe. 

O, charrner of the ſhades! the tale prolong, 

Nor let the morning interrupt thy ſeag : 

Or ſoitly tune thy tender notes to mine, 

Forge:ting Lereus, make my ſorrows thine. 
Vor. iV. | 


| 
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Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the griet, who was the gr ce, of every Bri- 
ti:h ſwain. 

Say, all ye ſhades, where late he us'd to reſt, 
If e er your beds with lcvelier ſwain were preſt 
Say, all ye filver ſtreams, if e'er ye bore 
Ihe image of ſo fair a face before. 

But now, ye ſtreams, aſſiſt me whilſt I mourn, 

For never muſt the lovely ſwain return; 

And, as theſe flowing tears increaſe your tide, 

O, murmur for the ſhepherd as ye glide : 

Be ſure, ye rocks, while 1 my griet diſcloſe, 

Let yc ur ſad echoes lengthen out my woes: 

Ye breezes, bear the plaintive accent on, 

And, wh:ſpering, tell the flood: Flouielio's gone; 

For ever gone, and left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 
tiſh ſwain. 

Ripe ſtrawberries for thee, and peaches grew, 
Sweet to the taſte, and tempting red to view. 

For thee the roſe put ſweeter purple on, 

Preventing, by her haſte, the ſummer-ſun. 

But now the flowers all pale and blighted lie, 

And in cold ſweats of ſickly mildew die. 

Nor can the bees ſuck from the ſhrivel'd blooms 

Ethereal ſweets, to ſtore their golden combs. 

Or” on thy lips they would their libour leave, 

And ſweeter odours {rom thy moutn receive: 

Sweet as the breath of Flora, when the lies 

In j umine 1nades, and for yuung Zephyr tghs. 

But now thoſe lips are cold; relentlots death 

Hath chill'd their cha"ms, and itopt thy batmy 
breath. 

Thoſe eyes, where Cupid tipp'd his darts with fire, 

And kindled in the coldeſt nymphs deſire, 


| Rovb'd of their beams? in everlaſting night 


Are cly,'d, and give us woes as once delight: 

And thou, dear youth, haſt left the lonely plain, 

And art-the gri:t, who wert the grace, of every 
Erit:th ſwain. 

As in his bower the dying ſhepherd lay, 

The theplicrd yet ſo young, and once fo gay! 

The r.ymphs that wm the ſtream, and range the 
wood 


* 

And haunt the flowery meads, around him ſtood. 
There tears down each fair check unbounded fell, 
And as he g ſp'd, they gave a lad farewel. 
Softly, they cry d, as liceping flowers are clos'd 
By night, be thy dear eyes by death cumpos'd ; 
A gentle fall may thy yuung beauties have, 
And gulien flumocrs wait thee in the grave: 
early thy hearte with garlands we'll adorn, 
And teach young nigitingales for thee to mourn ; 
Bees love the biooms, the flocks the bladed grain, 
Nor leis wert thou belov'd by every ſwain. 
Come, ſhepherds, come, periorm the funeral due, 
For he was ever gobd and kind to you : 
On every ſmouuthe.t b ech, in every grove, 
In weeping characters reco d ,our love. 
And az in memo y of Adonis Ilan, 
When ior the you ch the 51 rian maids complain, 
His r.ver, to recurd the yu.lty day, 
With trechly bleeding purple ttains the ſea: 
So thou, dcar Cam, contribute to our woe, 
And bid thy ttre.m in plaintive murmurs flow: 
Thy head witi thy own willow boughs adorn, 
And with thy tears ſupply the frugal urn. 

S 
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The ſwains their ſheep, the nymphs ſhall leave the 
lawn, 


And yearly on their banks renew their moan : 
His mother, while they there lament, ſhall be 
The queen of love, the lov*d Adonis he: 
On her, like Venus, all the Graces wait, 
And he too like Adonis in his fate ! 
For freſh in fragrant youth he left the plain, 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 
tiſh ſwain. 
No more the nymphs, that o'er the brooks prefide, 
Dreſs their gay beauties by the cryſtal tide, 
Nor fly the wintry winds, nor ſcorching ſun, 
Now he, for whom they ſtrove to charm, is 
OR they beneath their reedy coverts figh'd, 
And look d and lung d, and for Florelio dy'd. 
Of him they ſang, and with ſoft ditties ſtrove 
To ſosth the pleaſing ↄgonies of love. 
But now they roam, diſtracted with deſpair, 
And cypreſs, twin'd with mournful willows, wear. 
Thus, hand-in-hand, around his grave they go, 
And ſaffron-buds and fading lilies ftrow, 
With ſprigs of myrtle mix d, and ſcattering cry, 
Go fect and faſt the ſhepherd was ! ſo ſoon decreed 
to die 
There, freſh in dear remembrance of their woes, 
His name the g anemonies diſcloſe : 
Nor ſtrange they ſhould a double grief avow, 
Then Venus wept, and Paſtorella now. 


Breathe ſoft, ye winds ! long let them paint the plain, 


Uuhurt, untouch'd by every paſſing ſwain. 
And when, ye nymphs, to make the garlands gay, 
With which ye crown the Miſtreſs of the May, 
Ye ſhall theſe flowers to bind her temples take, 
O pluck them gently for Florelio's lake ! 
And when through Woodſtock's green retreats ye 
ſtray, | 
Or Althrop*s flowery vales invite to play; 
Ober which young Paitorella's beauties bring 
Elyfium early, and improve the ſpring : 
When evening gales attentive filence keep, 
And heaven its balmy dew begins to weep, 
By the ſoft fall of every warbling ſtream, 
Sigh your ſad airs, and bleſs the ſhepherd*s name: 
There to the tender lute attune your woe, 
While hyac'nths and mvrtles round you grow. 
So may Sylvanus ever tend your bowers, 
And Zephyr bruſh the mildew from the flowers ! 
Bid all the ſwans from Cam and Iſis haſte, 
In the melodious choir to breathe their laſt. 
© Colin, Colin, could I there complain 
Like thee, when young Philifides was flain ! 
Thou ſweet frequenter of the Muſes” ſtream 
Why have I not thy voice, or thou my theme ? 
h weak my voice, though lowly be my lays, 
They ſhall be ſacred to the ſhepherd's praiſe ; 
To him my voice, to him my lays belong, 
And bright Myrtilla now muſt live unſung : 
Even ſhe, whoſe artleſs beauty bleſs'd me more 
Than ever ſwain was blcſs'd by nymph before; 
While every tender figh to ſeal our bliſs 
Brought a kind vow, and every vow a kiſs: 
Fair, chadle, and kind, yet now no more can move, 
So much my grief is ſtronger than my love: 
Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 
Apt is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 
Uſb ſwain. 
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As when ſome cruel hind has borne away 
The turtle's neſt, and made the young his prey, 
Sad in her native grove ſhe fits alone, 
There hangs her wings, and murmurs out her moan : 
So the bright ſhepherdeſs, who bore the boy, 
Beneath a baleful yew does weeping lie; 
Nor can the fair the weighty woe ſuſtain, 
But bends, like roſes cruſh'd with falling rain; 
Nor from the filent earth her eyes removes, 
That, weeping, languiſh like a dying duve's. 
Not ſuch ber look (ſevere reverſe of fate) 
When little Loves in every dimple ſate; 
And all the Smiles delighted to reſurt 
On the calm heaven of her ſeft cheeks to ſport : 
Soft as the clouds mild April evenings wear, 
Which drop freſh flowrets on the youthful year. 
The fountain's fall can't lull her wakeful woes, 
Nor poppy -garlands give the nymph repoſe : 
Through prickly brakes, and unfrequented groves, 
O'er hills and dales, and craggy cliffs, ſhe roves. 
And when ſhe ſpies, beneath ſome filent ſhade, 
The daiſies preſs d, where late his limbs were laid, 
To the cold print there cloſe ſhe joins her face, 
And all with guſhing tears bedews the graſs. 
There with loud plaints ſhe wounds the pitying ſkies, 
And, oh! return, my lovely youth, the cries; 
Return, Florelio, with thy wonted charms 
Fill the ſoft circle of my longing arms 
Ceaſe, fair affliction, ceaſe ! the lovely boy 
In Death's cold arms muſt pale and breathleſs lie. 
The Fatcs can never c their firſt decree, 
Or ſure they would have chang'd this one for thee. 
Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal moan, 
Ceres her daughter loſt, and thou thy ſon. 
Thy ſon for ever now has left the plain, 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 

tiſh ſwain. 

Adieu, ye moſſy caves, and ſhady groves, 
Once happy ſcenes of our ſucceſstul loves: 
Ye hungry herds, and bleating flocks, adieu! 
Flints be your beds, and browze the bitter yew. 
Two lambs alone ſhall be my charge to feed, 
For yearly on his grave two lambs ſhall bleed. 
.This pledge of laſſ ing love, dear ſhade, receive; 
*Tis all, alas, a ſhepherd's love can give! 
But grief from its own power will ſet me free, 
Will ſend me ſoon a willing ghoſt to thee : 
Cropt in the flowery ſpring of youth, 1˙II go 
With haſty joy to wait thy ſhade below: 
In ever- fragrant meads, and jaſmine-bowers, 
We'll dwell, and all Elyfium ſhall be ours. 
Where citron groves #thereal odours breathe, 
And ſtreams of flowing cryſtal purl beneath; 
Where all arc ever young, and heavenly fair, 
As here above thy ſiſter Graces are. 


— — 


AN O D E. 


I. 
WHAT art chou, Life, whoſe ſtay we court 3 
What is thy rival Death we tear ? 
Since we're but fickle Forture's ſport, 
Why ſhould we wiſh t* inhabit here, 


Aud think the race we find ſo rough tos ſhort d 


- 
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IT. Boldly runs counter to thy will 
While in the womb we forming lie, | Thy patient thunder he defies ; 
While yet the lamp of life diſplays Lays down falſe principles, and moves | 
A doubtful dawn with feeble rays, By what his vicious choice approves ; 
New iſſuing from non- entity; And, when he's vainly wicked, thinks he's wiſe, 
The ſhell of fleſh pollutes with fin VII. 
Its gem, the foul, juſt enter'd in; Return, return, too long miſled! 
| And, by tranſmitted vice defil'd, With filial fear adore thy God: 
The fiend commences with the child. | Ere the vaſt deep of heaven was ſpread, 
HI. Or body firſt in ſpace abode, 
In this dark region future fates are bred, Glories incftable adorn'd his head. 
And mines of ſecret ruin laid : Unnumber'd ſeraphs round the burning throne, 
Hot fevers here long kindling lie, Sung to th* incumprehenfible Three-One : 
Prepar d with flaming whips to rage, Yet then his clemency did pleaſe 
| And laſh on lingering deftiny : With lower forms t' augment his train, 
) Whene'er exceſ has fir d our riper age, And made thee, wretched creature, Man, 
| Here brood in infancy the gout and ſtone, Probationer of happineſs. 
Fruits of eur fathers follies, not our own. VIII. ' 
Ev'n with our nouriſhment we death receive, { On the vaſt ocean of his wonders here, 
For here our guiltleſs mothers give We momentary bubbles ride, 
' Poiſon for food when firſt we live. Till, cruſh'd by the tempeſtuous tide, 
| Hence noiſome humours * ſweat through every pore, | Funk in the parent flood we diſappear : 
And blot us with an undiſtinguiſh'd ſore : We, who ſo gaudy on the waters ſhone, 
Nor, mov'd with beauty, will the dire diſcaſe Proud, like the ſhowery bow, with beauties not out 
Forbear on faultleſs forms to ſeize ; own. 
But vindicates the good, the gay, IX. 
The wiſe, the young, i:s common prey. But, at the ſignal given, this earth and ſea 
Had all, conjoin'd in one, had power to ſave, Shall ſet their ſleeping vaſſals free; 
The Muſes had not wept o'er Blandford's grave. | And the belov'd of God, 
IV. The Faithful, and the Juſt, 
The ſpark of pure aethereal light Like Aaron's choſen rod, 
That aftuates this fleeting frame, Though dry, ſhall bloſſum in the duft : 
Darts through the cloud of fleſh a fickly flame, Then, gladly bounding from their dark reftraints, 
And ſeems a glow-worm in a winter-night. The ſkeletons ſhall brighten into ſaints, 
But man would yet look wondrous wiſe, And, from mortality refin'd, ſhall riſe 
And equal chains ef thought deviſe ; To meet their Saviour coming in the ſkies : 
Intends his mind on mighty ſchemes, Inſtructed then by intuition, we 
Refutes, defines, confirms, declauns ; Shall the vain efforts of our wiſdom ſee ; 
And diagrams he draws, t explain Shall then impartially confeſs 
The learn'd chimeras of his brain; Our demonſtration was but 8 
And, with imaginary wiſdom proud, That Knowledge, which from human reaſon lows, . 
Thinks on the goddeſs while he clips the cloud. Unleſs Religion guide its courſe, 


V. And Faith her ſteady mounds oppoſe, 
Through Errors mazy grove, with fruitleſs toil, 1s Ignorance at beſt, and often worſe. 
Perplex'd with puzzling doubts we roam 
Falſe images our fight beguile, 

But ſtill we ſtumble through the gloom, Sees 
And ſcience ſeek, which fill delades the mind. 
Yet, more enamour*'d with the race, 
With diſproportion d ſpeed we urge the chace : 
Ju vain ! the various prey no bounds reſtrain ; 

Fieeting it only leaves, t' increaſe our pain, 


_ 


| PART OF THE. 


A cold unſatisfying ſcent behind. FOURTEENTH CHAPTER: OF ISAIAH 
VI. 
| Yet, gracious God preſumptuous man PARAPHRASED. 


With random gueſſes makes pretence 


To ſound thy ſearchleſs providence Now has th' Almighty Father, ſeated hi 
From which he firſt began : — of — 7 > moans” 8 gh 
Like hooves howie we dindly 2owery Vouctdaf'd compaſſion ; and th* afflictive power 
And circumſcribe, with fancy'd laws, thy power. Has broke, whoſe iron ſceptre had bruis'd 
Thy will the rolling orbs obey, The F —— p 
rr Dove-ey d, and rob'd in white, the bliſsful land 


Governs the waves with equal ſway 3 Deigns to re- viſit; whilſt beneath her ſteps 
But man perverſe, and lawleſs ftill, The ſoil, with civil llaughter oft* manur'd, 
| Pours forth abuzdant olives. Their high tops 
# The ſmall-pox, The cedars wave, exulting o er thy fall, 


| 8 1142 


£20 


Whoſe feel from the tal! monarch of the grove 
Sever'd the regal honours, and up tore 
Ihe ſcions blooming in the parent ſtage. 

When vehicled in flame, thou flow dil paſs 
Prone through the gates of night, the dreary realms 
With loud acclaim recciv'd thee. Tyrants old 
(Gigantic forms, with human blood beſmear'd) 
Roſe from their thrones ; for thrones they fill poſſeſs, 
Their penance and their guilt : Art thou, they cry, 
O emulous of our crimes, here doom'd to reign 
Aſſociate of our woc? Nor com'ſt thou girt 
With livery'd ſlaves, or bands of warrior knights, 
Which erſt before thee ſtood, a flattering crowd, 
Obſervant of thy brow ; nor hireling quires 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs, 

Thy panegyric chaunt; but, huſh'd in death, 
Like us thou ly'ſt unwept ; a corie obſcene 

With duſt, and preying worms, bare and deſpoi1'd 
Of ill-got pomp. We hail thee our compeez ! 

How art thou with diminiſh'd glory fall'n 
From thy proud zenith, ſwift as metcors glide 
Aſlope a ſummer-eve! Of all the ſtars 
Titled the firſt and faireſt, thou didſt hope 
To ſhare divinity, or haply more, 

Elated as ſupreme when o'er the North 

Thy bloody banners ſtream'd, to rightful kings 

Portending ruinous downfall z wondrous low, 
probrivus and deteſted art thou thrown, 

Difrob'd of all thy ſplendors : round thee ſtand 

Th - ſwarming populace, and with fix'd regard 

Eyeing thee pale and breathleſs, ſpend their rage 

In taunting ſpeech, and jovial aſk their friends, 

Is this the Mighty, w hoſe imperious yoke 

We bore reluctant, who to deſert wilds 

And haunts of ſavages transform'd the marts, 

And capital cities raz'd, pronouncing thrall 

Or exile on the peerage ? How becalm' d 

*The tyrant lies, whoſe noſtrils us'd to breathe 

Tempeſts of wrath, and ſhook efſtabliſh'd thrones ! 

In ſolemn ſtate the bones of pious Kinga, 
Gather'd to their great fire's, are ſafe repos d 
Beneath the weeping vault: but thou, a branch 
Blaſted and curs'd by Heaven, to dogs and fowls 
Art doom'd a banquet 3 mingling ſome remains 
With criminals unabſolv'd ; on all thy race 
Tranſmitting guilt and vengeance. From thy domes 
Thy children ſkulk erroneous and forlorn, 

Fearing perdition, and for mercy ſue 

With eyes uplift, and tearful. From thy ſeed 
The ſceptre Heaven reſumes, by thee uſurp'd 
By guile and force, and ſway d with lawleſs rage. 


VERSES ox TRI UNION. 


THE Gaul, intent on univerſal ſway, 

Sces his own ſuhjecte with conſtraint obey z 
And they who moſt his riſing beams ador'd, 
Weep in their chains, and wiſh another lord. 
But, if the Muſe not uninſpir'd preſage, 
— ſhall triumpÞ o'er oppreſſive rage: 

1s power ſhall be reclaim'd to righttul laws, 


Aud all, like Savoy, ſkall deſert his cauſe, | 
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So when to diſtant vales n e gle ſteers, 
t's fierceneſs nat diſarm'd b, length of veare 3 
From his ſtretch'd wing he ſecs the feathers fly, 
Which bore him to his empire of the ſkr. 
Unlike, great Queen, thy fteps to Ceathleſs 
ame; 
O beſt, O greateſt of thy royal name 
Thy Britons, fam'd for arts, in battle brave, 
Have nothing now to cenſure, or to crave : 
Ev*n Vice and faftious Zeal are held in awe, 
Thy court a temple, and thy life à law. 
When edg'd with terrors, by thy vengeful hand 
The ſword is drawn to gore a guilty land ; 
Thy mercy cures the wound thy juſtice gave, 
For *tis thy lov'd prerogative to ſave: 
And Victory, to grace thy triumph, brings 
Palms in her hand, with healing in her wings. 
But as mild heaven on Eden's op'ning gems 
Beſtow'd the balmieſt dews, and brighteſt beams: 
So, hilſt remoteſt climes thy influence ſhare, 
Britain's the darling object of thy care: 
By thy wiſe councils, and refittieſs might, 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Before thou bid'ſ the diſtant battles ccaſe, 
Thy piety cements domeſtic peace; 
Impatient of delay to fix the ſtate, 
Thy dove brings olive ere the waves abate. 
Hail, happy fiſter-lands ! for ever prove 


| Rivals alone in loyalty and love ; 


Kindled from heaven, be your auſpicious flame 

As laſting, and as bright, as Anna's fame! 

And thou, fair northern nymphs, partake our 
to!l,, 

With us divide the danger, and the ſpoil: 

When thy brave ſons, the friends of Mars avow'd, 

In ſtcel around our Albion ftandards crowd; 

What wonders in the war ſhall now be ſhown 

By her who fingle ſhook the Gallic throne ! 

The day draws nighy in which the warrior- 

queen 

Shall wave her union- croſſes over the Seine: 

Rous'd with heroic warmth unfelt before, 

Her lions with redoubled fury roar ; 

And urging on to fame, with joy behold 

The woody walks in which they rang'd of old. 

O Louis, loug the terror of thy arms 

Has aw'd the continent with dire alarms ;; 

Exulting in thy pride, with hope to ſee 

Empires and ſtates derive their power from 
thee 3 

From Britain's equal hand the ſcale to wreſt, 

And reign without a rival o'er the weſt : 

But now the laurels, by thy rapine torn 

From Belgian groves, in early triumphs borne 3 

Wither'd and leafleſs in thy winter ſtand, 

Expos'd a prey to every hoſtile hand: 

By ftrange extremes of deſtiny decreed 

To flouriſh, and to fall with equal ſpecd. 

So me. youug gourd, around the prophet's 
d 


ea 
With ſwift increaſe her fragrant honours ſpread ; 


Beneath the growing ſhade ſecure he ſate, 


To ſee the towers of Ninus bow to fate: 
But, curs'd by Heaven, the greens began te 
fad 


e 
And, ſickening, ſudden as they roſe, decay'd. 
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CUPID AND HXMEN. 


(C17 reſn'd to Sylvia's care 
His bow and quiver tur'd with darts; 
Commiliioning the muchleſs fair 


To fill his ſhrine with blecding hearts. 


Iiis empire thu: ſecur'd, he flies 
To ſport amid th Idalian grove 

Whoſe teather'd choirs proclaim'd the joys, 
Ard bleſs'd the plcaſing power of love. 


The od their grateful ſongs engage, 

ro ſpread his nets which Venus wrought ; 
Whilt Hymen held the golden cage, 

To keep ſecure the game they caught. 


The warblers, briſk wit! genial flame, 
Swift from the myrtle ſnades repair ; 
A willing captive each became, 
And ſweetlier carol'd in the ſnare, 
When Hymen had receiv'd the prey, 
ToCytherea's fane they flew; 
Regardleſs, while they wing'd their way, 
How ſullen all the ſongſters grew. 


Zs! no ſprightly note is heard, 
But each with ſilent grief conſumes ; 
Though to celeſtial food preferr d, 
They pining drop their painted plumes. 
Cupid, afflicted at the change, 
To beg her aid to Venus run; 
She heard the tale, nor thought it ſtrange, 
But, ſmiling, thus advis'd her ſon; 


Pleaſure grows languid with reftrair:t, 
'Tis Nature's privilege to roam: 

If you'd not have your linnets faint, 
Leave Hymen with his cage at home. 


— 7 — 


OLIVIA. 


I 
QLIVIA's lewd, but looks devout, 
And ſcripture-proofs ſhe throws about, 
When firſt you try to win her: 
Pull your fob of guineas out ; 
Fee Jenny firſt, and never doubt 
To find the faint a ſinner. 
11 
Baxter by day is her delight: 
No chocolate muſt come in ht 
Before two morning chapters: 
But, left the ſpleen ſhould ſpoil her quite, 
She takes a civil friend at night 
To raiſe her holy raptures, 
III. 
Thus oft” we ſee a glo- worm gay, 
At large her fiery tale diſplay, 
Encourag'd by the dark: 
And yet the ſullen thing all day 
Snug in the lonely thicket lay, 
And hid the native ſpark. 


TOA LADY 


$1TTING BEFORE HER GLASS. 


I. 

80 ſmoath and clear the fountain was, 
In which his face Narciſſus ſpy'd, 

When, gazing in that liquid glaſs, 

He for himſelfdeſpair'd and dy'd : 

Nor, Chloris, can you ſafer ſec 

Your own perfeQtions here than he. 

II. 

The lark before the mirror plays, 

Which ſome deceitful ſwain has ſet, 

Pleas'd with herſclfſhe fondly ſtays 

To die deluded in the net. 

Love iy ſuch frauls for you prepare, 

Ye («lr the captive, ar.d the 1nare. 

III. 


{| But, Chloris, whilt you there review 


Thoſe graces opening in their bloom, 
Think how diſerſe and age purſue, 
Your riper glorics to conſume. 
Then ſighing you would wiſh your glaſs 
Could ſhew to Chiuris what ſhe was. 
IV. 
Let Pride no more give Nature law, 
But free the, outh your power cnſlave: : 
Her form, like yours, bright Cynthia ſaw, 

Reflected onthe cryſtal waves; 
Yet priz'd not all her charms above 
The pleaſure of Endymion's love. 

V 


No longer let your glaſs ſupply 

Too juſt an emblem of your breaſt ; 
Where oſt' to my deluded eye 

Love's image has appear'd impreſt : 
But play'd fo lightly on your mind, 
Itlef no laſting print behind. 


— yy — 
TO THE SAME, 


READING THE ART OF Lo. 


WHILST Ovid here reveals the various arts, 
Both how to poliſh and direct their darts, 

Let meaner beauties by !1i; rule improve, 

And read theſe lines to gain ſucceſs in love: 

But Heaven alone, that mulliplies our race, 

Has power t* increaſe the conqueſts of your face. 

The Spring, before he paints the riſing flowers, 

Reccives mild beams, and ſ.,ft deſcending ſhowers 3 

But love blooms ever freſh beneath your churms, 

Though neither pity weep, nor kindneis warms. 
The chieſs who doubt ſucceſs, aſſert their claim 

By ſtratagems, and poorly teal a name: 

The generous * Son of Jove, in open fight, 

Made bleeding Victory proclaim his might: 

Like him refiſtleſs, when you take the field, 

| Love ſounds the faul, and the world muſt yiel«, 


— 
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THE FAIR NUN, 
A TALE. 


ce. Ft gladios aim. Neque ad hor tamen ignibus ullis 
60 Aur gladis opus oft ; cpu oft li crime" : 
Ovip. Met. Lib. viii. 


WWE fage Cartefians, who profeſs 
Ourſelves ſworn foes to emptineſs, 

Aſſert that ſouls a tip-toe ftard 

On what we call the Pineal Gland; 

As weather-cocks on fpires are plac d, 

To turn the quicker with each blaft. 

This granted, can you think it ſtrange, 
We all ſhould be ſo prone to change; 
Ev'v from the go-cart till we wear 
A ſattin cap i' th* elbow chair? 

The follies that the child began, 

Cuſtom makes current in the manz 

And firm by livery and ſeifin 

Holds the fee · ſim ple of his reaſon. 

But ſtill the guſts of love we find 
Blow ftrongeſt on a woman's mind ; 
Nor need I learnedly purſue 
The latent cauſe, th effect is true, 
For proof of which, in manner ample, 
I mean to give you one example. 

Upon a time (for ſo my nurſe, 
Heaven reſt her bones ! began diſcourſe) 
A lovely nymph, and Juſt ninetcen, 
Began to languiſh with the ſpleen: 
She who had ſhone at balls and play 
In gold brocade extremely gay, 

All on a ſudden grew preciſe, . 

Declaim'd againſt the growth of vice, 

A very prude in halfa year, 

And moſt believ*d ſhe was fincere : 
Necklace of pearl no more ſhe wears, 
i Thats ſanctified to count her prayers ; 

Venus, and all her naked Loves, 

The reformado nymph removes; 

And Magaalen, with ſaints and martyrs, 

Was plac'd in their reſpective quarters. 

Nor yet content, ſhe could not bear 

The rankneſs of the public air, 

] was ſo infected with the vice 

Of luſcious ſongs, and lovers” ſighs: 

So moſt devoutly would be gone, 

And ſtraight profeſs herſelf a Nun. 

A youth of breeding and addreſs, 
And call him 1 hyrſis if you pleaſe, 
Who had ſome wealth to recompenſe 
His ſlender dividend of ſenſe; 

Yet could with little thought and care 

Write tender things to plcaſe the fair; 

And then ſuccefiively did grow 
- From ahalf- wit, a finiſh'd beau! 

(For fops thus naturally riſe, 

As maggots turn to butterſlics.) 

This 1park, as ſtory tells, before 

Had held with madam an amour, 

Which he reſolving to purſue, 

ExaQlv took the proper cue, 

Andon the wings of love he flies 

To Laby Abbeſs, in diſguiſe, 
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And tells her he had brought th* ad vowſon 
Ot foul and body to diſpoſe on. 
Old Sanctity, who nothing fear'd 
In petticoats, without a beard, 
Fond of a proſelyte, and fece, 
Admits the fox among the geeſe. 
Here duty, wealth, and honour prove, 
Though three toone, too weak for love; 
And to deſcribe the war throughout, 
Would make a glorious piece no doubt, 
Whe:e moral virtues might be ſlain, 
| And riſe, and fight, and fall again: 
Love ſhould a bloody myrtle wear, 
And, like Camilla, {erce and fair, 
The Nun ſhould charge.—But I forbear. 
All human joys, though ſweet in taſting, 
| Are ſeldom (more's the pity) laſting : 
The nymph h d qualms, her cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought thꝰ effects of zeal; 


But ſhe, poor ſhe, began to doubt, 


(Beft knowing what ſhe'd been about) 

The marriage earneſt-penny lay, 

And burnt her pocket, as ib 

She now invokes, ts eaſe her ſoul, 

The dagger and the poiſon'd bowl ; 

And ſelf-condemn'd for breach of vow, 

To loſe her life and honour too, 

Talk'd in as tragical a ſtrain, as 

| Yourcraz'd Monimias and Roxanas. 
But as ſhe in her cell lay fighing, 

Diſtracted, weeping, drooping, dyings 

The fiend (who never wants addreſs 

To ſuecour damſels in diſtreſs) 

Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 

The fatal cauſe for which ſhe griev'd ; 

But promis*d her en cavalier, 

She ſhould be freed from all her fear, 

And with her Thyrſis lead a life 

Devoid of all domeſtic ftrife, 

If ſhe would fign a certain ſcrawl- 

| Aye, that ſhe would if that was all. 

She ſign'd, and he engag'd to do 

Whate'er ſhe pleas'd to ſet him to. 
The critics muſt excuſe me now, 

They both were freed. no matter how 

For when we epic writers uſe 

Machines to diſengage the Muſe, 

We're clean acquit of all demands, 

The matter's left in abler hands; 

And if they cannot looſe the knot, 

Should we be cenſur'd ? | think not. 
The ſcene thus alter'd, both were g 

For pomp and pleaſures who but they, 

Who might do every thing but pray? 

Madam in her gilt chariot flaumted, 

| And Pug brought cvery thing the wanted ; 

A ſlave devoted to her will: 

But women will be wavering ſtill. 

Ev'n vice without vari 

| 1 heir ſqueamiſh appetites will cloy : 

And having ſtolen trom Lady Abbeſs 

| One or our merry modern Rabbies, 

| She found a trick ſhe thought would pac, 

| And prove the devil but an aſs. 

His next attendance happen'd right 


| Amid a moonlzls ftormy night, 


i 


; 
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When madam and her ſpouſe together Or hear thy Iſabell.'s moving moan, 
Guels'd at his coming by the weather, Diftreſs*d and loft for vices not her own 5 
He came: To-night, ſays he, I drudge If envy could permit, he'd ſure agree, 
To fetch a heriot fur a judge, To write by nature were to copy thee 2 
A gouty nine-i'th* hundred knave; So full, ſo fair, thy images are ſhown, 
But, madam, do you want your tlave 2 He by thy pencil might improve his own. 
I need not preſently be gone, There was an age (its memory will laſt 1) 
Becauſe the doors have not done. | Before italian airs debauch'd our tate, 
A roſy vicar and a quack | In which the ſable Muſe with hopes and fears 
Repuls d me in my laſt attack: FilPd every b:eaft, and every eye with tears. 
But all in vain, for mine he is; But where*s that art which all our puſions raid, 
A fig for both the faculties. ; And mov'd the ſprings of Nature as it pleas'd? 
The dame produc'd a fingle hair, Our poets only praQtiſe on the pit 
But whence it came I cannot ſwcar | With florid lines, and trifling turns of wit. 
Yet this I will affirm is true; Howe'er *tis well the preſent times can boaſt | 
It curl'd like any bottle ſcrew. The race of Charles's reign not wholly lot. , {1 
Sir Nic, quoth ſhe, you know us all, Thy ſcenes, immo tal in their worth, ſhall ſtand [1 
We ladics are fantaſtical : Among the choſen claſſies of our land: io 
You ſee this hair Ves, madam—Pray And hilt our ſons are by tradition taught ' | 
In preſence of my huſband ftay, | {ow Bury (poke what thou and Otway wrote, 
And make it ſtraight: or elſe you grant | They'll think it praiſe to reliſh and repeat, | 
Our ſolemn league and covenant And own thy works in:mitably great. * 
Is void in law.—It is, Ion it: Shakeſpeare, the genius of our iſle, whoſe mind 14 
And ſo he ſets to work upon it. (The univerſal mirror of manlcind) | | 
He tries, not dreaming of a cheat, Expreis d all images, enrich'd the tage, i} 
If wetting would not do the fea. : But ſometimes Roop'd to pleate a barboarous age: | | 
And *twas, in truth, a proper notion, When his immortal bays began to grow, i 
But ſtill it kept th* elaſtic motion. Rude ws the language, and the humour low: = 
Well! more ways may be found than one He, lice the God of Dav, was always bright, {4 
To kill a witch who will not drown. But rolling in its courſe, his orb of light Fr 
if I, quoth he, conceive its nature, Was ſully'd, and obſcur'd, though ſoaring high, 1. 
This hair has ſlouriſh'd nigh the water: Wich ſpets contracted from the nether ſky. N 4 
Tis eriſp'd w'th cold, perhaps, and then Bu: whither is th* adventurous Muſe betraf d? | 1 
The fire will make it ſtraight again. Forgive her raſhneſs, venerable ſhade ! 
In haſte he to the fire applies it, Hay ipring with purple flowers perfume thy urn, 4 
And turnsit round and round, and eyes it. And Avon with his greens thy grave adorn: I 
Heigh jingo, worſe than *twas before Be all thy faults, whatever faults there be, 1 
The more it warms, it twirls the more. Imputed to the times, and not to thee. | | 
He ſtamp'd his cloven foot, and chaf d; Some: ſcions ſhot from this immortal root, | | 
| The huſband and the lady laugh'd. Their tops much lower, and leſs fair the fruit: n 
Howe'er he fancied ſure enough johnſon the tributeof my verſe might claim, | 
| He ſhould not find it hammer-proof. Had he not ſtrove to blemiſh Shakeſpeare's name. 
No Cyclop: e'er at work was warmer, But, like the radiant twins th:t g ld the ſphere, 
At forging thunder-bolts or armour, Fletcher and Beaumont next in pomp appear: 
Than Satan was; but all in vain; The firſt a fruitful vine, in blouming pride, 
Again he beats. —lIt curls again! Had been by ſuperfluity deſtroy d, 
| At length he bellow'd in a rage, But that his friend, judiciouſly ſevere, 
This hair will take me up an age. Prun'd the luxuriant boughs with artful core; 
This take an age ! the huſband twore, On various lounding harps the Muſes p 1y'd; 
Z——ds! Betty hw five hundred more. And ſung, and quaff d their nectar in the ſhade. 
More! take your bond, quoth Pug ; adieu, Few :noderns in the liſts with theſe may %and, 
*Tis loſs of time to ply for you. For in thuſe days were giants in the land: 
»uffice it now by linea! right to claim, 
- — — And bow with filial awe to Shakeſpeare's fame; | 
the ſecond honours are a glorious name. 
AN EPISTLE Achilles dead, they found no equal lord 


TO MR. SOUTHERNE. To wer hes armour, and to wield his ſword. 


An age mott odious and accurs'd enſu'd, 
FROM KENT, JANUARY 28, 1710-11. Diſcolour'd with a pious monarch's blood; 
| Whoſe fall when firſt th tragic virgin ſaw, 
OLD is the Muſe to leave her humble cell, 1 She fled and lett her province to the law. 
And ſing to thee, who know'ſt to ſing ſo well: | Her merry ſiſter iti! purſu'd the game, 


Thee! who to Britain {ill preſe v*it the crown, Her garb was alter'd, but her gifts the ſame. 
And mak 'ſt her rival Athens in renown, She firſt 1e;urm'd the muſcles ot her face, 
Could Sophocles behold in mournful ſtate And learat the ſuleau ſcr: for g of grace; 


The weeping Grace. en Imoinda wait; | 
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Then circumcis'd her locks, and form'd her tone, 
By hummiag to a tabor and a drone; 

Her eyes ſhe diſciplin'd preciſely right, 

Both when to wink, and how to turn the white: 
Thus baniſh'd from the ſtage, ſhe gravely next 
Aſſum'd a cloak, and quibblcd o'er a text. 

But when, by miracles of mercy ſhown, 

Much- ſuffering Charles regain'd his father's throne ; 
When peace and plenty overflow'd the land, 

She ſtraight pull'd off her ſatin cap and band; 

Bade Wycherley be bold in her defence, 

With pointed wit, and energy of ſenſe: 

Etherege and Sedley join'd himin her cauſe, 

And all deſerv'd, and all receiv'd, applauſe. 

Reftor'd with leſs ſucceſs, the Tragic Muſe 
Had quite forgot her ſtyle by long diſuſe ; 

She :2ught her Maximins to rant in rhyme, 
Miftaking rattling nonſenſe for ſublime 3 
Till witty Buckingham reform'd her taſte, 
And ſneering ſham'd her into ſenſe at laſt. 
But now re!2ps'd, ſhe dwindles to a ſong, 
And weakly warbles on an cunuch's tongue 
And with her minſtrelſy may ftill remain, 
Tili Southerne court her to be great again. 
Perhips the beauties of thy Spartan dame, 
Who long defrauded of the public fame) 
Shall, with ſuperior majeſty avow'd, 

Shine like a goddeſs breaking from a cloud; 
Once more may reinftate her on the ſtage, 
Her action graceful, and divine her rage. 

Arts have their empires, and, like other ſtates, 
Their riſe and fall are govern'd by the fates : 
They, when their period's meaſur'd out by time, 
Tranſplant their laurels to another clime. 

The Grecian Muſe once filt'd with loud alarms 
The court of heaven, and clad the gods in arms; 
The trump*t filent, humbly ſhe eſſ-y'd 

The Doric reed, and ſung beneath the ſhade ; 
Extoll'd a frugal lite, and taught the ſwains 

T' obſerve the ſeaſons, and manure the plains 3 
Sometimes in warbled hymns ſhe paid her vow, 
Or wove Olympic wreaths for Theron's brow z 
Sometimes on flowery beds ſhe lay ſupine, 

And gave ter thoughts a looſe to love and wine; 
Or, in her ſable ſtole and buſkins dreſs'd, 

Shew'd vice enthron'd, and virtuous kings oppreſs'd. 

The nymph ſtill fair, however paſt her bloom, 
From Greece at leagth was led in chains to Rome: 
Whilſt wars abroad, and civil diſcord reign'd, 
Silent the beauteous captive long remain d; 
That interval employ'd her timely care 
To ſtudy, and refine the language there. 

She vicves with arguiſh on the Roman ſtage 
The Grecian beauties weep, the warriors rage: 
But mult thoſe ſcenes delight th* immortal maid, 
W aich Scipio had revis'd, and Roſcius play'd. 
Thence to the pleadings of the gown ſhe goes 
(For Themis then could ſpeak in poliſh'd proſe) : 
Chaam d at the bar, amid th* attentive throng, 
She blefs'd the Syren-power of Tully's tongue. 
But when, Octavius, thy ſucceſsful ſword 

Was ſhearh'd, and univerſal peace reſtor d, 

Fond of a monarch, to the court ſhe came, 

And choſe a numerous choir to chant his fame. 
Firſt from the green retreats and lowly plains, 
Her Vigil ſoar'd ſublime in epic ſtrains; 
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His theme ſo glorious, and his flight ſo tuo, 
She with Mzonian garlands prac'd his brow 3 
Taught Horace then to touch the Leibian lyte, 
And Sappho's ſweetneſs join'd with Pindar's lire. 
By Cæſar's bounty all the tuncful train 
Enjoy d, and ſung of Saurn's golden reign 3 
No genius then was lei? to live on praiſe, 
Or curs'd the barre: orn>wen: of bays 3 
On all her ſons he caſt a kind regard, 
Nor could they write 1 fit 25 he reward. 
The Muſe, induftrious to record his name 
In the bright annals of eternal fime, 
Profuſe of favours, laviſh'd all her ſtore, 
And for one reign made many ages poor. 
Now from the rugged North unnumber'd ſwarms 
Invade the Latian coaſts with barbarous arms; 
A race unpoliſh'd, but inur'd to toil, 
Rough as their heaven, and barrcn as their ſoil. 
Theſe locuſts cvery ſpringing art deſtroy d, 
And ſoft Humanicy before them dy'd. 
Picture no more maintain'd the doub:tful rife 
With Nature's ſcenes, nor gave the canvas life : 
Nor ſculpture exercis'd her ſkill, beneath 
Her forming hand to make the marble breathe : 
Struck with deſpair, they ſtood devoid of thought, 
Leſs lively than the works themſelves had wrought. 
On thoſe twin-£fers ſuch diſaſters came, 
Though colours and proportions are the ſame 
In every age and clime; their beauties known 
To every language, and confin'd by none. 
But fate leſs freedom to the Muſe affords, . 
Ard checks her genius with the choice of words : 
To paint her thoughts, the dition muſt be found 
Of eaſy grandeur, and harmonious ſound. 
Thus when ſhe rais'd her voice divinely great 
To fing the founder of the Roman ſtate ; 
The language was adapted to the ſong, 
Sweet and ſublime, with native beauty ſtrong : 
But when the Goths inſulting troops avpear'd; 
Such diſſonance the trembling virgin heard! 
Chang'd to a ſwan, from 'Tyber's troubled ſtreams 
She wing'd her flight, and ſought the filver Thames. 
Long in the melancholy grove ſhe ſtaid, 
And taught the penſ.ve Druids in the ſhade ; 
In ſolemn and inſtructive notes they ſung 
From whence the beauteous frame of nature ſprung, 
Who poliſh'd all the radiant orbs above, 
And in bright order made the planets move; 
Whence thunders roar, and frightful meteors fly, 
And comets roll unbounded through the ſcy; 
Who wirg'd the winds, and gave the ſtreams to flow, 
And rais'd the rocks, and ſpread the lawns below; 
Whence the gay ſpring exults in flowery pride, 
And autumn with the bleeding grape is dy'd; 
Whence ſummer ſuns imbrown the labouring ſwains, 
And ſhivering winter pines in icy chains: 
And prais'd the Power Supreme, nor dar'd advance 
So vain a theory as that of Chance, 
But in this ifle ſhe found the nymphs ſo fair, 
She chang'd ber hand, and choſe a ſofter air, 
And Love and Beauty next became her care. 
Greece, her lov'd country, only could afford 
A Venus and a Helen to record; 
A thouſand radiant nymphs ſhe here beheld, 
Who match'd the goddeſs, and the queen excell'd. 
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T' immortalize their loves ſhe long eſſay d, 
But ſtill the tongue her generous toil betray d. 
Chaucer had all that beauty could inſpire, j 
And Surrey's numbers glow'd with warm defire : 
Both now are pri d by few, unknown to moſt, 
Becauſe the thoughts are in the language loft. 
Even Spenſer*; pearls in muddy waters lie, 
Yet ſoon their beams attract the diver's eye: 
Rich was their i + till Time defac'd 
Lat Waller came at laſt. 

Waller, the Muſe with heavenly verſe ſupplies, 
Smooth as the fair, and ſparkling as their eyes; 
4 All but the nymph that ſhould redreſs his wrong, 
„ Attend his paſſion, and his ſong.”* 
But when this Orpheus ſunk, and hoary age 
Juppreſs d the lover's and the poet's rage, 
To Granville his melodious lute ſhe gave, : 
Granville, whoſe faithful verſe is beauty*s ſlave ; 
Accept this gift, my favourite youth! ſhe cry'd, 
To ſound a brighter theme, and fing of Hyde ; 
Hyde's and thy lovely Myra's praiſe proclaim, 
And match Carliſle's and Sacchariſſa's fame. 

O ! would he now torſake the 
And ſing of arms, as late he ſung of love 
His colours and his hand — — — 
In Britain's queen the warrior and the ſaint ; 
In whom conſpire, to form her truly great, 
Whilſt from her throne the ſtreams of juſtice flow, 
Strong and ſerene, to bleſs the land below ; 
O'er diſtant realms her dreaded thunders roll, 
And the wild rage of tyranny control. 
Her power to quell, and pity to redreſs, 
The Maeſe, the Danube, and the Rhine confeſs ; 
Whence bleeding Iber hopes around his head 
To ſee freſh olive ſpring, and plenty ſpread ; 
And whilſt they ſound their great deliverer's fame, 
The Scine retires, and fickens at her name. 
O Granville! all theſe glorious ſc: nes diſplay, 
Inſtruct ſucceeding monarchs how to ſway ; 
And make her memory rever'd by all, 
Whentriumphs are forgot, and mouldering arches fall. 

Pardon me, friend! I own my muſe toa free, 
To write ſo long on ſuch a theme to thee : 
To play the critic here—with equal right 
Bid her pretend to teach Areyll to fight ; 
Inſtruct th* unerring ſun to guide the year, 
And Harley by what ſchemes he ought to ſteer; 
Give Harcourt eloquence t” adorn the ſeal, 
Maxis of ſtate to Leeds, to Beaufort zeal ; 
Try to correct what Orrery ſhall write, 
And make harmonious St. John more polite ; 
Teach law to Iſla for the crown's ſupport, 
And Jericy how to ſerve and grace a court ; 
DiQate ſoft warbling airs to Sheffield's hand, 
When Venus and her Loves around him ſtand; 
In ſage debates to Rocheſter impart 
A ſearching head, and ever faithful heart; 
Make Talbots finiſh'd virtue more complete, 
High without pride, and amiably great, 
Where Nature all her powers with fortune join'd, 
At once to pleaſe and benefit mankind. 

When cares were to my blooming youth unknown, 
My fancy free, and all my hours my own ; 
] lov'd along the laureat grove to ſtray, 


The paths were pleaſant, and the proſpect gay: 
Vor. IV. 


But now my genius ſinks, and hardly knows 

To make a couplet tinkle in the cluſe. 

Yet when you next to Medway ſhall repair, 

And quit the rown to breathe a purer air ; 

Retiring from the cr to ſteal the ſweets 

Oi eaſy life in Twyſden's calm retreats 

(As Terence to his Lælius lov'd to come, 

And in Campania ſcorn'd the pomp of Rome) ; 

Where Lambard, form'd for buſineſs, and to pleaſe, 

By ſharing, will improve your happineſs ; 

In both their ſouls imperial reaſon ſways, 

In both the patriot and the friend diſplays ; 

Belov'd, and — by all, who merit love and 

praiſe. 

Wich bright ideas there inſpir'd anew, 

By them excited, and inform'd by you, 

I may with happier {ill eſſay to ſing 

Sublimer notes, and ftrike a bolder ſtring. 
Languid and dull, when abſent from her cave, 

No oracles of old the Sibyl gave, 

Eut when beneath her ſacred ſhrine ſhe ftood, 

Her fury ſoon confeſs'd the coming god ; 

Her breaſt began to heave, her eyes to roll, 

And wondrous viſions fill'd her labonring ſou). 


— — 


A LETTER 


His garb antique, but on his face 

There reign'd a ſweet majeſtic grace ; 

Of comely port, and in his hand 

He decent wav'd a laurel-wand. 

On the left foot (by which I found 

His name was on the ſtage renown'd) 

A ſock of curious ſhape he wore, 

With myrtle foliage flouriſh'd o'er ; 

A purple buſkin grac'd the right, 

And ſtrong he ſtep'd, yet lovely light. 
Thy friendly care, he cry'd, 1 crave 

To give me quiet in my grave : 

Tryphun conſtrains me from the dead, 

A wizard whom 1 hate and dread ; 

By him to dangle on a poſt, 

I'm conjur'd up—** Alas, poor Ghoſt !”” 

A pendulum 1 there am made, 

To move the leaden wheels of trade. 

And while each little author ſtruts 


In calves-ſkin gilt, adorn'd with cuts; 


1, vouching, paſs em off as dear 


As any ſtaple · claſſic ware. 

Peers, | emma cits, a motley tribe, 

Flocl: 1 purc haſe, and ſubſcribe 3 
tt 


TO THE 
KNIGHT OF THE SABLE SHIELD. 
— Biblia Tryphon.” | 
Man r. Lib. iv. 
Knight, who know with equal fkill 
3 
Tas my misfortune other ni 
To be tormented with a ſpright. 
Seem'd buſhing out, the top was bare; 
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While Tryphon, as the gulgeons bite, 
Chuckles to ſec them grow polite. 

1 ur ends thus infamouſly low, 
It ſure wou'd ſeem as a- propos, 
For Dennis at Eis door to Rand, 
With a good broomftick in his hand. 
Then, ſhould the chaps find ought amiſs, 
Or blame the price, the tragic dwiſs 
Might have his better parts employ'd, 
To criticiſe them back and ſide. 

Or is there none of all his race, 
Whoſe features would afign-board grace? 
Oft” in the wizard's cell I've ſeen 
A ſorrel man, of awkward micn, 
Prying with buſy leer about, 

As if he were thc devil's ſcout. 

I ne'er was vers'd in modiſh vice, 
But ſure thoſe whoreſon glowing eyes 
Have travell'd much on love aft rs, 
Between the kcy- hole and the ſtaiis. 
O cheat the gibbet of a fign, 

And with his head commute for mine. 

Wl.en firſt I heard his dama'd intent, 
To Iryphon's bed by night I went ; 
Where he lay bleſt with dreams of gain, 
Fours, ſcarlet and a golden chain. 

J] rous'd the wretch, and werping ſail, 
O! t ke my wit, and ſpare my head, 
Urge not the wagsto ſneer, and jape us, 
= as of old they us'd Priapus. 

ut as a whelp ſtarts up with fear 
When a bec's humming at his ear: 
With upper lip elate, be grins, 
Whilt round the little teazer ſpins 3 
But when aloof in air it ſours, 
He ſt a ght forgets th* alarm, and ſnores: 
So did his fellyw-crearure ſlight 
The fleeting vifion of the night. 
My prayers were loſt, though while 1 ſtay' d 
1 ſmelt hey ſtrong — made. 

1 here is a Knight, who takes the field 
With Saxon pen, and ſable ſuield; 
Who doubtleſs can relieve my ghoſt, 
And diſenchant me from the poſt. 
Then I could reſt as ſtill as thole 
Whom he has drudg'd to ſure repoſe 3 
As if he traded in the whole, 

And with the body kill'd the ſoul. 
To him for aid with ſpeed repair 
4 But ſoft! I ſcent the morrirg air: 
Be mindful of my p tecus plight, 

And to m; cauſe eng: ge the Knight. 

Now, gentle Sir, give ear to me, 

For | preſcribe wichuut a ſee; 

From Curll*. remove the ſeat of war, 
En. amp on t'other fi. She Bar: 

Level ;: ur cyc at 'i : yphun's ſhop, 
Anocher chic at him pop; 

Whu thou! uitnout report it move, 
Like the zul carts or death ur love? 

1 krow Your pov. vt, Is 10 firongs 

No mort -i 45 cm #26 you lung, 

But it by I: this oppoſe 
Tue volle unt veiſe and profe g 

I'ny be youu 1! 2 'C z and fl. m r. 
Write, crimp, ee him up to buy 3 


Not all the necromancer”*:; 1+ 

Will fave it then, befhrew ie heut“ 
Wat e in ſupport aſhop, or ſigu, 
When two ſuch perilous wits combine 
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To th Orphan lyre, 
% Ie ſung of Class ard ce: ral n gh; 
% Taught by the dra ver. my Aue to wontrre dun 
«© Tye dart del ent, and up ty re-aſccud, 
« Though hard, and rare. 
PaxAav1set Los r, B. iii. 


WIN ſpeeding ſea- ward, to the flect we came 
That anchor'd nigh the coaſt, we launch'd our 
ſkip 

Into the ſacred deep: the maſt up-rear'd 

Bore every ſail expanded; whilſt aboard 

We ſtow ' d devoted victims, and aſcend 

The veſſel, inl; griev'd, and ſilent ſhowers 

Fell from our drooping eyes. A friendly wind 
Circe the fair, of human race divine, 

Propitious ent; to ply the ſtruggling oar 

Small need remain'd, the freſhening gale ſuffic'd 
Each bellying canvas. On with ſpeed we fare 
Proſperous: and when the ſun careering prone 
Sunk to the weſtern iſles, and dewy ſhade 

Sabled the pole, we tilting o'er the waves 

On ocean's utmoſt bound, approach the realms 
Unbleſs'd, where the Cimmerians darkling dwell; 
(A lamentable racz ) of heavenly light 
Unviſited, and the ſun's gladſome ray. 

Mcoring the veſſel on that dreary beach 

We take the deſtinꝰd ſheep, and flow ſojourn 
Along the mariſh, till the fated place 

We found, which Circe will'd we ſhould explor-. 
Eurylochus and Perimedes guard 

The holy oſſerings; I meantime unſhexth 

My fulchion, and prepare t'intrench the ground 
A cubit ſquarc, and their oblations pcur 

To reconcile the ſhades; infuſing milk 

With honey temper'd ſweet, and bowls of unt 
Pure flom the melloweſt grap-, with added ſtore 
Ot witer; and with flower of wheat beſtrow 

The mix'd ingreaients :; tothe feeble ghoſts 

Then vow'd, if Heaven to my dear native land 
Should ravour my return, a birren cow 

Of ftatelieft growth: and toth? oraculous & ſccr 
A ram of ſable fleece, the leading pride 

Of all my flocks. I heſe tolemnrites perforn: d 
And yows prefer 'd, the deſtin'd ſnecp i flew : 
Forth guſh 'd the vital purple, and lurcharg' d 

"The ho!low'd trench; Muhen lo! from the dun verge 
Or Ercbus, the ghofts pron. iſcuous troop 
Unnumber a, vouths and maidens immature 
Cropt in their ſpring, who wwdering penſive wail'd 
The choriwets of their date: trembling, and Edar 


®* Tirchas, 


FENTON'S POEM S. 


With ge, ſome ſlawly pace; others more fierce 
Arrw'd in arms, enſanguin'd o'er with wounds 
Pocey't in bete, clamorous 2pproxch 
To drink the recking gare. Shuddering and pale 
] Tl aſtoundod, but wih quick difpatch 
ile barn the ſ:criice, a grnteful ſtern 
To Prof-rpine, who there with Dis Civides 
Ine regency of night: ſudden 1 war'd 
My glittering faulchion, from the ſanguine pool 
Irving th* unboly'd hott that round me ſwarm'd ; 
Tor d{-ign'd to let them ſip, before 1 ſw 
Th” oraculous ſeer. Foremoſt of all the crowd 
Elpe-or came, whoſe unregarded corſe 
We left behind in Circe's ſumptuous dome, 
Unwept, unbury'd, cager to purſue 
Our voyage: Straight to tender pity mov'd, 
With words diſſolv'd in tears I cry'd, Relate, 
Livenor, how theſe ru-ful ſhades you reach'd 
Suoger than 1 full-ſa;1'd. He thus revly'd 
In accents of much dolour: Me, O King! 
"The minifter of adverſe fate malign'd, 
Unweet'ng of miſh1p;z and wrought my doom, 
Drench'd with exc:{s of wine: prone from the 
Of Circe's tower I fell, and the neck-bones 
Disjointed dy'd. But to your pious care 
Sup;)1i..nt, I beg by thoſe endearing names 
Or parent, wife, and ſon (though diſtant, dear 
Jo your remembrance), when you re-aſcend 
To Circe's bliſs ful ile, to my remains 
Discharge funere il rites; nor let me lie 
Unwept, unbury'd there, leſt Heaven avenge 
The dire neglect While the devouring flames 
Conſume my earthy, on the flagrant pile 
My armour caſt complete; then raiſe a tomb 
Fur my memorial on the toxming ſtrand; 
And on it place that our which erſt I ply'd 
With my aſſociates, Pentive I reqvuin, 
Poor Shide! I'll pry the decent rights you crave. 
Wi'le wich the trienJly phantum I maimtain'd 
Such melancholy parley, with brandiſh'd ſt el 
Cuerdiug the goary pool, I through th“ obſcure 
My * M-ther view'd: her lineage the deriv'd 
From Muss wingy fon, and ceas'd to breathe 
Tir. vital air, ſince 1 my legion led 
To war on Hum. From my pitying eyes 
Abundant ſurrow ſtream' d; but thouvh regret 
ther my reſolution, from the pol 
made the dear maternal form recede, 
"Till 1 ſhould learn from the grave Theban ſ-er 
The ſum of fate The ſage at length advanc'd 
Bearing a golden ſcepter, and began: 
Son of Laertes, what misfortunes dire 
Compel your progreſ from th' all-chearing ſun, 
And heavenly azure, in this ſeat of woe 
To roam among the dead ? But from the pon 
Withdraw, and ſhearh your faulchion, while I taſte 
That bloody beverage, then the Fates decreed 
Inſtant I'll utter. Sudden I withirew, 
Sheathing my faulchion whilft he drank the gore; 
Then thus the ſeer pronounc'd the Fates decree. 
What means may beſt betit your wiſh'd return, 
Illuſtrious Greek! you'd know. The ſovereign 
power 
Whoſe ftrong earth-ſhaking mace the floods revere, 
Laſdious waits a time to wreak revenge 


* Andiclea, 


| 
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For Polypheme, his ſon 3 whoſe vifil orb 
You late eclip:'d with ever-during (hide. 
Howe*er you ſafe may voyage, and avoid 
Diſaſters various, if your mates refrain 

From ſicrilegious ſpoil, when ſaf they tread 
Trinacri1's herby ſoil : for there the flocks 
And herds of Phabus o'er the verdurous lawn 
grow ze fattening paſture (he the world's great eye 
Views all below his orient be im, nor aught 
m ſhun his wakeful ear); with evil hand 

If them they ſeize, unerring I foretell 

An hid-ous wreck. Unequal to the ſtorm 
Your ſhip, deep in the nether wave: ingulft, 
Shall periſh with her crew : you ſha!l reg2in 
The dry, without ſurviving friend to cheer 
Your pilgrim-ſteps : however late and hard, 
You ſhall reviſit your lov'd natal ſhore, 
Tranſported in a veſſel not your o. 

Much of domeſtic dzmage, and miſrule, 

Will aden your return; for in your court 
Suitors voluptuous ſwarm : with morous wiles 
Studious to win your conſort, and ſeduse 

Her from chaſte fealty to joys impure, 

In bridal pomp; vain efforts! but they ſoon 
By ftrntagem, or our puiſſant arm, 

To ru'n are fore-doom' J. Then tn a race 
Remote from ocean, who with ſivoury ſilt 
Ne'er ſcaſon their repaſt, nor veſſel view'd 
Furrowing the foxmy flood with painted prow, 
And all her tackle trim, with ſpeed repair 
Carrying a taper oar; way-faring thus, 

One juurneying obvious will miſname that oar 
A corn van; fix it there, and victims ſlay 


| To Neptune reverent; from the flezcy 14 


A ram ſelect; and from the beeves ad ſwine, 
The choicet male entire, of either herd. 
Tnence homeward haſte, and hecotombs prepare 
For the bright order of the gods, ho reign 
Spher'd in empyreil ſplendors, White with years, 
The balm of life evaporating Now, 
At length, when Neptune points the dart of 
death“, 

Without a pang you'll die, and leave your land 
With fair abundance bleſs'd. In theſe fix'd laws 
Of fate repoſe affiance, and beware. 

I thus reply'd: In this authentic will 
Of fate, O Seer! I acquieſce ; but lo! 


| Penfive and ſilent, by the goary pool, 


Abid:s my mother's ſhide; nor me vouchſafes 
Language or look benign: Oh! tell me how 
She here may recognize me. He reain'd 3 
Whatever ghoſt by your permiſſion fips 
That ſacred purple, will to all your queſt 
Without deceit reply; the reſt withdraw 
At your ſtern imerdict. This ſ1i4, the ſcer 
To the high capital of Dis r:tir'd. 
Meantime I firm abode, till the dear ſh1de 
Had fip*d the ſacred purple; then her ſon 
Inftant ſhe knew, and wailing thus begen: 

My ſon! how reach'd you theſe rtarean bounds, 
Corporeal ? M nv a river intertu 'd, 
And gulphs unvoyagenble, from acceſs 
Debar each living wight 3 beſides th? expanſe 
Of ocean wide to ſail. Are you from Yroy 
With your aſſociate peers but now return'd, 
Erroneous from your wife ani kingd- . 1 till? 

* He was killed wich the bone orf a ſca- turtle. 
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I thus: By ſtrong neceſſity conſtrain'd, 

Down to theſe nether realms 1 have preſumꝰd 
Anearthly gueſt, to hear my doom diſclos d 

By ſage 'Tireſias ; for fince I led 

Auxiliar bands, with Agamemnon leagu'd 

To war on Ilium, travcrſing the main 
Through various perils, I have voyag'd far 
Eſtrang'd from Greece. But ſay by what diſeaſe, 
By flow conſumption through the gates of death 
Prone did you paſs; or by Diana's dart 
Transnñx d, a ſudden fate? My hoary fire ! 
Survives he? Is my blooming ſon poſſeſs d 

Of my domain, or 4148 it now beneath 
Uſurping powers, lord it uncontroll'd, 
Thoughtleſs of my return? My conſort dear 

A guardian regent ; or, no longer mine, 
Hath ſhe been won to plight connubial vows ? 

The venerable ſhade thus anſwer'd mild: 

Still in your regal dome your ſpouſe abides 
D'ſconſolate, with ever-flowing eyes 

Wailing your abſence; and your ſon poſſeſs'd 
Df principality, with his 

Bounteous of ſoul, fiee intercourſe maintains 
Of ſocial love. Beneath a ſylvan lodge, 

Far from the cheerful fteps of men, your fire 
Lives inconſolable; on gorgeous beds, 

With rich embroidery ſpread, and purple palls, 
No more indulging ſweet repoſe ; but clad 

In coarſe attire, couch'd with his village hinde 
On the warm hearth he ſleeps, when winter reigns 
Inclement, tlll the circling months return 


To kings and heroes old : the goary pou! 
The fair aſſembly thick ſurround, to fip 
The taſteful liquid: 1 the fates of each 
Deſirous to hear ſtoried, wave my ſword 
In airy circles, while they ſingly ſate 
Their appetites ; then curious aſk of each 
Her anceſtry, which all in order told. 

Tyro firſt audience claim d, the daughter fair 
Of great Salmoneus ; the with Cre:'1cus ſhat d 
Connubial love, but long in virgin bloom 
Enamour'd of Enipeus, inly pin'd: 

Enipeus, ſwift from whoſe reclining urn 

Rolls a delicious flood. His lovely form 
Neptune afſum'd, and the bright nymph beguil'd 
Wandering love-penſive near his amber ftream : 
Them plunging in the ſlopy flood receiv'd 
Redounding ; and to ſkreen his amorous theft, 
On either ſide the parting waves up-rear'd 

A cryſtal mound. Potent of rapturous joy, 

And ſated, thus he ſpake: Hail, royal fair 


Thy womb ſhall teem with twins - ——— 


Is ever fruitful), and thoſe 

Of our ſweet caſual bliſs nurtureand tend 
With a fond mother's care : hence homeward ſpeed, 
And from all human ken our amorous act 
Conceal: ſo Neptune bids thee now farewell. 
He ceas'd, and diving ſudden was ingulph'd 
Deep in the gurgling eddy. Two fair ſons 
Th' appointed months diſcharg d, by ſupreme Jove- 
Both ſcepter'd. Pelias firſt ; his empire wide 
Stretch'd o'er Iolcos, whoſe irriguous vales 

His grazing folds o'erfleec'd: her i 


New-rob'd in flowering verdure : then, the vines | Neleus, was honour'd through the ſandy realm 


High interwove a green pavilion form, 

Where pillow'd on the leaves he mourns for you 

Nocturnal; to th* unfriendly damp of age 

Adding corroſive anguiſh and deſpair. 

So periih'd I with ſlo - conſuming pile 

Me nor the filver-ſhafred goddeſs flew, 

Nor racking malady ; but anxious love 

Of my Ulyſſes on my v:tals prey'd, 

And ſunk my age with ſorrow to the grave. 
She ceas'd: I thrice with fil al fondneſs ſtrove 


Of Pylus. She by Crethus then eſpous d, 
A fair increaſe, Æſon and Pheres, bore ; 
And great Amythaon, who with fiery ſteeds 
Oft diſarray'd the foes in battle rang'd. 
The daughter of Aſopus next I view'd, 
Antiope, buaſtful that ſhe, by Jove 
Impregaate, had the fam'd Amphion borne, 
And Zethus, founder of imperial Thebes, 
Stately with ſeven large gates, and bulwark'd 


i 


ſtrong 
T' embrace the much-lov'd form, and thrice it fled, | Againft invading powers. Alcmena fair 


Delufive as a dream. Anew with grief 


Amphitryon's conſort, then advanc'd to view; 


Heart-chill'd, I ſpake: Why, mother, will you fly | To heaven's ſupreme who bore Alcides, buld 
permit 


Your ſon's incircling arms? O here 
My duteous love, and let our ſorrows flow 
Mingling in one full ftream ! Or has the queen 
Whoie frown the Shades revere. to work me woe, 
A guiltful image form'd ? She thus replies: 

Of all mankind, O moſt to grief inur d! 
Deem not that aught of guile by phantoms vain 
Is here intended, but the eſſence pure 
Of ſeparate ſouls is of all living touch 
Impaſſive: here no groſs material frame 


And lion-hearted. Next that lovely ſhade 

Stood Megara, of Creon's royal race, 

By great Alcides ſpous'd. To her ſuccecds 

The ſheeny form of Epicaſte, woo'd 

By Oedipus her ſon, to whom ſhe deign'd 

Spouſal embraces, thoughtleſs of miſdeed, . 

He having too (ill-ſtar d) dettroy'd his fires 

His lineage with inceſtuous mixture ſoil'd, 

Blinded by deſtiny ; but the juſt gods 

Diſclos'd th* unnatural ſcene. In Thebes he ſway'd, 


We wear, with fleſh incumber'd, nerves and bones ; | With various ills by Heaven's afflicting rod 


They're calcin'd an thepile : but when we ceaſe 
To draw the breath of life, the ſoul on wing 
Fleets like a dream, from elemental droſs 
Diſparted and refin'd. Now to the realms 
Illumin'd with the ſun's enlivening beam, 
Henee journeying upward, to your conſort dear 
Diſcloſe the ſecrets of our ſtate below. 

Thus we alternate, till a beauteous train 
Of nobleſs near advance their Reps, enlarg'd 
By radiant Proſc;pine, daughters and wives 


Diſcemfited ; but ſhe through fell deſpair, 
Self- ſtrangled, from the ſtings of mortal life 
| Fled to the ſhades, and her ſurviving ſon 
With delegated furies fierce purſued. 
An amiable image next appear d; 

Bright Chloris, of Amphion's lofty tem 
The youngeſt bud: in ſweet attractive pomp, 
On her the Graces ever waiting ſmit 

The heart of Neleus, whom the Pylian tribes 


Homag d with fealty ; from their wedded low 
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i cloſe immur d, till found 
Divine of fate, by ſolving problems quaint 
Which Iphiclus propos d, who ſtraight diſmiſs'd 
captive ; ſo was Jove's high will complete. 

Then Leda, ſpous d by Tyndarus, 1 ſaw, 
Mother of the fam'd twins, Caftor expert 
To tame the Recd, and Pollux far renown'd 
On liſted fields for conflict; who from Jove 
Receiv'd a grateful boon like gods to live, 
Mounting alternate to this upper orb. 

Next Iphimedia glides in view, the wife 
Of great Aleeus, who, in love compreſs'd 
by Neptune, bore {fo ſhe the fact avow'sd) 


Otus and Ephialte<, whom the Fates 


Were next Orion rank'd ; for in the courſe 

Of nine ſwift circling years, nine cubits broad 

Their ſhoulders meaſur'd, and nine ells their height. 

Improvident of ſoul, chey vainly dar'd 

The gods to war, ani on Olympus hoar 

Rear d Offa, and on Offa Pelion pil'd, 

Torn from the baſe with all its woods ; by ſcale 

T' afſault heaven's battlements ; and had their date 

To manhood been prolong'd, had ſure atchiev'd 

Their ruinous aim : but by the filver dart 

Of Fhebus ſheer transfix'd, ere ſpringing down 

Shaded their roſy youth, they both expir'd. 
Ill-fated Phædra then with Procris came, 

And Ariadne, who them both ſurpaſs d 

In goddeſs-like demeanour ; from her fire 

Theſeus of old convey d her, with intent 

At Athens, link'd in love, with her to reign : 

But ſtern Diana, by the guileful plea 

Of Bacchus won, diſſever'd ſoon their joys, 

And caus'd the lovely nymph to fall furlorn 

In Dia, with circumfluous ſeas in-girt, 

Of nuptial rights defrauded. Next advance 

Mera and Clymene, a beauteous pair; 

And Eriphyle, whoſe once radiant charms 

A cloud of ſorrow dimm'd ; for ſhe, devoid 

Of duteous love, for gold betray'd her lord. 
Here let me ceaſe narration, aor relate 

What other objects fair, daughters and wives 

Of heroes old, I ſaw ; for now the night 

In clouded majeſty has journey d far, 

Admoniſhing to reſt, which with my mates, 

Or here with you, my wearied nature craves ; 

Meantime affianc'd in the gods and you, 

To ſpeed my voyage to my native realm. 
1 R — Ger 
rapture ; hi uaſive tongue, 

Mellifiuous, ſo with cloquence had charm'd 


| 


Their fill inſatiate ears ; a: length thus ſpake 
The queen Arete, graceful and humane. | 
Think ye, Pheacians, that the godlike formy 
The port, the wiſdom of this wanderer claim 

Aught of regard ? Peculiar him my gueſt 

I £yle 3 but fince the honour he vouchſafes, 
Delighted ye partake, give not too ſoon 
Him ſignal of departure, but prepare 


With no penurious hand proportion'd gifcs, 


Vyeing in bdounteous deeds, ſince Heaven hath 
ſhower'd 
Your peerage with abundant favours boon. 

Up roſe Echeneus then, whoſe wavy locks 
Silver d with age, adorn'd his reverend brow, 
Fraught with matureſt counſel, and began 
Addreſſing his compeers: Rightſul and wiſe 
The queen's propoſal is, let none demur 
Obedience to her will : Alcinous beſt 
By fair enſample may ibe the rule. 

Alcinuus from his bed of ſtate reply d, | 
With aſpe& bland : While here I live enthron d, 
Jove's delegate of empire, and this hand 
Sways the Phaacian ſceptre, will I cheer 
Th' erruneous and afflited, with meet acta 
Of regal bounty; but our princely gueſt 
Muſt, though impatient, for a time defer 
His voyage, that with due munificence 
Our gifts may be prepar'd : let all accord 
Benevolent, and free to furniſh ſtores 
Worthy acceptance; me you ſhall confeſs 
The firſt in bounty, as the firſt in power. 

He ended, and Ulyſſes anſwer d blithe : 

O thou, by kingly virtues juſtly rais'd 

To this imperial eminence ! By thee 

Were I detain'd, till the revolving ſun 
Completes his annual circle, in thy will 

I acquieſce obedient, till meet ſtores 

For my return be rais'd : then at my realm, 
With royal largeſſes arriving grac'd, 

And gay retinue, ſtraight the wondering Greeks 
Will dear reſpe& and prompter homage yield. 

To whom Alcinous : Your diſtinguiſh'd worth 
Too plain is character d in all your port, 

To doubt you of thoſe vagrant clans, who roam 
Fallacious, and with copious legend take 

The credulous ear; you, with ſevereſt truth, 
Rob d in rich cloquence, inſtruft and pleaſe, 
When (like ſome bard, vers'd in heroic theme 
Attemper'd to the lyre) you ſweetly tell 
Whate'er in Grecian ſtory was of old 

Recorded eminent, or when you ſpeak 

Your own diſaſtrous fate. But now proceed, 
Say, affable, if while you low ſojourn'd 

In groſs Tartarean gloom, the mighty ſhades 
Of thoſe brave warring Greeks appear d, who fel! 
By doom of battle ; for the lingering night 

Hath yet much ſpace to meaſure, and the hour 


| Of ſleep is far to come: I can attend 


With raviſhment, to hear the pleaſing tale 

Fruitful of wonders, till the roſeate morn 

Purples the Eaſt. Ulyſſes thus reply d: 
Due time, O king, for converſe and repoſe 

Is till remaining; nor will I refuſe 

With coy denial, what the ſacred eat 

Of majeſty with audience deigns to grace. 


b next how my aſlociate warriors bel. 
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O'erwhelm'd with huge aſſlictions nd oppreſs d 
In their own realms by feminine d-ceit, 
1% them more fatal than the proweſs'd foe. 

When, by imperious Proferpine recall'd, 
The lady-train difpers'd, the penſive form 
Ut gamemnon came, with thoſe begirt, 

W hor, in one common fate involv'd, of life 
Lgy'thus hed bereav'd. Sipping the gore, 
He recogniz'd me inſtant, and outftretch'd 
H*z unſubſtantial arms, exhauſted now 

Of Il their vital vigour 3 with ſhrill plaints, 
Pir:cing the doleful region far: mine eyes, 
Tord wounded wilh the piteous object dear, 
Eftus'd a fivod «f tears, while thus I fpake : 

O king of hoſts ! O ever honour'd ſon 
Of Atreus | ſay to what ſevere decree 
Of deſtiny you bow'd. By Neptune's wrath, 
Tempeſtirg th' occan, did you there expire 
V helmid in the watery abyſs ? Or tell you arm'd, 
Making fierce inruas on ſome hoſtile coaſt, 

10 ravage herds and flocks ; or in aſſault 

Of fome imperial fortreſs, thence to win 

Iich fpoils and bewteous captives, were you ſlain 
Beteatcd of your feizure ? He rephed: 

I perith'd not, my friend, by Neptune's wrath, 
Whcl:.,'d in the ecran wave; nor dy'd in arms 
Jzeroic derds attempting: but receiv'd 
Jom baſe AMęgyſthus, and my baſer queen, 
Irreparable doom, hilſt 1 partook 
Retiethment, and at ſupper jovizl ſate, 

Slain like an ox that's butcher'd at the crib, 

A danch moſt lamentable ! Round me lay 

An hideous carnage of my breathleſs friends, 
Like bee new flaughter' d for the bridal board 
t ſore luxurious noble, or devote 

To ſoſcum teftivel. On well-fouyht fields 
Vou various iceties of ſlaughter have ſurvey d, 
And in fierce tournament; yet had it quell d 
Your buit of man to view u- on the floor 
Rolling in death, with viands round us ſpread, 
And pondetous vaſes bruis'd, while human gore 
Flooded the pavement wide. With ſhrilling cries 
Caſſar dra pierc'd my car, whom at my fide 
Talſe Clytemneſtra flew : t* avenge her wrong, 
1 with a dying graip my ſabre ſeiz d, 

But the curs'd afiaflin withdrew, nor clus'd 
My lips and eyes. O woman! woman! none 
Ot Nature's ſavage train have leſs remorſe 

In perpetiating crimes: to kill her mate, 

What beaſt was e'er a complice ? I return'd 
Hopeful in affluence of domettic joy 

To reipn, encircled with my offspring dear, 
And court-retinue; but my traicreſs wite 

On female honour hath diftas'd a ſtain 
Indelibie; and her pernicious arts, 

Recorded for reproach on ali the ſex, 

Shall wound ſott innocence with touch of blame. 

Il anſwer'd, O ye powers! by women's wiles 
ove works ſure bane to all th* imperial race 
Of Atreus {t.1] : for Helen's vagrant luſt 
Greece mourns her ſtates diſpevpicd ; and you fell 
By your afultrels ! Plaintive he reply'd. 

By my diiaſters warn'd, to woman's faith 
Unboſom nought momentous z though ſhe peal 
Y our ear (by nature importune to know), 


Uulcck aut al! your ſecrets. Eut your wife, 
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| Of prudent meek deport, no train of i7ls 

Will meditate for you by force or guile : 

Her, when we led th' embattled Greeks to Troy, 
We left in blooming beauty freſh ; your ſon 
Then hanging on her breaſt 3; who now to man 
Full grown, with men aſſociates; your approach 
With rapture he will mect, 25d glad his fire 
Wirth filial duty dear 3 © bliſs to me 

Not deign'd! my fon I ſ:w nit ere I fel 

A victim to my wife: then, timely warn'd, 
1ruft not to woman's ken the time prefix'd 

For your return to Greece, But ſay fincere, 
Aught have you heard where my Oreftcs bides, 
In rich Orchomenus, or ſandy Pyle ; 

Or with my brother lives he more ſecure 

In ſpacious Sparta ? for of this dark realm 

He's not inhabitant. 1 thus rejoin'd : 

Vain is your queſt, Atrides; whether fate 
Permits your ſon to draw the breath of heaven, 
Friendly to life; or wkether in theſe ſhades 
He roarns a ghoſt, I know rt; nor with ſpeech 
Falſe or ambiguous will teguile your car. 

While mournful thus we talk'd, ſuffus'd with 

rears 
Of tender ſympathy, voung P.: us come, 
With his affociates moſt in life below d, 
Faith ful Patroclus, and th* egregious * ſon 
Of Neſtor, great in arms; with them (conjoin'd 
In amicable converſe, een by death 
Uncancel'd) walk'd the tall illuftrious ſſ. ade 
Of Ajax, with attractive grace adorn'd, 
And proweſs ; paragon'd for both to none 
But great Achilles: me the goddeſs-born 
Ey'd curious, and at length thus ſad began: 
What cauſe, Ulyſſes, moves thy mind, expert 
Of warlike machinations 3 what empriſe 
Hath aught of ſuch importance, as to tempt 
This dire deſcent, where we in dolorous night, 
Frail incorporeal forms, are doom'd abode ? 
O peerleſe chief, I cried, of all the Greeks 
The foremoſt name! I hither am conſtrain'd, 
Fro nthe wiſe Theban oracle to hear 
Beft n ans reveal'd how to reviſit ſafe 
My native realm; by rigid fate repell'd, 
I'm exil'd yet, with troops of various ills 
Surrounded. But the gods, to ycur high worth 
Ever propitious, crown their favourite chief 
With choicer bleſſings than the eye of time 
Yet ſaw conferr'd, or future ſhall behold : 
On earth you equal honours with the gods 
From us receiv'd ; nor by the ftroke of fate 
Sink with diminiſh's luſtre, but ſupreme 
Reign o'er the ſhades. He ſolemn ſad replied : 
Reign here ſupreme ! deem not thy eloquence 
Can aught conſole my doom: rather on earth 
A village flave 1'd be, than titled here 
Imperial and auguſt. But ſay me true, 
Or did my fon illuſtrate his deſcent 
Firſt in the files of war; or fled he pale 
A recreant from the fight ? do all our tribes 
In Phthia ſtill revere my father's throne ; 
Or lives he now of regal power deſpoil'd, 
A weak contemn'd ola man, wanting my arm 


To hold his ſceptre firm ? that arm! which erſt 
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V'arring fe Greece {eftrew'd the Phrvcian plains 
Win many a prowefs'd knight! Would Heaven re- 
ſtore 
The ſme puiſſint form, I'd ſoon avenge 
His injur'd age, asd re- aſſert his claim. | 
He ccaſing, 1 reply'd : Of Peleus* ſtate 
Frme kath to me been ſilent; but attend 
While I ch' atchievements of thy glorious ſon 
gon, as truth ſhall dictate Him to Troy 
From Scyros o'er th* Ægean ſafe I bore, 
To join thꝰ emb=tiled Greeks : whence er we ſate 
council, to mature ſome high deſign, 
Firft of the peerage with perſuaſive ſpeech 
Hi; ſentence he diſclos'd, by all confeſs'd 
The third from Neſlor. But whene'er he mov d 
I bntzilous array, and the ſhrill clang 
Gf onfet founded, he, with haughty rides 
AJvancing in the van. the foremoſt chief, 
Vi-rc'd through the adverſe legions, nor was deem'd 
Not equal to the beſt. Each hardy deed, 
Which in his country's cnuſe the youth atchiev'd, 
Were long to tell; but by his javelin dy'd 
Turypy lus, of all tu' auxiliary bands 
Fam'd after Memnon firt ; with mmy 1 peer 
Or Perg2menian race, around him ſtrown. 
When in the wooden horſe by Epcus form'd 
Selected heroes lay, aghaſt and pale 
The reſt, ſhuddering with fear, let round big drops 
Roll from their drooping eyes, he ſole abode 
Undaunted, undiſmay'd ; no chilling doubt 
Froſted his damaſk cheek, nor filent tear 
Cours'd from its cryſtal fluice, but graſping fierce 
His ſpear and faulchion, for the combat grew 
Impatignt, menacing decifive rout 
To Troy's opponent powers; and when the height 
Of Ilion had receiv'd the final ſtroke 
From Grecian valour, with barbaric ſpoil, 
To his high fame proportion'd, he return'd, 
Unmark'd with hoſtile wound, though round him 
Mars 
With tenfold rage oft” made the battle burn. 
ended: joy ineftable poſſeſs d 0 
The great paternal hade; his ſteps he rais'd 
With more myjeftic portance o'er the mead 
Verdant with aſphodel, elite to hear 
His ſon's exploits emblazon'd fair by Fame. 
The reſt, a penfive circle, round await 
Recitirg various dooms, to mortal ear 
Cilrmitous and ſad ! From theſe apart 
The Telamonian hero, whom 1 foil'd 
Ih conzett for Achilles' arms, abode 
Suilen with tregſar'd wruh; the fatal ſtrife 
B. Thetis was propus'd, and every judge 
Infinet by Palias, to my claim declar'd 
The prize of right. O! why was I conftrain'd 
Ly {020ur to prevail, and cauſe to die 
An, the chief with manly grace adorn'd, 
Ani proweſs ; paragon'd for both, to none 
Put the great ſon of Peleus! Him with ſpeech 
Lenient of wrath I thus accoſted mild: 
Ajax, let this oblivious gloom deface 
The memory of thoſe arms, which Heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the Greeks, who loſt in thee 
Their power of frong defence: to mourn thy fall 
The Nie of Grief along the tented ſhore 
Was head, 25 loud as when the flower of war, 
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Divine Ach'lles, dy*d: nor deem that gught 
Of human interpos'd to urge thy doom, 

But ireful J. ve, to punith ail dur 1:7, 

Cut off its darling hope. O royal made! 
Approich, and aft.ble to me voucht ie 

Mild audience, calming thy wempetuons rage. 

Vain was my ſuit tor with th? unbody'd troop 
Of ſpeftres, fleeting to th* interior ſhade 
Of Erebus, he to my frienly ſpeech 
Diſdain'd reply; yet to that dark receſs 
Had I purſu'd his flight, he muſt have borne 
Unwilling correſpondence, forc'd by fate, 
Impaſſhon'd as he was ; but I refrain'd, 

For other viſions drew my curious eye. 

Intent I ſ with golden ſceptre grave 
Minos, the fon of Jove, to the pile ghoſts 
Diſpenſing equity; with faded looks 
They through th. wide Plutonian hill 2ppear'd 
Frequent and full, and argued exch his cauſe 
At that tribunal, trembling whilit he weigh'd 
Their pleaded reaſon. Of portentous fize 
Orion next I vie d; a brazen mace 
I-vincible he bore, in fierce pu ſuit 
Of thoſe huge neountain ſavayrs he New, 
While habitant of earth, whoſe griſly forms 
He urg'd in chace the flowery mead «long. 

Nor unobſerv d lay ſtretch's upon the marie 
Tityus, earth-born, whole body long and large 
Cover'd nine acres : there two vultures ſat, 

Of appetite inſuiate, and with beaks 

For ravine bent, unintermitting goar'd 

His liver, powerleſs he to put to flight 

The fierce devourers ! to this penance judg'd 

For rape intended on Latona fair. 

Tae paramour of Jove, s ſhe ſyjourn'd 

To Pytho o'er the Panopeian lawns ; 

Delicious landſcape !—In a limpid lake 

Next Tantalus a doleful lot abides: 

Chin-decp he ſtands, yet with afflictive drought 

Inceſſant pines, while ever as he buws 

To fip refreſhment, from his parching thirſt 

The guileful water glides. Around the pool 

Fruit-trees of various kinds umbrageous ſpread 

Their pamper'd boughs : the racy olive green, 

The r.pe pomegranaie, big with vinous pulp, 
le luſcious fig ſky-cy'd, the taſteful pew 

Vermillion'd half, and apples mellou ing ſweet 

In burniſh'd gold, luxuriant o'er him wave, 

Exciting hunger, and ſollacious hope 

Ot food ambroſial: hen he tries to ſeize 

The copious fruitage fur, a ſudden guſt 

Whirls it aloof amid th* incumbent gloom. 

Then Siſyphu:, the nearett mace in wor, 
Drew my regard; he, with diſtended nerves, 
A ponderous ſtone rolls up a rugged rock; 
Urg'd up the ſteep cl H flow with hind and foot 
It mounts, but bordering on the cloudy peak, 
Precipitous aJdown the ſ1-py fide 
The rapid orb devolving back renews 
Eternal toil, which he, with duſt beſmear'd, 
And dew*'d with ſmoaking ſweat, inceſſant plies. 

] laſt the viſionary femblance view'd 
Of Hercules, a ſhadowy orm; tor he, 

The real ſim of jove, in heaven's high court 
Abides, aſſuciate with the gods, 2:.d ihres 
Celestial banquets; where, with ſort diſport 


— 
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Of love, bright Hebe in her radiant dome 

Treats him nocturnal. With terrific clang 

Surrounding ghoſts, like fowl, the region wing 

Vexatious, while the thrextening image ſtands, 

Gloomy as ni from his bent battle-bow 

In act to let th aerial arrow fly. 

Athwart his breaft a military zone 

Dreadful he wore, where grinn'd in fretted gold 

Grim woodland ſavages, with various ſcenes 

Of war, fierce-jouſtling knights, and havoc dire, 
matchleſs art pourtray'd : me ftraight he knew, 

And, piteous of my tate, addrefs'd me thus: 

O exercis'd in grief, illuftrious ſon 

Of good Laertes, fam'd for warlike wiles ! 

Fated thou art (like me, what time I breath'd 

Ethereal draught) beneath unnumber d toils 


: 1 atchiev'd 
Props 
Of Mercury and Pallas, ho vouchſaf d 
Their friendly guidance : then without reply, 
To Pluto's court majeſtic 


ic he retir'd. 
Meantime for others of heroic note 
I waited, in the lifts of ancient fame 


— 
profound 


Left Proſerpine ſhould ſend Meduſa, curl'd 


With ſnaky locks, to fix me in her realm 

Stiff with Gorgonian horror : to the ſhip 
Rerreating ſpeedy thence, | bade my mates 

To ſhove from : joyous they ſtraight b-gan 
To fem the tide, and bruſh'd the whitening ſeas, 
Till the freſh gales reliev'd the labouring oar. 


THE 


wW1iDOW'S WIL E 
A T A L E. 


HAVE you not ſeen (to ſtate the caſe) 
Two waſps lie ſtrugglimg in a glaſs ? 
With the rich flavour of Tokay 
Allur'd, about the brim they play; 
They light, they mumur, then begi 
To lick, and ſo at length flip in; 
„ 
Together dip, together riſe; 
You'd ſwear they love, and yet they ftrive 
Which ſhall be funk, and which ſurvive. 
Such feign'd amours, and real hate, 
Attend the matrimonial ftate ; 
When ſacred vows are bought and ſold, 
And hearts are ty d with threads of gold. 
A nymph there was, who {'tis aver'd 
By fame) was born without a beard; 


4 


For charity forbid to roam, 
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A certain fign, the learn'd declare, 

That (guarded with uncommon care) 

Her virtue might remain at ten 

Impregnable to boys or men. 

But from that ra we'll proceed, 

To find her in a widow's weed; 

Which, all love's chronicles agree, 

She wore juſt turn'd of twenty-three ; 

For an old ſot the call'd her mate, 

For jewels, pin-money, and plate. 

The dame, paſſeſs d of wealth and eaſe, 

Had no more appetites to pleaſe ; 

That which provokes wild girls to wed, 

Fic At ne*er enter d in her head. 
Yet ſome prolific planet ſmil'd, 

And gave the pair a chopping child; 

Intitled by the law to claim 

Her huſband's chattels, and his name : 

But was fo like his mother ! She 

The Queen of Love, her Cupid he. 
This matron fair for ſpouſe deceas'd 

Had forrow'd ſore, a week at leaſt; 


From plays and balls ſhe now refrain d, 
To a dark room by cuſtom chain's ; 


Her ſpirits mantle and career, 
Diffuſing ardour through her mien; 
Pity they ſhould condenſe to ſpleen ! 
But now by honour ſhe's confin'd, 
Who flutter d once as free as wind: 


And on a morn 

By fix ſecurely could return ; 

Having tr ſeal him ſafe till nine, 

With opium drug'd her ſpouſe's wine. 
This the gay world no worſe would hold, 
Than had ſhe only chang'd his gold: 
The ſpecies anſwer'd all demands, 
And only paſs'd through other hands, 
But honour now preſcribes the law, 
The tyrant keeps her will in awe 3 


And not a chitterling at home. 

What ! a large ſtomach, and no meat 
In pity, Love, provide a treat ; 

Can widows feed on dreams and wiſhes, 
Like bags on vifionary diſhes ? 
Impoſſible ! Through walls of ftone 
Hunger will break, to ſuck a bone. 
Want, oft* in times of old, we read, 
Made mothers on their infants feed ; 
And now conftrain'd this matron mild 
To grow hard-hearted to her child. 
Her darling child the pinch'd ; he ſquall'd 3 


Ia haſte the favourite footman's call'd, 


To pacify the peeviſh chit ; 
For who bot he could do the feat? 


| 
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He ſmarting ſore, refuz'd to ply 3 

But bade man Thomas beat mamma. 

She, laughing, ſoon avow'd her flame 

By verious ſiguis that want a name. 

The lacquey ſaw, with trembling joys 

Gay humour danc: 'g in her eye; 

And ſtraight with equal fury fir'd 

Began th" attack ; the dame retir d 

And h:ply falling as ſhe fled, 

He bat her till the lay for dead; 

But (with new vigour for the ſtiife) 

Svon with a figh return'd to life. 
Think ye ſhe'd e'et forgive her ſon, 

For what the naughty man had dune ? 

She did; yet, ſpited with his pain, 

He ſounds th* alarm to charge again. 

But, 'tquire, conſult your potent ally, 

Whether he's yet prep d to rally 

Yes; blood is hat on either ſide; 

Another combat muſt be try d. 

She knew the foe could do no more, 

Than at the frft attack the bote; 

So at lis little malice {mil'd, 

And cry d, Come on Lo pleaſe the child. 


aA A NM D L 


MY better ſelf, my heaven, my joy! 
While thus imparadis'd 1 lie, 
Tranſported in thy circling arms 
With freſh variety of charms 
From fate I ſcarce cn think to crave 
A bliſs, but what in ther 1 have. 
Twelve months, my dear, have paſt, ſince thou 
Didſt plight to me thy virin vow 3 
Twelve months in rapture ſpent? for they 
Scem ſhorter than St. Lucy's day: 
A bright example we ſhall prove 
Or laſting mati ĩmoniĩal love. 

Meznwhile, I beg the gods to grant 

(The only favour that 1 want) 

That I may not ſurvive, to ſee 

My happineſs expire with thee. 

O] ſneuld I loſe my deareſt dear, 

By thee, and all that's good, I ſwear, 
I'd give myſelf the fatal blow, 

And wait thee to the world below. 

When Wheedle thus to ſpouſe in bed 
Spoke the beſt things he cer had read; 
Madam ſurpris'd (you mutt ſuppoſe it) 
Had lock'd a Templar in the cloſet ; 

A youth of pregnant parts, and worth, 

To play at picquet, and ſo forth 

This wag, when he had heard the whole, 

Demurely to the curtain ſtole, 

And peeping in, with ſolemn tone 

Cry'd out, O man! thy days are done: 

The gods are fearful of the worſt, 

And ſend me, Death, to fetch thee firſt ; 

To ſave their favourite from ſelf-murder, 

Lo! thus I execute their order. 

Hold, Sir! for ſecond thoughts are beſt, 

The huſband cry'd ; tis my requeth 
Vor- IV. 


| With pleaſure to prolong my life. — 
Your meaning ?—i'ray, Sir, take my wife. 


SAPPHO ro PHA ON, 
A LOVE EPISTLE. 
TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 


WHAT, after all my art, will you demand, 
Before the whole is read, the writer's hand ? 

And could you gueſs from whom this letter came 
Before you ſaw it fign'd with Sappho's name ? 
Don't wonder, ſince I'm form'd for lytieks, why 
The ftrain is turn'd to plaintive elegy 3 
I mourn my lighted love; alas! my lute, 
And ſprightly odes, would ill with ſorrow ſuit, 
I'm ſcorch'd, 1 burn, like fields of corn on fire, 
When winds to fan the furious blaze conſpire. 
To flaming tna Phaon's pleas'd to roam, 
Put Sappho feels a fiercer flame at home. 

No more my thoughts in even numbers flow, 
Ve: ſc beſt betits a mind devoid of woe. 
No more I court the nymphs I once careſt, 
Prit Phaon rules unrival'd in my breaſt. 
Fair is thy face, thy youth is fit for joy 5 
A fatal face to me, too cruel boy 
Enſlav'd to thoſe enchnnting looks, that weat 
The bluſh of Bacchus and Apollo's air; 
Aſſume the garb of either god, in thee 
We every grace of either god may fee 3 
Yet they confeſs*d the power of female charms, 
In Daphne's flight and Ariadne's arms; 
Though n-ither nymph was fam'd for wit, to move 
With melting airs the rigid ſoul to love. 
To me the Muſe vouchſafes celeſtial fire, 
And my ſoft rumbers glow with warm deſire 5 
Alcæus and myſelf alike ſhe crown'd, 
For ſoftneſs I, and he for ſtrength renown'd. 
Erauty, tis true, penurious fate denies, 
But wit my want of beauty well ſupplies : 
My ſhape, I own, is ſhort, but yet my name 
Is fer diffus'd, and fills the voice cr fame. 
If I'm ni fair, young Perſeus did adore 
The ſwarthy graces of the royal“ Moor: 
The milk- white doves with mcttled mates arejoln'd; 
And the gay parrot to the turtle's kind : 
Put if you'll fly from Love's connubial rites 
Till one as charrirg as yourſelf invites, 
None of our ſex can ever bleſs your bed; 
Ne'er think of wooing, for you peer can wed. 

Yet, when you read my verſe, you lik'd each 

line, 

And ſwore no numbers were fo ſweet as mine; 
I ſang (that pleaſing image ſtill is plain, 
Such tender things we lovers long retain ') 
And ever when the warbling notes I rais'd, 
You with fierce kiſſes &'fled what you prais'd. 
Some winning grace in every act you found, 
But in full tides of ecſtaſy were drowu'd ; 


Andromeda. 
Uun 
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When murmuring in the melting joys of love, 
Round yours my curling limbs began to move z 
But now the bright Sicilian mais adore 

The youth, who ſeem'd ſo fond of me before 1 
Send back, ſend back my fugitive ! for he 

Will vow ta you the vows he made to me: 
That ſmooth deceiving tongue of his can charm 
The covet ear, the rougbheſt pride Ciſarm. 

O, aid thy poeteſs, great Queen of Love, 
Auſpicious to my growing paſſion prove 
Fortune was cruel to my tender age, 

And iti!] purſues with unrelenting rage. 
Of pmwents, whilſt a child, I was bereft, 
To the wide world an helpleſs orphan left : 
My brother in a ſtiumpet's vile embrace 
Lovift.*d a large eftate to buy diſgrace, 
And doom'sd to traffick on the main is toſt, 
Winning with danger what with ſhame he loft 3 
And vows revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His conduct, and was careful of his fame: 
And then (as if the woes I bore beſide 
Were yet too light) my little d»ughter dyd. 
But after all theſe pangs of ſorrow paſt, 
A worſe came on, for Phaon came at laſt! 

No gems, nor rich embroider'd filks, I wear z 
No more in artful curls I comb my hair; 
No golden threads the wavy locks inwreath, 
Nor Syrian oils diffufive odours breathe : 
Why ſhonid I put ſuch gay allurements on, 
Now he, the darling of my ſoul, is gone? 
Soft is my breaſt, and keen the killing dart, 
And he who gave the wound deſerves my heart: 
My fate is fix'd, for ſure the fates decreed 
That he ſhould wound, and Sappho's boſom bleed. 
By the ſmoorh blndiſkments of verſe betray d, 
In vain I call my re:ſon to my aid; 
The Muſe is faithleſs to the fair at beſt, 
Bur fatal in a love-fick lady's breaſt. 

Yet is it ſtrange fo ſweet a youth ſhould dart 
Flames ſo reſiſtleis to a woman's heart? 
Him had Aurora ſeen, he ſoon had ſciz d 
Her ſoul, and Cephalus no more had pleas'd : 
Chaſte Cynthia, did ſhe once behold his charms, 
For F haum's would forſake Endymivun's arms; 
Venus would bear hi to her bower above, 
But there ſhe dreads a rival in his love. 
O fair perfection thou, nor youth, nor boy, 
Fix'd in the bright meridian point for joy 
Come. on my panting brea't thy head recline, 
Thy love I aſk not, only ſaffer mine: 
While this 1 aſk (but aſk I fear in vain) 
See how my falling tears the letter ſtain. 

At leaſt, why would you not vouchſafe to ſhew 
A kind regret, and ſay, «+ My dear, adieu!“ 
Nor parting kiſs ] gave, nor tender tear, 
My ruin flew on ſwifter wings than fear: 
Ly wrongs, too ſafely treaſur'd in my mind, 
Are all the pledges Phaon left behind; 
Nor could I make my laſt defire to thee, 
Sometimes to caſt a pitying thought on me. 

; But, gods ! when firſt the killing news I heard, 
What pale amazement in my looks appear'd ! 
Awhilc o'erwhelm'd with unexpected woe, 
My tongue forbore to ſpeak, my eyes to flow, 
But when my ſenſe was waken'd te deſpair, 

I beat my tender breaſt, and tore my hair: 


As a diſtracted mother 
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weeps forlorn, 
to the grave her fondling babe is borne. 
Meanwhile my cruel brother, for relief, 
With ſcorn inſults me, and derides my grief: 
Poor ſoul ! he cries, I doubt ſhe grows fincere 3 
Her daughter is return'd to life I fear. 
Mindleſs of fame, I to the world reveal 
The love ſo long I labour'd to conceal. 
Thou, thou art fame, and all the world, to me; 
All day I dote, and dream all night of thee: 
Though Phaor fly to regions far remote, 
By Sleep his image to my bed is brought: 
Around my neck thy fond embraces twine, 
Anon I think my arms incircle thine : 
Then the warm wiſhes of my ſoul I ſpeak, 
Which from my tongue in dying murmurs break : 
Heaven: ! with thy balmy lips my lips are preſt: 
And then l at then !—1 bluſh to write the reſt. 
Thus in my dream: the bright idear play, 
And gild the glowing ſcenes of fancy gay : 
With life alone my lingering love muſt end, 


On thee „ my lite, my all depend. 
But at the dawning day my pleaſures fleet, 
And 1 (too ſoon !) perceive the dear deceit : 


In caves and groves I ſeek to calm my grief 3 
The caves and groves afford me no relief. 
Frantic I rove, diſorder'd with deſpair, 
And to the winds unbind my ſcatter'd hair. 
1 find the Shades, which to our joys were kind, 
But my falſe Phaon there no more I find : 
With him the caves were cool, the grove was green, 
But now his abſence withers all the ſcene: 
There weeping, I the graſſy couch ſurvey, 
Where file by fide we once together lay: 
I fall where thy forſaken print appears, 
And the kind turf imbibes my flowing tears. 
The birds and trees to grief aſſiſtance bring, 
Theſe drop their leaves, and they forbear to ſing: 
Poor Philomel, of all the quire, alone 
For mangled Itys warbles out her moan 
Her moan for him trills ſweetly through the grove, 
While Sappho ſings of ill-requited love. 

To this dear ſolitude the Naiads bring 
Their fruitful urns, to form a filver ſpring : 
The trees that on the ſhady margin grow 
Are green above, the banks are green below: 
Here while by ſorrow lull'd afleep I lay, 
Thus ſaid the guardian nymph, or ſeem'd to ſay: 
Fly, Sappho, fly; to cure this deep deſpair, 
To the Leucadian rock in haſte 1epair 3 
High on whoſe hoary top an awful fane, 
To Phœbus rear'd, ſurveys the ſubject main. 
This deſperate cure, of old, Deucalion try d, 
For love to fury wrought by Pyrrha's pride; 
Into the waves, as holy rites require, 
Headlong he leap'd, and quench'd his hopeleſs fire: 
Her frozen breaſt a ſudden flame ſubdued, 
And ſhe who fled the youth, the youth purſued. 
Like him, to give thy raging paſſion eaſe, 
Precipitate thyſelf into the ſeas. 

This ſaid, ſhe diſappear d. I deadly wan 
Roſe up, and guſhing tears unbounded ran t 
I fly, ye nymphs, I fly; though fear aſſail 
The woman, yet the lover muſt prevail. 


In death what terrors can deſerve my care ? 


The pangs of death are geatler than deſpair. 
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Ye winds, and Cupid thou, to meet my fall, 


Your downy pinions ſpread ! my weight is ſmall. 
Thus — to the god of verſe I'll! bow, 
Hang up my lute, and thus inſcribe my vow: 
To Phæœdus grateful Sappho gave this lute z 

The gifc did both the god and giver ſuit. 

But, Ph ion, why ſhould I this toil endure, 
When thy return would ſoon complete the cure ? 
Thy beauty, and its balmy power, would be 
A Pheœbus and Leucadi m rock to me. 

O harder than the rock to which 1 go, 

And deafer than the waves that war below! 
Think yet, oh think ! ſhall future ages tell 
That I to Phaon's ſcorn a victim fell? 

Or hadſt thou rather ſee this tender breaſt 
Bruis*d on the clift, than cloſe to Phaon's preſtꝰ 
This breaſt, which, fill'd with bright poetic fire, 
You made me once believe you did admire ? 

O could it now ſupply me with addreſs 

To plead my cauſe, and court thee with ſucceſs ! 
But mighty woes my genius quite control, 

And damp the rifing vigour of my ſoul : 

No more, ye Leſbi n nymphs, defire a ſong, 
Mute is my voice, my lure is all unſtrung 

My Phaon's fled, who made my fancy ſhine, 
(Ah I yet I ſcarce forbear to call him—mine.) 
Phaon is fled ! bur bring the youth again, 
Inſpiring ardors will revive my vein. 

But why, alas | this unavailing prayer ? 

Vain are my vows, and fleet with common air: 
My vows the winds diſperſe, and make their ſport, 
Bur ne'er will waft him to the Leſbian port. 

Yet if you purpoſe to return, tis wrong 
To let your miſtreſs languiſh here ſo long: 
Venus for your fair voyage will compoſe 
The ſea, for from the ſea the goddeſs roſe : 
Cupid, aſſiſted with propitious gales, 

Will hand the rudder, and direct the fails. 
But, if relentleſs to my prayer you prove, 
If fill, unkind without a cauſe, you'll rove, 
And ne'er to Sappho's longing eyes reſtore 
That object, which her hourly vows implore z 
*T will be compaſſion now t' avow your hate; 
Write, and confirm the rigour of my fate ! 
Then, ſteel d with reſolution by deſpair, 

For cure I'll to the kinder ſeas repair: 

That laſt relief for love-fick minds 1'1! try; 
Phoebus may grant what Phaon could deny. 


ADVERTISEMEN T. 


PHE ancients have left us little farther account of 

P „than that he was an old mariner, whom 
Venus transformed into a very beautiful youth, whom 
Sappho, and ſeveral other Leſbian ladies, fell paſ- 
ſion ately in love with; and therefore I thought it 
might be pardonable to vary the circumitances ot 
his ſtory, and to add what I thought proper in the 
following epiſtle. 


PHAON ro SAPPH O. 


I SOON perceiv'd from whence your letter came, 

Before 1 ſaw it fign'd with Sappho's name: 
Such tender thoughts in ſuch a flowing verſe, 
Did Phaebus to the fl; ing aymph rehearſe ; 
Vet Fate was deaf to all his powerful charms, 
And tore the beauteous Daphne from his arms * 

Wich ſuch concern your paſſion I ſurvey, 

As when 1 view a veſſel tofs'd at fea; 

I beg each friendly puwer the ſtorm may ceaſe, 
And every warring wave be lull'd in peace. 
What can | more chan wiſh? for who can free 
The wretched from the woe the gods decree ? 
With generous pity I'll repay your flame; 
Pity | tis what deſerves a ſotier name: 

Which yer, 1 fear, of equal uſe would prove 
To ſooth a tempeſt, as abate your love. 

How can my art your fierce diſeaſe ſubdue ? 
I want, alas la greater cure than you: 
Benumb'd in death the cold phyſician lies, 

While for his help the feveriſh patient cries : 
Call me not cruel, but reproach my fate, 

And, I .ſtening while my woes 1 here relate, 
Let your ſoft boſom heave with render ſighs, 
Let mel-ing ſorrow languith in your eyes; 
Piteous deplore a wretch conftrain'd to rove 
Whoſe crime and puniſhment is lighted love 3 
Fix'd for his guilt, to eveiy coming age, 

A monument of Cytherea's rage. 

At Melea born, my race unknown to fame, 
With oars I ply'd 3 Colymbus was my name; 
A name tha: from the diving birds I bore, 
Which ſeck their fiſhy food alung the ſhore. 
One ſummer-eve in port I left my ſail, 

And with my partners ſought a neighbouring vale ; 
What time the rural nymphs repair d to pay 

Their floral honours to the Queen of May. 

At firſt their various charms my choice confuſe, 
For what is choice where each is fit to chooſe ? 
But love or fate at length my boſom fir'd 

With a bright maid in myrtle-green attir'd ; 

A ſhepherueſs ſhe was, and on the lawn 

Sate to the ſerting-ſun from dewy daun; 

Yet fairer than the nymphs who guard the ftreamy 
In peariy caves, and ſhun the burning beams. 

I whiſper love; ſhe flies; 1 (till purſue, 

To preſs her tothe joy ſhe never knew: 

And while I ſpeak, the virgin bluſhes ſpread 

Her damaſk beauty with a warmer red. — 
I vow'd unihaken faith, invoking loud 

Venus, t atteſt the folemn faith I vow'd ; 
Invoking all the radiant lights above, 

(But moſt the lamp that lights the realm of love} 
No more to guide me with their friendly rays, , 
But leave my thip to periſh on the ſeas, 

If the dear charmer ever chanc'd to find 

My heart d ſloy al, or my look unkind. 

A maid will liften when her Lyver ſwears, | 
And think his faith mare real than her fears, 
The careful ſhepherdets ſecur'd her flocks 
From the devouring wolf, and wily fox, 

Vet fell herielf an undefended prey 


| To one more cruel and more falſe than they. 


| Cunz 
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The nuptial joys we there conſummate ſoon, 
Bate in the friendly ſilence of the moon; 
And till the birds proclaim'd the dawning day, 
Beneath a ſhade of flowers in tranſport lay: 

J zoſe, and ſoftly fighing, view'd her o'er ; 
How chang'd, I thought, from what the was before 
Yet ſtill repeated (eager to be gone) 

My former pledges, with a fainter tone, 

And promis'd quick return: the penſive fair 
Went with reluctance to her fleecy che; 
While I reſolv'd to quit my naive ſhore, 


Never to ſee the late-loy'd Malea more. 


Freſh on the waves the morning breezes play, 
To bear my veiſel and my vows away; 
Win proſperous ſpeed 1 fly before the wind, 
And leave the length of Leſbos all behind: 
Far diſtant from my Malean love at laſt, 
1 with twenty leagues l etween us caſt) 
furl my ſails, and on the Sigrian ſhore, 
dopting that my ſeat, the ve ſſrl moor. 
igrium, rrom whoſe aerial height I ſpy 
The diſtant fields that bore imperial Troy: 
Which, fill accurs'd for Helen's broken vow, 
Procure thin crops, ungrateful to the plough. 
1 gaze, revolving in my guilty mind, 
What future vengeance will my falſchood find, 
When kings, and empires, no forgiveneſs gain'd 
For violated rites, and faith prophan'd ! 
Sea-faring on that coaſt I lcd my life, 
A commoner of love, without a wife, 
— with caſual joys; and vainly thought 
enus forgave the perjur'd, or forgot. 
And now my ſixtieth year began to (hed 
An undiftinguith'd winter o'er my head; 
When, bent for Tenedos, a country dame 
(1 thought her ſuch) for ſpeedy paſſage came, 
A palſy ſhook her limbs; a ſhrivel' ſkin 
But ill conceal'd the ſkeleton within; 
A monument of time: with equal grace 
Her garb had poverty to ſuit her face. 
Extortiog firſt my price, I ſpread my fail, 
And ſteer my courſe before a merry gale ; 
Which haply turn'd her tatter'd ye 1 aſide, 
When in her lap a golden vaſe I ſpy d; 
Around ſo rich with orient gems enchas'd, 
A flamy luftre o'er the gold they cait. 
With cager eyes I yiew the tempting bane, 
And ſailing now ſecure amid the main, 
With felon force I ſeiz'd the ſeeming crone, 
To plunge her in, and make the prize my own. 


To Venus ſtraight ſhe chang'd divine to view | 


The laughing Loves around their mo her flew: 

Who, circled with a pomp of Graces, ſtood. 

Such as ſhe firſt aſcended from the flood. 

I bow'd, ador'd.-— With terror in her voice, 

Thy violence (ſhe cry'd) ſhall win the prize: 

Rencw thy wrinkled form, be young and fair; 

But ſoon thy heart ſhall own the purchaſe dear. 

Nor is revenge forgot, though long delay'd, 

For vows «tteited in the Malean hade. 

Wrapt in a purple cloud, ſhe cut the ſkies, 

And looking doun, ſtill threaten'd with her eyes. 
My fea. at length difpell'd (the ſight ef gold 

Can make an avaricivus coward bold), 

J ſeiz'd the glittering ſpoil, in hope to find 

A cate ſv rich with licher treaſures lin d. 


— 
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EN TON Ss POEM 2 


The lid remov's, the vacant ſpace inc lo: d 

An eſſence, wich celeſtial art compo. d; 

Which cures oid age, and makes the thrivel'd cheek 

Bluſhy as Eacchus, and as Hebe fleck: 

Strength to the nerves the neQar'd ſweets ſupply, 

And eagle-radiance to the faded cye. 

Nor ſharp diſcaſe, nor want, nor age, have power 

T' invade that yigour, and that bloom deflower. 
TH effect 1 found, for, when re:urn'd to lind, 

Some drops I ſprinkled on my tun-burnt hand; 

Where'er they fell, ſurprifing to the ſglit, 

The freckled brov.n imbib'd a milky wiite ; 

do luok the panther”: varied ſides; and fo 

The pheaſant's wing, bedropt with lakes of ſnow, 

vet the whole, the ſ:me ccleſtial hue 

Tinctur'd the whole, meander'd o'er wit': blue. 

Struck with am ement herc, I pulſe a ſpace ; 

Next with the liquid ſewers anvint my face: 

My neck and hoary locks I then bedew, 

And in the waves my changing vitage view. 

Straight with my charms the watry mirror glows, 

Thoſe fatal charms that ruin'd your repoſe 

Still doubting, up I ſtart, and tcar to und 

Some young Adonis gazing oer behind. 

My waiſt, and all my limbs, I laſt beſmeat'd, 

And ſoon a gloſſy youth all o'er appe u d. 

Lg wrapt in ſilent wonder, on the ſtrand, 

I like a ſtatue of Apollo ſtand: 

Like his, with oval grace my front is ſpread ; 

Like his, my lips and cheeks are roſy red; 

Like his my limbs are ſhap'd ; in every part 

So juſt, they mock the ſculptor's mimic art: 

And golden curls adown my ſhoulders flow; 

Nor wants there aught, except the lyre and bow. 

Reſtor d to youth, triumphant I repair 

To court; to captivate th* admiring fair: 

My faultleſs form the Leſbian ny mphs adore, 

Avow their flames, weep, ſigh, proteſt, implore. 

There feel I firſt the penance of my fin; 

All fpring without, and winter all within ! 

From me the ſenſe of gay dofire is fled, 

And all their charms are cordial to the dead. 

Or, if within my breaſt there chance to riſe 

The ſweet remembrance of the genial joys; 

Sudden it leaves me, like a tranſient gleam, 

That giids tle ſurface of a freezing fiream. 

M-antime with various pangs my Eeort is torn, 

Hate {trives with Pity, Shame contends with Scorn 3 

Contus'd w:th grief, I quit the court, to range 

In ſavage wilde; and curſe my penal change. 

The Phanix fo, reftor'd with rich p2rfumes, 

Diſplays the florid pride of all hi plumes 

Then flies to live amid thᷣ' Arabian groves, 

In barren ſolitude, a foe to love. 

But in the calm receſs of woods and plains, 

The viper Envy revel'd in my veins 

And ever when the male cargſs'd his bride, 

Sighing with rage, I turn'd my eyes afide. 

In river, mead, and grove, ſuch objects roſe, 

T' avenge the goddeſs, and awake my woes : 

Fiſh, b-aft, and bird, in river, mead, and grove, 

Blefs'd and rever'd the bliſsful powers of Love. 

What can I do for eaſe ? O, whither fly? 

Reſume my fatal form, ye gods, I cry : 

Wither this beanteous bloom, ſo tempting gay; 

And let me live traasform'd to weal:, aud gray! 


FENTON'S PORM SV . 


By change of clime, my ſorrows to beguile, 

J jcave, for Sicily, my native iſle : 

Vain hypc ! for who can leave himſelf behind, 
Ana live a thoughtleſs exile from the mind? 
Arriving there, amidſt a flowery plain 

That join'd the ſhore, I view'd a virgin-train, 
Who in ſoft ditties ſung of Acis* flame, 

And ftrew*d with annual wreaths his amber ſtream. 
I. ꝛc ſoon they ſaw, and fir'd with pious joy, 

He comes, the godlike Acis comes, they cry: 
Fair pride of Neptune's court! indulge our prayer; 
Approach, you've now no Polyphenee to fear. 
Accept our rites : to bind thy brow, we bring 
Theſe carlieſt honours of the roſy ſpring : 

So may thy Galatea ſtill be Kind, 

As we thy ſmiling power propitious find ! 

Tut if—(they read uieir error in my bluſh; 

For ſhame, and rege, and (cor, alternate fluſh.) 
But if of carthy race, vet ki der prove 3 

Refuſe all other rice” but thoſe of love. 

That hated word new-?..bs my rankling wound; 
Like a ſtuck deer 1 ſtartie at the ſou d: 

Thence to the woods with furious ſpeed repair, 
And leave them ali abend, to defpair. 

So frighted by the ſwai::s, to reach the brake 
Clides from a ſunny bank the glictering ſnake 
And whiltt, reviv'd in outh, his wavy train 
Floats in large ſpires, and burns along the plain; 
He darts malignance from his ſcornful eye, 

And the young flowers wich livid hiſſes die. 

Let my ſad fate your ſoft compaſſion move, 
Convinc'd that Phaon would, but cannot love: 
To torture and diſtract my ſoul, are join'd 
Unfading youth, and imputence of mind. 

The white and red that flatter on my ſkin, 

Hide hell; the grinning furies howl within; 
Pride, Envy, Rage, and Hate, inhabit there, 
And the black child of Guilt, extreme Deſpair : 
Nor of leſs terror to the perjur*d prove 

The frowns of Venus, than the bolts of Jove. 

When Orpheus in the woods began to play, 
Sooth'd with his airs, the leopards round him lay: 
Their glaring eyes with lefſen'd fury burn'd ; 
But when the lyre was mute, tk eir rage return'd ; 
So would thy muſe and lute a wh le control 
My woes, and tune the diſcord of my ſoul : 

In ſweet ſuſpence each ſavage thought reſtrain'd z 
And then, the love I never felt I teign'd; 

O Sappho, now that muſe and lute employ z 

| Invoke the golden goddeſs from the ſky : 

From the Leucadian rock ne er hope redreſs, 

In love, Apollo bo iſts no ſure ſucceſs: 

Let him preſide oer oracles and arts; 

Venus alone hath balm for bleeding hearts. 

O, let the warbled hymn * delight her ear; 

Can ſhe when Sappho ſings refuſe to hear ? 
Thrice let the warbled hymn repeat thy pain, 
While flowers and burning gums perfume her fane, 
And when, deſcending to the plaintive ſouud, 
She comes conteſs'd with all her Graces round, 
O, plead my cauſe! in that auſpicious hour, 
Propitiate with thy vows the vengeful power. 
Nor ceaſe thy ſuit, till with a ſmiling air 

Sbe cries, I give my Phaon to thy prayer; 


* Alluding to her Ode to Venus, 


And, from his crime abſoly*d, with all his charms 
He long ſhall live, and die in Sappho's arms. 
Then ſwift, and gentle as her gentleſt dove, 

I'll ſeek thy breaft, and equal all thy love: 
Hymen ſhall clap his purple wings, and ſpread 
Inceſſint raptures o'er the nuptial bed. 

And while in pomp at Cythetea's ſhrine, 

With choral ſong and dance, our vows we join; 
Her flaming altar with religious fear 

In touch, and, proftrate on the marble, ſwear 
That zeal and love for ever ſhall divide 

My heart, between the goddeſs and the bride. 


A T A L BN, 


Deviſed in the pleſaunt Manere of 


WW HYLOM in Kent there dwelt a clerke, 
Who wyth grete cheer, and litil werke, 

Upſwalen was with venere : 

For meagre Lent ne recked he, 

Ne ſaints daies had in remembraunce, 

Mo will had he to daliaunce. 

To ſerchen out a bellamie, 

He had a ſharp and licorous eie; 

But it wold bett abide a leke, 

Or onion, thai the fight of Greke ; 

Wheretore, God yeve him ſhame, Boccace 

Serv'd him for Baſil and Ignace, 

His vermeil cheke that ſhon wyth mirth, 

Spake hir the blitheſt prieſt on yearth 

At chyrch, to ſhew his lillied hond, 

Full fetuuſly he prank d his bond; 


Sleke weren his flaxen locks ykempt, 
And Iſaac Wever was he nempt. 
i; Thilke clerke, echaufed in the groyne, 
For a young damoſell did pyne, 

Born in Eait-Cheap z who, by my fay, 
| Yypert was as a popinyay : 

Ne wit ne wordes did the waunt, 
Wele cond ſhe many a romaunt 
Ore maſcadine, or ipiced ale, 
She carrold ſoote as nightingale : 
And tor the nonce couth rowle her eyne, 
Withouten ſpeche; a tpeciall figne 
She lack'd ſomdele of what ech dame 
Holds dere as life, yet dreaes to name: 
So was eftſoons by Iſaac won 
To bliſsful conſuramation. 

Here mought 1 now tellen the feſtes, 
Who yave the bryde, how bibb'd the gheſtes ; 
But withouten ſuch gawdes, I trow 
Myne legend is prolix ynow. 

Ryghte wele areeds Dan Prior's ſong, 
A tale ſhold never be too long; 
And ſikerly in fayre Englond 
None bett doeth taling underſtond. 
She now, algates full ſad to chaunge 


| The citee for her huſbond's graunge, 
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To Kent mote ; for the wele did knowe 

*T was vaine ayenſt the ſtreme to rowe. 

Sa wend they on one ſteed yfere, 

Ech cleping toder life and dere ; 

Heven ſhilde hem fro myne 

Or many a groat theyr mee! woll coſt. 
Deem next ye maiftreſs Wever ſene 


go gy no | 
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— — + ge delite 
Ferre in theyr entrails are empi 
Els, par miſchaunce, —— — 
Emong the breers mought ſore be ſhent. 
Thus woxen hote, they much avaunce 
Love of venereal jouiſaunce: 
And in one month, the trouth to ſayne, 
' Swink mo than manhode in yeres twaine. 
O Benedicite ! . , 
If kepyng hote fo kind ych be, 
Hie in thyne boweles truſs thyne gere, 
And eke the ſkrippe that daungleth here. 
Ne dame, he anſwer'd, mote that bene; 
| For as I hope to be a dene, | 
Thilke Falſtaffe - bellie rownd and big, 
Was built for corny ale and pig: 
Ne in it is a chink for theſe, 
Ne for a wheat-ftraw, and 
Pardie, gd. the, ſyth theres nat room, 
Swete Nykin ! chafe hem in myne woom. 


7 0 


PrP O P E. 


AN IMITATION OF A GREEK EPIGRAM IN 
HOMER. 


N Phoebus, and the nine harmonious Maids, 

Of old aſſembled in the I heſpian ſhoves, 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
Befits theſe s to lound, and thee to hear ? 
Reply'd the god, Your loftieſt notes employ 
To ung young Prleus, and the fall of I roy. 
The wondrous ſung with rupture they rehearſe, 
Then aſk who wruught that miracle or verſe. 
He anſwer d with a frown ; I now reveal 
A truth that Envy bids me not conceal. 
Retiring frequent to his laureat vale, 
1 warbled to the lyre that favourite tale, 
Which, unobſerv'd, a wandering Greek and blind, 
Heard me repeat, and treatur'd in his mind ; 
And fir'd with thirſt of more than mortal praiſe, 
From me the god of wit uſurp'd the bays. 
© But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 
Proud with celeſtial ſpoils to grace her name; 
Vet when my arts ſhall triumph in the Weſt, 
And the White iſle with female power is bleſt, 
Fame, I foreſee, will make repr ſals there, 
And the tranſlator's palm to me transter; 
With leſs regret my claim 1 now decline, 
1 be world will think this Engliſh Iliad mine. 


— — 


THE 


PLATONIC SPELL. 


WHENE'ER I wed, yourg Strephon cry'd, 
Ye powers that o'er the nooſe preſide, 

Wit, beauty, wealth, good-humour give, 

Or let me ſtill a rover live: 

But if all theſe no nymph can ſhare, 

Let mine, ye powers be doubly fair. 
Thus pray d the ſwain in heat of blood, 

Whilk nigh celeſtial Cupid ſtood; 

And, tapping him, ſaid, Youth be wiſe, 

And let a child for once adviſe. 

A faultleſs make, a manag d wit, 

Humour and riches, rarely meet : 

But if a beauty you'd obtain, 

Court ſome bright Phillis of the brain; 

The dear idea long enjoy, 


Clean is the bliſs, and ne'er will cloy. 


„ This Poem, with ſome variations, may 
found in Stepney, Vol. XVII. under the title 
« The Spell. 
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But truſt me, youth, for I'm fincere, 
And know the 114ies to a hair 3 
Howe'er ſmall poets whine upon it, 

In madrigal, in ſong, and ſonnet, 
Their beauty's but a ſpell, to bring 
A lover to the enchanted ring. 

Ere the ſack · poſſet is digeſted, 

Or half of Hymen's taper waſted, 
The winning air, the wanton trip, 
The ri ant eye, the v-Ivet lip, 
From which you fragrant kiſſe; ſtole, 
And ſeem'd to ſuck her ſpringing ſoul 3 
Theſe, and the reft you doated on, 
Are nauſeous or inſipid grown ; 

The ſpell d ſſolves, the cloud is gone, 
And Sachariſſa turns to Joan. 


MARULLUS ro NE ARA, 


IMITA TE D. 


ROD like Diana, ready for the chace, 

Her mind as ſpotleſs, and as fair her face, 
Young Sylvia ftray'd beneath the dewy dawn 
To courſe th* imperial ſtag o'er Windſor 1awn. 
There Cupid view'd her ſpreading o'er the plain, 
The firſt and faireſt of the rural train; 

And, by a ſmall miſtake, the power of love, 

Thought her tte virgin-goddeſs of the grove : 

Soon aw'd with innocence, t' evade her fight 

He fled, and dropp*d his quiver in the flight : 

Though —_ ſhe bluſh'd, and, with a glowing 
mite, 

Purſu'd the god, and ſeiz d the golden ſpoil. 

The nymph, reſiſtleſs in her native charms, 
Now reigns, poſſeſs'd of Cupid's dreaded arms ; 
And, wing'd with lightning from her radiant eyes, 
Unerring in its ſp*ed each arrow flies. 

No more his deity is held divine, 

No more we kneel at Cytherea's ſhrine ; 

Their various powers, complete in Sylvia, prove 
Her title to command the realms of love. 
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TRAKSLATED FROM SECUNDUS, 


J. 


WIEN Venus, in the ſweet Idalian ſhade, 
A violet couch for young Aſcanius made, 

Their opening gems th* obedient roſes bow'd, 

And veil'd his beauyes with a damaſk cloud: 


1 Of neftar'd dews, 


FF 


8 


| 


519 


While the bright goddeſs, with a gentle ſhower 
m'd the bliſsful bewer. 
Of fight inſatiate, ſhe devours his charms, 
Till her ſoft breaſt rekindling ardour warms ; 
New joys tumultuous in her boſom roll, 
And all Adonis ruſheth on her ſoul : 
Tranſported wich each dear reſembling grace, 
She cries, Aduni. !—fſure I ſee thy face 
Then ſtoops to claſp the beauteous form, but fears 
He*d wake too ſoon, and with a ſigh forbears; 
Yet, fix'd in filent rapture, ſtands to gaze, 
Kiſſing each flowering bud that round her plays: 
Swell' with her touch, each animated roſe 
Expands, and ſtraight with warmer purple glows 3 
Where infant kiſſes bloom, a balmy ftore ! 
Redoubling all the bliſs ſhe felt before. 
Sudden her ſwans career along the ſkies, ) 
And o'er the globe the fair celeſtial flies; 
Then, as where Ceres paſt, the teeming plain 
Yellow'd with wavy crops of golden grain, 
So fruitful kifſcs fell where Venus flew, 
And by the power of genial magic grew; 
A plenteous harveſt ! which the deign'd t impart, 
To ſouth an agonizing love · ſick heart. 
All hail, ye roſeate kifſes ! who remove 
Our cares, and cool the calentures of love. 
Lol! I your poet, in melodious lays, 
Bleſs vour kind power, enamour'd of your praiſe; 
iays! form'd to laſt, till barbarous time invades 
The Muies* hill, and withers all their ſhades. 
Sprung from the * guardian of the Roman name, 
In Roman numbers live, ſecure of fame. 
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AS the young enamour'd vine 
Round her elm delights to twine, 
As the claſping ivy throws 
Round her oak her wanton boughs, 
So cloſe, expanding all thy charms, 
Fold me, my Chloris, in thy arms ! 
Cloſer, my Chloris, could it be, 
Would my fond arms incircle thee. 

The jovial friend ſhall tempt in vain 
With humour, wit, and briſk champaignez 
In vain ſhall Nature call for ſleep, 

We'll Love's eternal vigils keep: 
Thus, thus for ever let us lie, 
Diſſolving in exceſs of joy, 

Till fate ſhall with a fingle dart 
Transfix the pair it cannot part. 

Thus join'd, we'll fleet like Venus' doves, 
And ſeek the bleſt Elyſian groves ; | 
Where Spring in roſy triumph reigns 
Perpetual o'er the joyous plains : 

There lovers of heroic name 

Revive their long-extinguiſh'd flame, 
And o'er the fragrant v.le advance 
In ſhining pomp to form the dance, 
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Or ſing of love and gay deſire, 

Reſponſive to the warbling lyre; 

Reclining ſoft in bliſsful bowers, 

Purpled ſweet with ſpringing flowers 3 

And cover'd with a filken ſhade, 

Of laurel mix d with myrtle made: 
Where, flaunting in immortal bloom, 
The muſk roſe ſcents the verdant gloom 3 
Through which the whiſpering zephyrs fly, 
Softer than a virgin's ſigh. 

When we approach thoſe bleſt retreats, 
Th' aſſembly ſtraight will leave their ſeats, 
Admiring much the matchleſs pair, 

So fond the youth, the nymph ſo fair ! 
Daughters and miſtreſſes to Jove, 

By Homer fam' d of old for love, 

In homage to the Britiſh Grace, 

Will pive pre-eminence of place. 
Helen herſelf will ſoon agree 
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THOMAS LAMBAR D, ESQ. 


C Omnia me tua deleflant ; ſed maxim?, maxema cim 
« fides in amicitia, comſilium, gravitas, corſeantia z 
4 tum lepot, humanitas, litera." 

C1czro, Ep. xxvii. Lib. xi. 


Stow though I am to wake the ſleeping lyre, 
Yet ſhould the Muſe ſome happy ſong inſpire, 

Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee, 

That favourite verſe to Lambard I decree : 

Such may the Muſe inſpire, and it prove 

A pledge and monument of laſting love ! 
Meantime intent the faireft plan to find, 

To form the manners, and improve the mind 

Me the fam'd wits of Rome and Athens pleaſe, 

By Orrery's indulgence wrapt in caſe; 

Whom all the rival Muſes ſtrive to grace 

With wreaths familiar to his letter'd race. 

Now Truth's bright charms employ my ſerious 

thought, 

In flowing eloquence by Tully taught : 

Then from the ſhades of Tuſculum I rove, 

And ſtudious wander in the Grecian grove ; 

While wonder and delight the ſoul engage 

To ſound the depths of Plato's ſacred page; 

Where Science in attractive fable lies, 

And veil'd, the more invites her lover's eyes. 

Tranſported thence, the flowery heights 1 gain 

Of Pindus, and admire the warbling train, 

Whoſe wings the Muſe in better ages prun'd, 

And their ſweet harps to moral airs attun d. 
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As night is tedious while, in love betray d. 

The wakeful youth expects the faithleſ; maid z 

As weary'd hinds accuſe the lingering ſan, 

And heirs impatient wiſh for twenty-one : 

So dull to Horace * did the moments glide, 

Till his free Muſe her ſprightly force employ d 

To combat vice, and follies to expoſe, 

In eaſy numbers near all,; d to proſe : 

Guilt bluſh'd and trembled when ſhe heard him 
fing. 

He ſmil'd — and ticlzled with his ſting. 

With ſuch a graceful negligence expreſt, 

Wit, thus apply'd, will ever ſtand the teſt ; 

But he, who blindly led by whimſy ftrays, 

And from groſs images would merit praiſe, 

When Nature ſets the nobleſt Rores in view, 

Affects to poliſh copper in Peru: 

So while the ſeas on barren ſands are caſt, 

The ſaltneſs of their waves offends the taſte ; 

But when to heaven exhal'd, in fruit ſul rain, 

In fragrant dews they fall, to cheer the ſwain, 

Revive the fainting flowers, and ſwell the meagre 


grain. 

Be this their care, who, ſtudious of renown, 
Toil up th' Aonian ſteep to reach the crown z 
Suffice it me, that (having ſpent my prime 
In picking epithets, and yoking rhyme) 

To ſteadier rule my thoughts I now compoſe, 
And prize ideas clad in honeſt proſe. 

Old Dryden, emulous of Cæſar's praiſe, 
Cover'd his baldneſs with immortal bays ; 
And Death perhaps, to ſpoil poetic ſport, 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine ſhort : 

His car had a more laſting itch than mine, 
For the ſmooth cadence of a golden line : 
Should luſt of verſe prevail, and urge the man 
To run the trifling race the boy began, 
Mellow'd with fixty winters, you might ſee 
My circle end in ſecond infancy, 

I might ere long an aukward humour have, 
To wear my bells and coral to the grave, 

Or round my room alternate take a courſe, 
Now mount my hobby, then the Muſes” horſe : 
Let others wither gay, but I'd appear 

With ſage decorum in my eaſy chair; 

Grave as Libanius, lumbering o'er the laws, 
Whilſt gold and party zeal decide the cauſe. 

A nobler taſk our riper age affords 
Than ſcanning ſyllables, and weighir . words. 
To malce his hours in even meaſures flow, 

Nor think ſome fleet too faſt, and ſome too flow ; 
Still equal in himſelf, and free to taſte 

The Now, without repining at the Paſt ; 

Nor the vain preſcience of the ſpleen tꝰ employ, 
To pall the flavour of 2 promis'd joy; 

To live tenacious of the golden mean, 

In all events of various fate ſerene; 

With virtue ſteel'd, and ſteady to ſurvey 

Age, death, diſeaſe, or want, without diſmay : 
Theſe arts, my Lambard ! uſeful in their end, 
Make man to others and himſelf a friend. 

Happieſt of mortals he, who, timely wiſe, 
In the calm walks of Truth his bloom enjoys; 


® Epiſt. 1. Lib. 2. 
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With books and patrimonial plenty bleſt, 
Health in his veins, and quiet in his breaſt ! 
Him no vain hopes attract, no fear appals, 
Nor the gay ſervitude of courtsenthrals, 
Unknowing how to maſk concertcd guile 

With a falſe cringe, or undermining ſmile ; 
His manners pure, from affectation tree, 

And prudence ſhines through clear fimplicity. 
Though no rich labours of the Perfian loom, 
Nor the nice ſculpter's art 2dorn his room, 
Sleep unprovok'd will ſoftly ſeal his eyes, 
And innocence the want of down ſupplies ; 
Health tempeis all his cups, and at his board 
Reigns the cheap luxury the fields afford: 
Like the great Trojan, mantled in a cloud, 
Himſelf unſcen he ſees the labouring crowd, 
Where all induftrious to their ruin run, 

Swift to purſue what moſt they to ſhun. 
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In vagrant luſts to feed a laviſh heir: 
Others devour Ambition's glittering bait, 
To ſweat in purple, and repine in tate ; 
Devote their powers to every wild extreme 
For the ſhort pageant of a pompous dream : 
Nor can the mind to full perfection bring 
The fruits it early promis d in the ſpring, 
But in a public ſphere thoſe virtues fade, 
Which open'd fair, and flouriſh'd in the ſhade : 
So while the Night her ebon ſceptre ſways, 
Her fragrant blooms the Indian plant diſplays ; 
But the full day the ſhort<liv'd beauties ſhun, 
Elude our hopes, and ficken at the ſun. 

Fantaſtic joys in diſtant views appear, 
And tempt the man to make the raſh career. 
Fame, Power, and Wealth, which glitter at the goal, 
Allure his eye, and fire his eager ſoul ; 
} or theſe are caſe and innocence refign'd, 
For theſe he trips ; farewell the tranquil mind ! 
Headſtrong he urges on till vigour fails, 
And gray experience (but too late !) prevails : 
But, in his evening, view the hoary fool, i 
When the nerves flacken, and the ſpirits cool ; 
When joy and bluſhy youth forſake his face, 
Sicklied with age, and ſour with ſelf-diſgrace ; 
No flavour then the ſparkling cups retain, 
Muſic is harſh, the Syren fings in vain ; 
To him what healing balm can art apply, 
Who lives diſeas'd with life, and dreads to die ? 
In that laſt ſcene, by Fate in ſables dreſt, 
Thy power, triumphant Virtue ! is confeſt ; 
Thy veſtal flames diffuſe celeſtial light 
Through Death's dark vale, and uiſh total night; 
Lenient of anguiſh, o'er the — 
When the gay toys of flattering Fortune fail. + 
Such, happy Twiſden! (ever be thy name 
Mourn'd by the Muſe, and fairin deathleſs fame !) 
While the bright effluence of her glory ſhone, 
Were thy laſt hours, and ſuch I wiſh my own: 
So caſſia bruis'd exhales her rich perfumes, 
And incenſe in a fragrant cloud preſumes. 

Moſt ſpoil the boon that Nature's pleas'd t' impart, 
9 or by want of art; 
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By ſolid ſcience all her gifts are grac'd, 
Like gems new poliſh'd, and with gold enchas'd, 
Votes to th* unletter'd *ſquire the laws allow, 
As Rome receiv'd dictators from the plough : 
But arts, addreſs, and force of genius, join 
ö— — a 
Vet one preſiding power in every brea 
Receives a ſtronger ſanction than the reſt; = 
And they who ſtudy and diſcern it well, 
Act unreſtrain' d, without deſign excel, 
But court and err without redreſs, 
Miſſing the maſter - talent they poſſeſs. 
Whiſton in Euclid may ſuccced, 
But ſhall I truſt him to reform my creed ? 
In ſweet aſſemblage every blooming grace 
Fix Love's bright throne in Teraminta's face, 
With which her faultleſs ſhape and air agree, 
But, wanting wit, ſhe ftrives to repartee ; 
And, ever prone her matchleſs form to wrong, 
Left Envy ſhould be dumb, ſhe lends her tongue. 
By long experience D—y may, no doubt, 
Enſnare a gudgeon, or ſometimes a trout ; 
Yet Dryden once exclaim'd (in partial ſpite !) 
He fiſh !—becauſe the man attempts to write. 
Oh, if the water- were kind to none 
But thoſe the Muſes bathe in Helicon : 
In what far diſtant age would Belgia raiſe 
One happy wit to net the Britiſh ſeas ! 

Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor ſmiles alike on all: 


The Latian vales eternal verdure wear, 


And flowers ſpontaneous crown the ſmiling year 3 
But who manures a wild Norwegian hill, 

To raiſe the jaſmine, or the coy jonquil ? 

Who finds the peach among the ſavage ſloes, 

Or in bleak Sythia ſeeks the bluſhing roſe ? 

Her golden grain waves o'er the teeming fields, 
And there the vine her racy purple yields. 

High on the cliffs the Britiſh oak aſcends, 

Proud to ſurvey the ſeas her power defends ; 

Her ſovereign title to the flag ſhe proves, 
Scornful of ſofter India's ſpicy groves. } 
Theſe inſtances, which true in fact we find, 

ly we to the culture of the mind. 

is ſoil, in early youth improv'd with care, 
The ſeeds of gentle ſcience beſt will bear; 
That with more particles of flame inſpir'd, 
With glittering arms and thirſt of fame is fir d; 
Nothing of greatneſs in a third will grow, 
But, barren as it is, "twill bear a beau. 
If theſe from Nature's genial bent depart, 
In life's dull farce to play a borrow'sd part; 
Should the ſage dreſs, and flutter in the Mall, 
Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball; 
Should the rough homicide unſheath his pen, 
And in heroics only murder men; 
Should the ſoft fop forſake the lady's charms, 
To face the foe with inoffenſive arms; 
Each would variety of acts afford, 
Fit for ſome new Cervantes to record. 

Whither, you cry, tends all this dry diſcourſe ? 
To prove, Ike Hudibras, a man's no horſe. 
I look'd for ſparkling lines, and ſomething gay 
To friſk my fancy with; but, ſouth to ſay ! 
From her Apollo now the Muſe elopes, 
And trades in ſyllogiſms more than tropes. 


Fauth, Sir, I ſee you nod, but can't forbear; 
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When a friend reads, in honour you muſt hear : 
For all enthuſiaſts, when the fit is ſtrong, 
Indulge a volub'jiry of tongue: 
Their fury triumphs oer the men of phlegm, 
And council-p vof, will never baulk a theme. 
So Eugeſs n his Tripod rav'd the more, 
When round him half the ſaints beg m to ſnore. 
To lead usfrfe through Error*s thorny maze, 
Reſon exc ts her pure ethete riys ; 
But that bright dauglter of eternal day 
Hd in our mortal frame a dubious ſway. 
Though no lerhargic fumes the brain inveſt, 
And op.ate all her active powers to reſt 3 
Though on that mag.:zine no fevers ſeize, 
To calcine all her beauteous images: 
Yet baniſh'd from the realms by right her own, 
Paſſi n. a olind uſurper, mounts the throne ; 
Or, to known good prefcrring ſpecious ill, 
Reaſon becomes a cully to the will: 
Thus man, perverſely fond to rom aſtray, 
Hood winks the guide aſſi nd to ſhew che way; 
And in lite*s voyage like the pilot fares 
Who bre 1ks the compaſs, and contemns the ſtars, 
To fen ty metcors, which at random fly, 
Preluding to a tem peſt in the ſky. 
Vin of his fill, aud led by various views, 
Each to his end a different p th purſues ; 
And ſeldom is one wretch ſo humble known 
To think his friend's a better than his on: 
The boldeſt they, who leaft partake the light, 
As game-cocks in the dark arc train'd to fight. 
Nor ſhame, nor ruin, can our pride abate, 
+ But what became our choice we call our fate. 
Villain, ſaid Zeno to his pilfering ſlave, 
What frugal Nature needs, I freely gave; 
With thee my treaſure 1 depos'd in truſt, 
What cold provoke thee now to prove unjuſt ? 
Sir, blame the ſtars, felanious culprit cry'd: 
We'll by the Ratute of the ftars be try*1. 
If their ſtrong influence all our actions urge, 
Some are foredoom'd to ſtesl and ſome to ſcourge : 
The beadie mutt obey the Fates* decree, 
As powerful Deſtiny prev ald with thee. 
1 his heathen logic ſeems to beat too hard 
On me, and many a harmleſs modern bard: 
The critics hence may think themſ.1lves decreed 
Tojerk the wits, and rail at all they read; 
Fees to the tribe from hence they trace their clan, 
As monkeys draw their pedigree trom man; 
To which (though by the breed our kind's diſgrac's) 
We grant ſuperior elegance of taſte : 
But in their own defence the wits obſerve 
That, by impulſe from heaven, they write and ſtarve; 
Their patron-planet, with reſiſtleſs power, 
Irradiates every poet's natal hour; 
Engendering in hi: head a ſolar heat, 
For which the college has no ſure receipt, 
F1ſe from their garrets would they ſoon withdraw, 
Ard leave the rats to revel in the ſtraw. 
. Nothing ſo much intoxicates the brain 
| As Flattery's ſmooth infinuating bane : 
She on th' unguarded ear employs her art, 
While vain ſelf-love unlocks the yie!ding heart; 
And Reaſon ofr ſubmits when both invade, 
Without aſſaulted, and within betray'd. 
When Flattery's magic miſts ſuſſuſe the ſight, 
The don is active, and the boor pic; 
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Her mirror ſhews perfection through the whole, 

And ne'er reflefts a wrinkle or a mole ; 

Each ch after in gay confuſion lies, 

And all al ke arc virtuous, brave and wiſe : 

Nor fil her fulſome arts r ſooth our pride, 

Thouzh praiſe to venom turns if wrong apply'd. 

Me chus ſhe whiſpers while 1 write tu you: 

* Draw forth a banncr'd hoſt in fair review |! 

I ben every Muſe invoke thy v ict 7» raiſe, 

Arms and the man to ſing in lortyl ys: 

© Whoſe active bloom heroic deeds employ, 

„duch as the ſon of Thetis “ ſung af Troy; 

„When his high-ſounding lyre his valour rais'd, 

© To cmulate the demi-g ds he prais d. 

& Like him, the Briton, warm at honour's call, 

At ſam'd Blaragnia quell'd the bleeding Gaul ; 

«© By France che genius of the fight conteſt, 

&« For which our patron ſaint adorns hs breaſt.” — 
Is this my friend, who fits in full content, 

Jovial, and joking wit? the men of Kent, 


and never any ſcenc of ſlaughter ſaw, 


But thoſe who fell by phyſic or the law? 
Why is he for exploits in war renown'd, 
Deck'd with a ſtar, with bloody laurels crown'd ? 
O often prov'd, and ever found fincere |! 
Too honeſt is thy heart, thy ſenſe too clear, 
On theſe encomiums to vouchſafe a ſmile, 
Which only can belong to great Argyll. 

But moſt among the brethren of the bays, 

he dear enchantreſs all her charms diſplays, 
in the fly commerce of alternate praiſe. 
If, for his father's fins condemn'd to write, 
Some young halt-feather'd poet takes a flight, 
And to my touchſtone brings a puny ode, 
Which Swift, and Pope, and Prior, would explode: 
Though every Ranza glitters thick with ftars, 
And godd-fſcs deſcend in ivory cars: 
Is it for me to prove in every part 
The piece irregular by laws of art ? 
His genius looks but aukward, yet his fate 
May raiſe him to be premier bard of ſtate; 
i therefore bribe his tuffrage to my fame, 
Kervere his judgment, and applaud his flame; 
Then cry, in ſeeming tranſport, while 1 ſpeak, 
"Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek 
He, conſcious of deſert, accepts the praiſe, 
And courteous, with increaſe the debt repays : 
Boileau's a muſhroom if compar'd to me, 
And, Horace, 1 diſpute the palm with there! 
Both raviſh'd, ſing Te Phæbum for ſucceſs 3 
Riſe ſwift, ye laurels ! boy! beſpeak the preis,. 
Thus on imaginary praiſe we feed ; 
Each writes till all refuſe to print or read : 
From the records uf fame condemn' d to paſs 
To + Briſquet's calendar, a rubrick aſs. 

Few, wondrous few ! aic eagle-ey d to find 
A plain diſeaſe, or biemiſh in the mind: 
Few can, though wiſdem ſhould their health inſure, 
Diſpaſſionate and col attend a cure. 
In youch diſus*d t* obey the needful rein, 
Well plcas'd a lavage liberty to gain, 
We ſate the kind defire ot every ſenſe, 


| And lull our aye in thoughtleis indolence : 


* Jlliad ix. 
+ Briſquet, Jeſter to Francis I. of France, kept a 
calendar of touls, 
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Yet a!l are Solons in their own conceit, 
Though, to ſupply the vacancy of wit, 
Folly and Pride, impatient of control, 
The titter-:wins of Sloth, poſſe ſs the ſoul. 
By Kneller were the gay Pumilio drawn, 
Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn, 
I ſcarcely think his picture would have power 
To make him fight the champions of the tower 3 
Though lions there are tolerably tame, 
And civil as the court from which they came. 
But yet, without experience, ſenſe, or arts, 
Pumilio buaits ſufficiency or parts; 
Imagines he alone is amply fit 
To guide he it ate, or give the ſtamp to wit: 
Pride paints the mind with an heroic air, 
Nor finds he a defect of vigour there. 

When FPhil-mcl of old cſſay d to fing, 
And in his roſy progreſs hal'd the ipringy 
Th' acriai ſo ge s liſtening to the lay s, 
By filent ecſtaly conteſt her praiſe 
At length, to rival her enchanting note, 
The peacock ſtrains th. diſcord ot his throat, 
In hope his hideous ſhricks would grateful prove; 
But the nice audience hoot him through the grove. 
Conſcivu- of Wanted worth, and juſt difdain, 
Lowering his crett, he creep, to juav's Fane : 
To his prutæctreſs there reveals the caic ; 
And for a ſweeter voice devoutly prays. 

Then thus rep. y d the radiant goddeſs, known 
By her tair rolling eyes and rattling tone: 

My favourite bird! of all the reather'd kind, 
Each ſpecies had peculiar gifts aflign'd : 
The towering eagles to the realms gt light 
By their ſtro gj pounces claim a regal right; 
The ſwan, contented with an humbler fate, 
Low on the fiſhy river rows in ſtate : 
Gay ſtarry plumes thy length of train bedeck, 
And the green emerald twinkles on thy nec ; 
But the poor nighting de in mean attire, 
Is made chief warbler of the woodland Chur. 
Thele varivus bounties were diipos'd above, 
And ratify' d th* unchanging will of jove ; 
Diicern thy talent, and his laws aduic ; 
Be what thou wert defiga'd, nor aim at more. 


Q U E E N, 


ON HER MAJESTY'S BIRTH-DAY. 


FRO this auſpicious day three king doms date 
1 he talteſt tavours of inculgent © ate: 
From this the monchs iu ratian. circles run, 
As ſtars receive their luſtre from the ſun. 
To you the ſceptres of all Europe bend, 
The victor thoſe revere, and cheſe the friend; 
Your ſilken reins the willing nations crave, 
For *tis your lov'd prerogative to ve. 
Mild amid(t triumphs, victory beſtows 
On you renown, and freedom vn your foes ; 
Obſervant of your will, the goddels brings 
Palms in her hand, and healing in her wings. 
But, as the brighteſt beams and gentleſt ſhowers 
Were once referv'd for Eden's opening flowers; 
So, though remoter realms your influence ſhare, 
Britannia boatts to be your darling cart. 
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Ey your great wiſdom and reſiftleſs might, 

Abroad we Cunguers aud at home unite : 

Nature had juin d the lands ; but you alone 

Make their ffections and their councils one; 

You ipe-K che jarring principles remove, 

Ana, clute combin'd, the niftter-nations preve N 
Kivils alone in loyalty and love. 

hat power would now forbid the warrior-queen 
To wave the red-crofe. ba. ners oor the Sclae? 
Others for titles urge the ſoldier's tail, 

Or weanly fock the tory to ſeize the tpoil : 

But you tor night your pious arms empluy, 

And Senger WW Cote, and not &cftroy 3 

V ouchl ig audience tO your ſuppliant tocs, 

ou long ts give che layouring world repole ; 
Concurtiug juice watts from you the wore, 

Flea'd, warn you nx the ſcales, to ſntath the ſword. 

1 rom this propit: eus omen we preiage 
Unmwmber'd vieiliigs to the coming age; 
LiLebian's Fach, tie daughter of the tkirs, 

Ihall lee new temples by your bounty riſe; 
Commerce beneach the luuchern ſtars ſu ill thrive, 
Interttine fruds expire, and arts revive ; | 
Su iu their ſhades the Mues thall remain, 

And ting the unicer glories ot vour reign. 

So, whiltt oftendes Heaven exerts its power, 
Swirc fly the lightnings, loud the thunders roar, 
tut, wacn our mcente reconciles the tkics, 
£434in the radiant beams begin to riſe ; 
dott Zephyis gently watt the clouds away, 

Aud ira, rant towers per ume the dawning day; 
ile groves around rrjvice with echoing ſtrains, 
And golden icaty covers all the plains. 


C 
TO THE RICHT HONUURABLE 


JOHN LORD GOWER 


WRITTEN 1N THE SPRING, 1716, 
I. 


O. intar's long inclement ſway, 
Ar lengti the luity Spring prevails z 

And, 1wiit'to meet the ſmiling May, 
Iz wafted by the weltern gales 
Around hit dance the roiy hours, 
And damaſking the ground with flowers, 
Wich ambient Iweets perfume che morn x 
Wit': ſhavowy verdure flau;ith'd high, 

\udden youth the groves enjoy 5 
W ice Philcmel lantents torlur. - 

11. 

By her awak'd, the woodland chuir 
To hi che coming god prepares 
And ten:pts me toreiumetielyre, 
dort warbling tothe vern l 2irs. 
Vet once more, O ye Muſes ! deign, 
For me, the meaneſt of your train, 
Unblam'd to appro ch yuur bleſt r treat; 
Where Horace wantons at your ſpring, 
And Pindar ſw eps a bolder ſtring, 
Whoſe notes th* Aonian hills repeat. 

II.. 

Or if invok' d, where Thames 's fruitful ti le: 

Slow throvgh tlie vale in ſilber volumes play; 
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Now your own Phebus o'er the month preſides, 
Gives Love the night, and doubly gilds the day: 
Thi. her, indulgent to my prayer, 
ve bright harmonious nymphs repair, 
| To ſwell the notes I feebly raiſe : 
So withinſpiring ardors warm d, 
May Gower's propitious ear be charm'd, 
To liſten 2 


Beneath the Pole on hills of ſnow, 
Like Thractan Mars, the undaunted Swede 
— — 

unk nowing to recede : 

From Vulga s banks, th imperious Czar 
Leads forth h's furry troops to war 3 
Fond of the ſofter ſouth:rn ſky : 
The Soldan galls th* iilyrian coaſt ; 
But ſoon che miſcreant moony hoſt 


Drop freedam, health, and gay defires : 
While the bright Seine,“ exalt the ſoul, 
With ſparkling plenty crowns the bowl, 
And wit and ſocial mirth inſpires. 


Laſk'd his ſwift tigers to the Celtic plain: 
There ſecret in her ſapphire cell 
He with the Nais wont to dwell ; 
Leaving the nectar d feaſts of jove: 
And where her mazy waters flow, 
He gave the mantling vine, to grow 
A trophy to his love. 


I. 

Shall man fiom Nature's ſanction ftray, 
With blind opinion for his guide; 
And, rebel to her rightful ſway» 
Leave all her bounties unenjoy d? 
Fool! Time no of motion knows; 
With equal ſpeed the torrent flows, 
To ſweep Fame, Power, and Wealth away: 
The is all by Death poſſcis'd ; 
And frugal Fate that guards the reft, 
By giving, bids him ve to-day. 


O Gower } through all that deftin'd ſpace 
What breath the allot to me 
Shall fing the virtues of thy race 
United, and complete in thee. 
O flower of ancient Engliſh faith, 
Purſue th' unbeaten riot-path, 
In which confirm'd thy father ſhone: 
The light his fair example gives, 
Already from thy dawn reccives 
A luſtre equal to its own. 
Horour's bright dome, on laſting columns rear'd, 
Nor envy ruſts, nor rolling years conſume ; 
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Loud pzans echoing round the roof are heard, 
And clouds of incenſe all the void perfume. 
There Phocion, Lelius, Capel, Hydc, 
With ———— fide, 
Fix'd by the Muſe the temple grace : 
Prophetic of thy happier fame, 
She, to receive thy radiant name. 
Selects a whiter ſpace. 


THE D R E A M. 


IMITATED FROM PROPER TIUS, BOOK 111. 
, TLEGY 11. 


Torten retreats, that ſhade the Muſes' ſtream, 
My fancy lately bore me in a dream; 

Fir'd with ambitious zeal, my harp I ſtrung, 

And Blenheim's field, and fam'd Ramillia ſung: 

Faſt by that ſpring, where Spenſer ſat of old, 

And great exploits in Jofty numbers told. 

Phoebus in his Caftalian laid, 

O'er which a laurel caſt her filken ſhade, 

Spy*'d me, and haſtily when firſt he ſpy d, 

Thus, leaning on his golden lyre, he cry'd : 

What ftrange ambition has miſplac'd thee there ? 
Forbear to ſing of arms, alas forbem ! 
Form'd in a gentle mould, henceforth 
Thy pen to paint the ſofter ſcenes of joy. 

Thy works may thus the myrtle garland wear, 
Prefer'd to grace the toilets of the fair : 

When their lov'd youths at night too long delay, 

In reading thee they Il paſs the away : 

And, when they'd make their melting wiſhes known, 
Repeat thy paſſion to reveal their own. 
Then hatte, the ſafer ſhallows to regain, 
oy a be * 9 of the main. 
Ceaſing with this reproof, the friendly god 

A molly path, but lightly beaten, ſhow's : 

A cave there was, u hich Nature's hand alore 

Had arch'd with greens of various kinds o'ergrown ; 
With timbrels all the vaulted roofs were grac'd, 
And earthen gods on either fide were plac'd. 
Silenus, and the Muſes* virgin-train, 

Stood here, with Pan the poet of the plain: 
Elſewhere the doves of Cytherea's team 

Were ſeen to fip the ſweet Caftalian ſtream. 

Nine lovely nymphs a ſeveral taſk purſu'd, 

For ivy one was ſent to ſent to ſearch the wood ; 
This to ſoft numbers join'd harmonious airs, 

And fragrant roſy wreaths a third 

Me thus the bright Calliope addreſs'd 

(Her name the brightneſs of her form confeſs'd) : 
The filver ſwans of Venus wait to bear 


Harſh ſounds the trumpet in the Muſes' grove, 
But ſweet the lute, the lute is fit for love. 

No more rehearſe the Danube's purple ftream, 
Let love for ever be the tender theme. 

And in thy verſe reveal the moving art, 

To melt an haughty nymph*s relentleſs heart. 
The goddeſs ceaſing, to confirm me more, 
My face with hallow'd drops ſhe ſprinkled o'cr, 
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Fetc!.*d from the fountain, by whoſe flowery fide 
Soft Waller ſung of Sachariſla's pride. 


TO THE RIGHT Kox. THE LADY 


MARGARET 12 DISH HAR- 


WITH THE POEMS OF Ma. WALLER. 

LE T others boaſt the rine Aonian maids, 
Inſpiring ſtreams, and ſweet reſounding ſhades ; 

Where Phcebus heard the rival bards rehearſe, 

And bade the laurels learn the lofty verſe. 

In vain ! Nor Phebus, nor the boaſted Nine, 

Inflame the raptur'd ſoul with rays divine : 

And love with vocal art informs the lyre. : 

When Waller, kindling wich celeſtial rage, 
View'd the bright Harley of that ing age, 
His pleafing pain he taught the lute to breathe ; 
The Graces ſung, and wove his myrtle wreath. 

In youth, of patrimonial wealth poſſeſt, 

The praiſe of ſcience faintly warm'd his breaſt ; 
But, fir'd to fame by Sidney*s roſy ſmile, 

Swift o'er the laureat realms he urg'd his toil. 

His Muſe, by Nature form'd to pleaſe the fair, 

To melting ſtrains attun'd her voice, and ſtrove 
To waken all the tender of love : 

More ſweetly ſoft het awful beauty ſhone, 
Than Juno grac'd with Cytherea's zone. 

As angels love, congenial ſouls unite 

Their radiance, and refine each other's light : 
The florid and ſublime, the grave and gay, 
From Waller's beams imbibe a purer ray : 
Illumin'd thence in equal lays to bound 

Their copious ſenſe, and harmonize the ſound ; 
With varied notes the curious car to pleaſe, 
And turn a nervous thought with artful eaſe. 
Maker, and model, of melodious verſe ! 
Accept theſe votive honours at thy hearſe. 
While I with filial awe attempt thy praiſe, 
Infuſe thy genius, and my fancy raiſe ! 
So, warbling o'er his urn, the woodland choirs 
To Orpheus pay the ſong his ſhade inſpires. 

In Waller's fame, O faireſt Harley | view 
What verdant palms ſhall owe their birth to you. 
To you what deathleſs charms are thence decreed, 
InSacharifla's fate vouchſate to read. 

Secure beneath the wing of withering Time, f 
Her beauties flouriſh in ambroſial prime; \ 
Still kindling rapture, ſee ! ſhe moves in ſtate ; 
Gods, nymphs, and heroes, on her triumph wait. 
Nor think the lover's praiſe of love's delight 

In pureſt minds may ftain the virgin-white 3 

How bright, and chaſte, the poet and his theme ; 
So Cynthia ſhines on Arethuſa's ſtream. 

A ſainted virtue to the ſpheres may fing 

Thoſe trains, that raviſh'd here the martyr-king. 
Plenteous of native wit, in letter d caſe 

Politely form'd, to profit and to pleaſe, 

To Fame whate'er was due he gave to Fame ; 
And, what he could not praiſe, furgot to name : 
Thus Eden's roſe without a thorn di{play'd | 
Her bloom, and in a fragrant bluſh decay 4. 

Such ſoul- attracting airs were ſung of old, 
When bliſsful years in golden circles roll's 5 


525 


Pure from deceit, devoid of fear and ſtrife, 

While love was all the penſfive care of life, 

The ſwains in green retreats, with flowrets crown'd, 
Taught the groves their paſſion to reſound : 
Fancy purſu d the paths where beauty led, 

To pleaſe the living, or deplore the dead. 
While to their warbled woe the rocks rep! 


in a ſtar. 

the flowers 
— 
Will Sachariſta's charms in ſong appear. 

Yet, in the preſent age, he: radiant name 

Muſt take a dimmer interval of fame ; 
When you to full meridian luſtre riſe, 

With Morton's ſhape, and Gloriana's eyes ; 

With Carliſle's wit, her geſture, and her micn ; 


To language, mode, and manners more refin'd ! 
That angel-frame, with chaſte attract ion gay, 
Mild as the dove-ey d morn awakes the May, 
Of nobleſt youths will reign the public care, 
Their joy, their wiſh, their wonder, and 
ing thence what bright ideas flow 


But hear, © hear the Muſe's heavenly voice ! 
The waving woods and echoing hills rejoice : 
Attend, ye gales ! to Margaretta's praiſe, 
And all ye liſtening Lovesrecord the lays ! 
So Philomela charms th Idalian grove, 
When Venus, in the glowing orb of love, 
O'er ocean, earth, and air, extends her reign ; 
The firſt, the brighteſt of the ſtarry train. 

What favourite youth aſſign the Fates to riſe, 
In bridal to lead the blooming prize ? 
Whether his father's garter'd ſhield ſuſtains 
Trophies, atchiev'd on Gallia's viny plains; 
Or ſmiling Peace a mingled wreath diſplzys, 
The Patriot's olive, and the Poet's bays : 
Adorn, ye fates ! the favourite youth affign'd, 
With each ennobling grace of form, and mind : 
In merit make him great, as great in blood; 
Great without pride, and amiably good ; 
His breaſt the guardian ark of heaven-born law, 
To ſtrike a faithleſs age with conſcious awe. 
In choice of friends by manly reaſon ſway'd ; 
Nor fear*d, but honour'd, and with love obey d. 
In courts, and camps, incouncil, and retreat, 
Wiſe, brave, and ſtudious to ſupport the ſtate. 
With candour firm; without ambition bold; 
No decd diſcolour'd with the guilt of gold. 
That Heaven may judge the choiceſt bleſſings due, 
And give the various good compris'd in you. 

— — 

P RO SS @ 0 U @E 


TO SOUTHERNE'S SPARTAN DAME. 


| WHEN realms are ravag d with inv five foes, 
Each boſum with heroic ar2our glows 5 
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Old chiefs, reſlecting on their former deeds, 
Diſdain to ruſt with batter's inval'ds ; 
-- But active in the foremoſt ranks appear, 
And leave your ſmock-fac*d beaux to guard the rear. 
So, to repel the Vandals of the ſtage, 
Our veteran bard reſumes his tragic rage: 
He throws the gauntlet Utwny us d to wield, 
And calls fer Eugliſhmen to judge the field: 
Thus arm'd, to reſcue Nature from diſgrace, 
Meſſicurs ! lay down your minſtrels and grimace: 
The brawnieſt youths of Troy the combat fcai'd, 
When old Entellus in the liſts appear d. 
Yet what avails the champion's giant ſize, 
When pigmics are made umpires of the prize ? 
Your fathers (men of ſenſe, and honett b-wlers) 
Dildain'd the mummery cf foreign ftrollers : 
By their examples would you form your taſte, 
The p. eſent age might emulate the paſt. 
We hop'd that art anc genius had ſccur'd you; 
But ſoon facctious Harlequin allur'd you : 
The Muſes bluſh'd, to fee their friends cxalting 
Thoſe elegant delights of jig and vyaulting: 
So charm'e you were, you ceas'd a-while to dote 
On nonſenſe, garglcd in an ewnuch's throat: 
All pleas'd to hear the chattering monſters ſpeak, 
As old wives wonder at the parſon's Greek. 
Such light ragoũts and muſhrooms may be good, 
To whet your appetites for whole ſom e food: 
But the bold Briton ne'er in earneſt d nes 
Withuut ſubſtantial haunches and ſurloins. 
In wit, as well as war, they give us vigour; 
Creſſy was loft by kick ſhaws and ſoup-meagre. 
Infiead of I ght dcfſerts and luſcious froth, 
Our poet treats to-night w th Spartan broth ; 
1o which, as well as all his former feaſts, 
The ladies are the chief- invited gueſts. 
Crown's with a kird of Glaſtonbury bays, 
IJ hai bloom amid the winter or his days, 
He come, an birious in his green decline 
To conlecravc his wreath at beauty 's ſhrine. 
His Groot «ko never fal d t' engage 
The radiant circles of the former age: 
Each boſom heav*d, all eyes were ſeen to flow, 
And {ympathize with 11abella's woe: 
But Fate reſerv*d, tu crown his elder fame, 
Ihe brighteſt audience for the Spartan Dame. 


ON TH 
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Thou art ever half the city's grace, 

And add'ſt to ſolemn nodd les ſolemn pace; 
Thou that art us'd to fit on ladies knee, 

To feed on jellies, and to drink cold tex; 

I huu that art ne*er from velvet flipper free; 


. Whence comes this unſought honour unto me? 


Whence does this mighty condeſcenſion flow ? 
To viſit my poor tabernacle, O 

As Jove vouchſaf d on 1d4's top, "tis ſaid, 
At poor Philemon's cot to take a bed; 
Pleas'd with the poor but hoſpitable feaſt, 
Jove bid him aſk, and granted his requ-t; 
So do thou grant (for thuu'rt of race divine, 
Begot on Venus by the God of Wine) 
My humble ſuit And either g've me ſtore 
To entertain thee, or ne'er ſee me more. 


— HORACE, BOOK I. ODE N. 


IM1T A T E D. 
FROM THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE VERSES.* 


SINCE the hills all around us do penance in ſnow, 
And winter's cold blaſts have benumb'd us be. 
low; 
Since the rivers chain'd up flow with the ſame ſpeed 
As cruninals move tow'rds the Pſalm they can't 
read ; 


* Wihick were thus dedicated, by Mr. Fenten, to 
L onel Earl of Dorjet and Midaieſes : 

* My Lira, I koye, on yu, return from hav ny 
been aumwred in fereign Courts to adorn cur 0Wiiy 
yu will not be jur; ried with @ pri dege the Peets af- 
Jume, of being traudicſame te perjons of your raik. 
But they have mare particularly applied themjelves to 
your Lo djrig's family, im which A continued race of 
Germs has both aucancea ther art, and encouraged 
us profeſſors. We owe the riſe of our Engliſh Ja- 
geay io ore of your Laraſiat's anceſtors, wwho fixed us 
Jecend te tue Gretk age bejure Nu. care write 
Ard, my Lord, yaur fether came the neareſt of all 
the moderns ty Horace, n the feoeetnejs ana gaiian 
of his Lyrichs, ard equa:led him in Satire. Tis the 
Aream focus pure in its deſcent, to recerve @ farther in- 
creaſe jrom your Lordi xf. We read of a Scipio a 
a lil æ cenas, who uſed to foſten the trouviejome honours 
of flate by comverfmg with the Muſes; and cherjied 
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— ſcore, 
Fromiſe of wealth, that haſt alone the power 
4 T* attend he rich, unenvy'd by the poor. 
J hau thar doſt Æſculapius deride, 
And cer his gally-pots in triumph ride; 
Theu that art us d t' attend the royal throne, 
Anc uncer-prop the lead that bears the crown 3 
I hou that doſt oft in privy council wait, 
And guard from drowſy ſiecp the eyes of ſtate; 
1-ou that upon the bench ert mounted high, 
And warn'ft the judges how they tread awry ; 

I hou that doft oft from pamper*d prelate's toe 
Empharically urge the pains below; 


WELCOME, thou friendly earneſt of four- | 
! 


theje arts of wwhch thiy themjeives were maſters : 
yet as ſingle inſtances of tai kind are nas frequent, * 
the we.n is very feidum found to have continued a ſecand 
generation. Hut, in your Lrdſbip's line, Jature 
Jeems narfliricus to preier ve the gen. us of Peoerry, by 
ſucceſſveſy waiting delicacy of taſte, aud brightre: of 
wit, with the greateſt ab. lit e: for council and act.cr. 
4 us /he reconcites the Seajons in her meoft gereruus jro- 
actions, by allowing t/m to bear ſrut and bl:ſoms 
gte, and both in perfettion. 1 heſe ſhinirg gua- 
lities mage your Father the aciight ana wonder of his 
age; ard had he not furwived lumjeif in yuur Lorca p, 
he dad (cen the envy of wrs. Ye praijes wich le 
recem cd from the moſt refined wits of cur natiun have 
proved real prophenies of you and it s v, pleaſure 
dur foreſee that faſterity, 19 deſerve the higheſt charac 


* The cemfilors avirg emicted jeme fretty cer, 


J Axe put them in here. 


Ds. * als 


tors, all form themſelves on the model of your family, 
and coj y from my Lords of Derjet as the fireſt origi- 
Aut, my Lerd, I am aſraid 1 frail jorfe.t all 
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Throw whole oaks at a time, nay, whole groves on 
the fire, 

To keep out the cold, and new vigour inſpire; 

Ne'er waſte the dull time in impertinent thinking, 

But urge and purſue the grand buſineſs of drinking. 

Come, pierce your old hogſheads, ne'er flint us in 


crry, 

For this is the fe ſon to drink and he merry; 

That, reviv'd by good liquor and billets together, 

We may brave the loud ftorms, and defy the cold 
weather. 

We'll have no more of buſineſs ; but, friend, as 
you love us, 

Leave it all to the care of the good folks above us. 

Whilſt your appetite's ſtrong, and good-humour re- 
mains, 

An active briſk blood does enliven your veins, 

Improve the ſweet minutes in ſcenes of deli.;ht, 

Let your 1 have the day, and your miſtreſs the 
night: 

In the dark you may try whether Phyllis is kind, 

The night for intriguing was ever defign'd ; 

at © >; from your arms, and retires to a 

ade, 

Some friendly kind fign will betray the coy maid : 

All trembling you'll find then the poor baſhful ſinner, 

Such a treſpaſ; is venial in any beginner ; 

But remember this counſel, when once you have 
met ner, 

Get a ring from the fur - one, or ſomething that's 
better 


——_— 
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CATULLUS, EIS. V. 


TRANSLATED. 


LET's live, my dear, like lovers too, 

Nor heed what old men ſay or do. 
The falling ſun will ſurely riſe, 
And dart new glories through the ſkies. 
But when we fall, alas! our light 
Will ſet in everlaſting night. | 
Come then, let mirth and amorous play 
Be all the bufineſs of the day. 
Give me this kiſs—and this—and this ! 
A hundred thouſand more. Let's kiſs 
Till we ourſelves cannot expreſs, | 
Nor any Jurking ſpy confeſs, | 
The boundleſs meaſure of our h:ppineſs. 
hopes of your patrenage, by widlating your modeſty ; 
and therefore I on beg leave to add, that as the 
Cabinet and th: Feld lade been happily jujjited, te 
render her Moyefiy's reigns, at leaſt, a rival te her 
virgin predeceſſir s; ſo to cmlete the paralie!, it 
Tas near that yen, my Lord, lize another & dney, 
Aud arise, to receive the Ster arts into your pro- 
leon; to excite the yourg writers of this age to at- 
temp? theje att uns in verſe, <vlich will fhine fo fairly 
d:f:.nzuithed in cur Br fiery. My Lord, I am 
vrur Lerdſbif's myſt hkunibir, ard — bed. ent ſer- 
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Hr y the man who all his days does paſs 
In the paternal cottage of his race; 

Where firſt his trembling infant ſteps he try'd, 

Which now ſupports his age, and once his youth 
employ'd. 

This was the cottage his forefathers knew, 

It ſaw his bir h, ſhall ſee hi, burial too; 

Unequal fortunes and arnbition's fate 

Are things experience never taught him yet. 

Him to ſtrange lands no rambl.ng humour bore, 

Nor breath*d he ever any air but of his native ſhore. 

Free from all anxious intereſts of trade, 

Nr ſtorm: at ſea have eꝰer diſturb'd his head: 

He never bit:le's wild confuſions ſaw, 

Nor heard the worſe confuſion* of the law. 

A ftranger to the town and t - »-erploys, 427 

Their dark and crowded f:ccts, their ſtink and 
noiſe 3 

He a more calm and brighter ſky enjoys. 

Nor does the year by change of conſuls know, 

The year his frait's returning ſeaſons ſhow 3 

Qurters and months in Nature's face he ſees, 

In flowers the Spring, and Autumn on his trees. 

The whole day's ſhadows, in his homeſtead drawn, 

Point out the hourly courſes of the ſun. 

Grown old with him, a grove adorn: his ficld, 

Whole tender ſetts his infancy beheld. 

Of diſtant India, Erythræan ſhores, 

Benacus* lake, Verona's neighbouring towers, 

(Alike unſeen) from common fame has heard, 

Alike believes them, and with like regard. 

Yet, firm and ſtrong, his grandchildren admire 

The health and vigour of their brawny fire. 

The ſpacious globe let thoſe that will iurvey, 

This good old man, content at home to ſtay, 

More happy years ſhall know, more leagues and 
countries they. 


F 
LIB. X. EPIC. XLVIl. 


WOULD you, my friend, in little room expreſs 
The juſt deſcription of true happineſs ; 

Firſt ſet me down a competent eſtate, 

But rais'd ard left me by a parent's ſweat ; 

(*'Tis pleaſure to improve, but toil to get :) 

Not large, but always large enough to yicld 

A cheerful fire, and no ungratetu! fgla. 

Averſe to law-ſuits, let me peace enjoy, 

And rarely peſter d with a town-empluy. 

Smooth be my thoughts, my mind ſerene and clear, 

A healthful body with ſuch limbs I'd bear 

As ſhould be graceful, well-proportion'd, juft, 

And neither weak nor booriſhly robutt. 

Nor fool, nor knave, but innocently wiſe ; 

Some friends ingulge me, let a few ſufficc ; 

But ſuited to my humour and degree, 

Not nice, but eafily pleas'd, and fit for me; 

So let my board and entertainments be. 

With wholeſ»7mz homely food, not ſærv'd in ſta:e, 

What tas as well in pewtzr as in plc. 
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! Mirth and a glaſs my cheerful evenings ſhare, 
At equal diftance from debauch and care. 

To bed retiring, let me find it bleſt 

With a kind modeſt ſpouſe and downy reſt : 
Pleas'd always with the lot my fates aſſign, 
Let me no change deſire, no change decline; 
With every turn of Providence comply» 

Not tir d with life, nor yet afraid to die. 


— . 
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BOOK I. ODE III. 


AN honeſt mind, to Virtues precepts true, 
Conterans the fury « a lawleſs crew: 
Firm as a rock he to his purpoſe ſtands, 
And thinks a tyrant's frowns as weak as his com- 
mands. 
3 Þ we 
He braves the almighty thunder ev'n of 
If all the heavenly orbs, — 88 
Should daſh in pieces, and ſhould cruſh the world; 
Undaunted be the mighty craſh would hear, 
Nor in his breaſt admit a thought of fear. 
Pollux and wandering Hercules of old 
Were by ſuch acts among the Gods enroll*1. 
Auguſtus thus the ſhining powers poſſeſs d, 
By all th' immortal deities careſs'd ; 
He ſhares with them in their ethereal feaſts, 
And quaffs bright nectar with tbe heavenly gueſts. 
This was the path the friſking tigers trod, 
Dragging the car that bore their jolly God, 
— . file mn.and le hoe. 
Romulus by Mars thro? this bleſt path was hown, 
And *ſcap'd the woes of gloomy Acheron. 
In Virtue's rugged road he took his way, 
And gain d the manſions of eternal day; 
For him ev'n nv ſelf pronounc'd a word, 
Grateful to all th' ethereal council- board. 
O Illion! lion ! I with tranſport view 
The fall of all thy wicked perjur'd crew ; 
Pallas and I have borne the rankling grudge 
To that curſt ſhepherd, that inceſtuous judge; 
Nay, ev'n Laon eden his Gods betray'd, 
And baſely broke the ſolemn oath he made. 
But now the painted trumpet and her gueſt 
No more are in their pomp and jewels dreſt; 
No more is Hector licens'd to deſtroy, | 
To flay the Greeks, and ſave his perjur'd Troy. 
Priam is now become an empty ghoſt, 
Doom'd with his houſe to tread the burning coaſt. 
The God of Battle now has ceas d to roar, 
And 1, the Queen of Heaven, purſue my hate no 
more. 


I now the Trojan prieſteſs" ſon will give 

In lucid bowers, and give him leave to uſe 
Ambroſia and the nectar's heavenly juice; 

To be enroll' d in theſe ſerene abodes, 

And wear the eaſy order of the Gods. 

In this bleſt tate I grant him to remain, 
White Troy from Rome's divided by the main; 


| 


| 
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While ſavage beaſts inſult the Trojan tonibs, 
And in their caves unlade their pregnant wombs. 
Let thꝰ exil'd Trojans reign in every land, 
And let the Capitol triumphant ſt and, | 
And all the tributary world command. 
Let awful Rome, with ſeven refulgent heads, 
Still keep her conqueſt o'er the vanquiſh'd Medes. 
With conquering terror let her arms extend 
Her mighty name to ſhores without an end; 
Where mid-land ſeas divide the fruitful ſoil 
From Europe to the ſwelling waves of Nile. 
Let them be greater by deſpiling gold, 
Than digging it from forth its native mould, 
pom wicked inftrument of ill. 
Let ſword and ruin every country fill, 
That ſtri ves to ſtop the progreſs of her arms ; 
Not only thoſe that ſultry Sirius warms ; 
But where the fields in endleſs winter lie, 
Whoſe froſts and ſnows the ſun's bright rays defy. 
n 
warlike Romans happy deſtiny; 
That, when they univerſal rule enjoy, 
They not preſume to raiſe their ancient Troy : 
For then all ugly omens ſhall return, 
And Troy be built but once again to burn 3 
Ev*n I myſelf a ſecond will 
Ev'nl and i 
If Phebus' harp ſhould thrice erect a wall, 
And all of brafs, yet thrice the work ſhould fall, 
Sack'd by my favourite Greeks ; and thrice again 
The Trojan wives ſhould drag a captive chain, 
And mourn their children and their huſbands ſlain. 
But - —:— thou, ſoaring Muſe, aſ- 
ire 
To tell the counſels of the choir ? 
Alas! thou canſt not ftrain thy weakly firings, 
To fing in humble wotes ſuch mighty things: 
No more the ſecrets of the Gods relate, 
Thy tongueꝰs too feeble for a taſk ſo great. 


7 
7 


THE ROSE. 


SEE, Sylvia, ſee, this new-blown roſe, 
Mark how it ſmiles upon the buſh, 
And tri as it grows. 
« Oh, pluck it not ! we'll come anon, 
Thou ſay'ſt. Alas! *twill then be gone. 
Now its purple beauty's ſpread, 
Soon it will droop and fall, 
And ſoon it wil! not be at all; 
No fine things draw a length of thread. 
Then tell me, ſeems it not to ſay, 
Come on, and crop me whilſt you may ? 


E PIG RR A M. 


OUT OF MARTIAL. 
from home; and, Milo being gone, 
His lands bore nothing, but his wife a ſon: 
Wh, the ſo fruitful, and ſo bare the field? 


The lands lay fallow, but the wife was till'd, 
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FENTON'S TOR MN 8. 


A 


YOUNG LADY, 


To 


WIT 


FENTON'S MISCELLANIES. 


BY 


WALTER HART, M.A. 


(Strains, where the tender and ſublime conſpire, 
A Sappho's ſweetneſs, and a Homer's fire) 


2 the El of Pre 

- = to the Earl 9 h, and wor it- 
ten e be vas nineteen. Theſe were followed by his 
* Eſſay on Reaſon, 1727,” folio, a , 
t hands. In a letter to Mr. Pattiſon ( printed in 
the Memoirs of that <oriter, prefixed to his Poems, 
1728 }) Mr. 7 gives his ſentiments on a 
Nujected new ven, of Ovid's Epiſtles, and ſays, 
« TI have ſtudied his manner much, and en en- 


He publiſhed alſo two Sermons, one called, „ The 
Union and of Reaſon, Morality, and Re- 
vealed Religion,” pre ached at &. Mary's, Oxford, 
Feb. 27, 1736-7, which went through at leaſt five 
— the other, a Faſt Sermon, preached at the 

place, Fan. 9, 1739-40. He was afterwards 
vice- principal of St. Mary Hall, Oxford, 


= reputation there, and wwas much 
Pope and Mr. Lyttelton, tue recommended him 


to Lord Cheſterfield as a fit preceptor to kis natural fon 
Mr. Stanhope, with wwhom he travclled from 1746 
till 17 50. Mr. Harte is deſcribed by the noble Lord 
as *© man of con —_— but was ill 
te poliſh the manners of his pupil. He was 
jw coef pp gon and addreſs, hed an unhappy im- 
in his ſpeech, and a total want of car; 
he ſo wwell his office, that Lord Cheſterfield 
rewarded him with a of Windſor, ** procured 


4 git 


great diſſiculty; a difficulty ⁊ubici certain 

his college connections 3 as 8. Mary Hall, 
of which Dr. King __ was at that time 
2 fer Facehitiſm. Th: materials of his Hiſtory of 


Adolphus 
3 but he has marred 
Vor. IV. 


» 1759, two wolumes 419. are ex- 


bis book by a ſtrange af- 
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Attend their doom, and wait, with glad ſurpriſe, 
Th' impartial juttice of Cleora's eyes. 

"Tis hard to ſay, what myſteries of fate, 
What turns of fortune on good writers wait. 
The party ſlave will wound them as he can, 
And damns the merit, if he hates the man. 
Nay, ev'n the bards with wit and laurels crown'd, 
Bleſs'd in each ſtrain, in every art renown'd ; 
Miſled by pride, and taught to fin by power, 
Still ſearch around for thoſe they may devour ; 
Like ſavage monarchs on a guilty throne, 

Who cruſh all might that can invade their own. 

Others who hate, yet want the ſoul to dare, 
So ruin bards—as beaux deceive the fair: 

On the pleas d ear, their ſoft deceits employ ; 
Smiling they wound and praiſe but to deftroy. 
Theſe are th crimes of modern 
And can the beſt of poets hope for praiſe ? 

How ſmall a part of human bleflings ſhare 
The wiſe, the good, the noble, and the fair ! 
Short is the date unhappy wit can boaſt, 

A blaze of glory in a moment loſt. 

Fortune, Rill envious of the great man's praiſe, 

Curſes the coxcomb wich a 1-ngth of days. 

So (Hector dead) amid the female choir, 

Unmanly Paris tun'd the filver lyre. 
eee 

'Tis ſure a ſcandal to withhold applauſe ; 

Nor let poſterity reviling ſay, 

Thus unregarded Fenton paſs'd away ! 

Yet if the Muſe may faith and merit claim 


, cc Latin: 5 Call ci - 
Ce ts tt — — 
cated it to his who Jays, ** Toes forced to 


« man.” The ſucceſs of 
his hopes, his health was ſenſibly affected 
1763; but continued at Bath dejected and diſpirited, 
berween real and imaginary diftempers, till in Novem- 
CSIC TED nh 
7 him of the u eps 
hy 24. 82 In Octeber, 1768, 
he had entirely left the uſe of his left fide ; and in that 
melancholy condition Iroed till 1793. He publiſied 4 
Treatiſe on Agriculture in 1764, in goed and elc- 
« gant Engliſh, and ſeattered ſuch grace upon his ſub- 
« jet, that in n s 
cc Georgics in Der, 2 | C Eſjey on ainting, 
his « E 5 and li: Vifien of Death,” 
in % The Amaranth, 1767, the ©* great 
« poetica! work” alludea to by Lord in 
his „ Letters to his Song” Lett. 341, 377. N. 
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9 Fenten's Epiſtle to Seutherne, N. 
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Like Vinci's * ftrokes, thy verſes we behold, 
Correctly graceful, and with labour bold. 
At Sappho's woes we breathe a tender ſigh, 
And the ſoft ſorrow ſteals from every eye. 
Here Spenſer's thoughts in ſolemn numbers 
Here lofty Milton ſeems to lift the ſoul. 
There ſprightly Chaucer charms our hours away 
With ſtories quaint, and gentle roundelay. 

Muſe ! —— each thought of pride re- 


Ah, think how foon the wiſe and glorious fall 
What thoug Siſters every grace impart, 
To ſmocth thy verſe, and captivate the heart: 


®* Leonardi da Vinci, N. 


END or Tx FOURTH VOLUME 


FENTON'S POR M 8s. 


The boaſt of youth, the blefling of 


! 
Not Chaucer's beauties could ſurvive "oo A 


Of waſting Envy, and devouring Age: 


One mingled of ruin now we ſee ; 
+ Thus Chaucer is, and Fenton thus ſhall be! 


Evi borrowed % cc ; 
9 from Pope's = Eſſay on Crity 
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5 And ſuck as Chaucer is, ſhall Dryden be.” 
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